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Chapter 1: Jerry’s Secret

CAN’T YOU KNOCK FIRST?


“Jesus Christ, Jerry!” I said, in a tone appropriate to the expression. “What the hell are you doing?” I’d walked into Jerry’s office unannounced, which was our usual and mutual custom. We worked closely together, as Jerry and I shared duties related to our firm’s largest clients. I had clearly interrupted a very private moment.



“Can’t you knock?” he asked while adjusting his below-the-belt situation. There were moaning and panting sounds emanating from his computer. I walked around his desk to investigate. On his screen was a couple in coitus, if I’m any judge of coitus. It was clearly nothing else.



“Jesus, Jerry. At the office?”



“What? You never look at this stuff at work?”



“It looked like you were pleasuring yourself.”



“It’s after five.”



“Then by all means, carry on.” I took a chair opposite his desk.



“You wouldn’t understand,” he said, apropos of nothing. He slipped into his deep-thinking mode for a good minute, gave me a look, seemed to reconsider, then reconsidered again. Finally, he shrugged and turned his computer so it would face me. The couple was really going at it, and the woman looked familiar.



“I’ve seen porn, Jerry. It’s not really my thing. But thanks anyway.”



“You’re not getting it, Charlie. The woman is Kathy. The guy is our neighbor.”



Holy hell! I thought, so I went with it.



“Holy hell, Jerry! Why is your wife screwing your neighbor? And why the hell is it on your computer?” I looked at the video with extreme, forensic interest. I now knew as much about Kathy’s anatomy as her gynecologist.



Jerry shrugged but didn’t reply.



“What are you going to do?” I was in a state of mild shock and couldn’t imagine what was going through Jerry’s mind. “I didn’t know you two were having problems. I hate to think of you guys getting divorced too.”



“We’re not getting divorced. She sent it to me.” Jerry returned the screen to its former position and turned it off.



“Why would she do that?” It was a reasonable follow-up.



“Because I asked her to. I took the video on her phone.”



What the bloody hell?



Jerry’s wife Kathy was an attractive and bright woman, and though she was also extremely sexy, she had never impressed me as a type who would have an affair. She baked bread, for God’s sake, and appeared to be a terrific wife. She dressed conservatively, though she couldn’t do anything about her admirable bosom. It featured rather well in anything she wore because there was no other choice.



She was not so different from my ex Cheryl, from whom I’d recently divorced, a situation that resulted in a permanent churning in my gut. An affair had ended our marriage, though it had barely qualified as one. She’d slept with a high school sweetheart during a class reunion. Once. But I was old-school when it came to infidelity. I’d sworn myself against it. There was a story there: I had cheated on another girl once and it broke her heart. It had weighed forever since on my conscience.



When Cheryl told me about the affair I went ballistic. I broke a Venetian glass vase over the mantlepiece. It would have been more dramatic had it not sliced my finger and sent me to the emergency room. By the time I returned home stitched-up and fully repaired, Cheryl was gone. She’d left a note which simply said she was sorry. I’d regretted my actions ever since.



“She’s doing it for us, Charlie. We would never cheat on each other—oh, I’m sorry I said that. What I mean is, we both decided on it. She didn’t sleep with him until we agreed it was okay.”



“I can’t believe what you’re telling me. What does his wife think about it?”



“He’s single… Listen, it’s turned our sex life around. We’ve never been happier. It’s too bad it couldn’t work out that way for you and Cheryl—damn. I’m sorry again, Charlie. I shouldn’t have mentioned Cheryl in any of this.”



“It’s okay, Jerry.” What he was telling me forced me to wonder—had Cheryl and I been silly? Had I overreacted to her affair? Jerry’s admission seemed to be driving this point home. His wife was sleeping with a neighbor, and Jerry was taking videos of them screwing. Instead of breaking vases, Jerry was into it.



“It’s just if you’d viewed Cheryl’s affair as something else, you two might still be together.”



“I get your point.” I would have given anything to replay that whole episode in my life. I ached daily for my ex-wife.



“Okay. It’s just that when I think of Kathy with another guy I get horny as hell. It’s crazy. Of course, I know the guy. He’s a good friend. It’s not like she’s out picking up strays in bars.”



“Then I guess I’m happy for you both.” As well as being happy for Jerry, I was also reconsidering Kathy’s body, which I’d just seen naked, and wondering if I could be of some use in making their marriage even happier. This was my other brain working, the one not aching for my ex-wife. The one under my haircut was always thinking of Cheryl. It made me feel the sting of losing her all over again. I had been too hasty in ending our marriage. Maybe if I’d watch her screw her old schoolmate I would have felt differently. I could have given them pointers. But there was a difference here. She’d done it behind my back and three hundred miles away.



“Tell me, Jerry, how did this all start?”



“I brought it up as a joke. One night, we had drinks with him on our deck, and when he left I commented to Kathy he was a really attractive guy. She’d agreed rather strongly, so I said, and a bit sarcastically, she should have an affair with him. It turns out, she thought it was a good idea. We talked about it, and the next thing we knew we were banging each other in the kitchen. We hadn’t had kitchen sex in years. Just talking about her having an affair lit us both on fire. Before that, I hadn’t realized how far we’d let that side of our lives slip.”



I stared at Jerry, half feeling he and his wife had lost their marbles, and half feeling they’d come up with a brilliant way to improve their marriage. Regardless, it still sounded like a highly improbable script for late night cable TV movie.



“I made the video last weekend.” Jerry stood and put on his suit jacket. “We’ll probably watch it again later tonight and then make love like two maniacs… Hey, what did you want when you came bursting in here without knocking?”



“Yeah, sorry about that… I almost forgot. The boss wants us here bright and early tomorrow. We’re having a visit from Transcorp later in the day and he wants to talk strategy. He seemed a bit strange about it, actually.”



“Crap. The day will be shot. Hey, keep what I told you about Kathy and me under your hat, okay? I don’t think people would understand.”



“I don’t fully understand it, Jerry.”



“Well, just don’t tell anyone, okay?”



“Not a soul.”



Jerry nodded and left me standing alone in his office. I looked at this computer and decided to save a breakin for the next time he was out of town. I left his office and nearly bumped into Carly. She was standing in the corridor with a pencil in her mouth as she thumbed through a file.



“Hey!” I said



“Oh, Charlie, I was just looking for you,” she said.



“No, you weren’t. From what I saw, you were just standing there.”



“I was thinking.”



“Happens to the best of us.”



She put the files down on the half-wall surrounding where we stored lower echelon employees in oppressive cubicles. She stuck the pencil in her hair.



“Have you got a minute?” she asked.



I knew what that meant. She was feeling randy. Carly and I were having an indiscreet affair, though it was entirely casual. I was also having a fling with Alexandria, a barista from our local Starbucks, originally from Cuba. She and Carly were well acquainted, the latter being a coffee aficionado and the former a great believer in tips. They each knew they were sharing me, and because neither of them minded, my self-esteem was suffering.



“I do have a minute,” I said. “But not for what you’re thinking. I have my principles, you know.”



“I could try Derek in accounting. He seems nice.”



“Have you had Derek vetted too?” Before Carly and I began our casual “benefits” relationship, I had to produce a health certificate. It was her idea. My post-divorce slump had made me tedious, and she felt casual sex would help me feel better. It kind of worked.



“No, but Derek seems clean enough.” She chuckled, so I knew she was jesting. “It’ll be quick. I’ve got a real itch.” She said this while indicating with a finger the location of her itch.



Her directness gave me a tingle, and I reviewed what I had been expecting out of the next fifteen minutes of my life. I decided Carly’s offer presented an excellent way to spend the next quarter of an hour.



She took my hand and led me into the stock room where we kept copier paper and office supplies. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, aware that I found visuals useful.



“What were you and Jerry talking about?” she asked, as she undid the last button. She was outrageously sexy with or without her blouse.



“He told me about his wife sleeping with their neighbor. He asked me not to tell anyone.”



“Oh no! Are they splitting up?” Carly reached under her skirt to pull off her panties. “I thought they were happy. I love those guys.” She undid my belt, pulled down my zipper, lowered my trousers, and held my cock, which had gotten the memo and was prepared.



“He said it’s improved their marriage,” I felt her breasts over her bra.



“I’ve heard of that. Gwen told me her affair had saved her marriage.” Carly dipped to say hello to my cock, then stood erect. I played with her pubes and the other fun stuff in that general area, and she delivered a pleasant moan into my ear.



“I think Jerry was about to beat off. When I walked into his office, he was watching a video of his wife actually screwing the neighbor.”



“Hey, I like that idea. We should make a video. Anyway, that’s what’s good about having a private office.”



“Why? Do you masturbate in yours?”



“If you hadn’t been focused on my boobs just now you would have seen me roll my eyes.”



“You mean, you do masturbate in your office?”



“You’ve screwed me in there. How is masturbating any worse?”



“You have a point.” My fingers were now roaming her enticingly wet jungle.



“Are you ready?” she asked.



I nodded, and she bent over a work table while pulling up her skirt. Of all the views in the world, and I’d been to all of the National Parks and across Europe, I felt this view was among the best. This beckoning—a woman’s backside really did call out to me—was sublime, and this act of displaying it was one of complete submission. How could it not be stimulating?



She spread her legs and wiggled her bottom, a common enough signal for most couples, married or not, to get on with it. I slipped into Carly’s lovely tropics with no further prompting.



“Oh, yeah… I love these quickies… Hey, Charlie?”



“Yes?” I acknowledged, without pausing my other activities. Carly was a talker during sex.



“You could sleep with Jerry’s wife. She’s pretty… Oh, fuck, that feels good… Jerry might like it. You two are good friends.”



“Won’t you be jealous?” She laughed in response, which caused her intimate musculature to clench my cock.



“Oh… Right there, Charlie. That’s good…” I’d lifted on my toes to change my angle of attack. “I’m getting close.” Carly was easily orgasmic, which made these swift sessions possible.



“Maybe you could sleep with Jerry too,” I panted. “It looks like his wife won’t mind.” I imagined Carly with Jerry, and this excited me, and at a time when I was trying to pace myself.



“I could sleep with… Oh, fuck, this feels good! I could sleep with Jerry… Oh Charlie, right there! Sure, why not? OH FUCK!!! I’m getting really close… FUCK! Do you want Jerry to fuck me too? You’d like to watch that, huh? OH GOD!!!” She was becoming breathless.



I thrust harder and our flesh made loud wet smacking sounds. As it was after hours, I wasn’t worried. We held the banter so we could concentrate.



“Fucking hell!!!” Carly’s head lifted as her hands gripped the edges of the table. “FUCK, YOU BASTARD!!! OH YEAH!!!” She came with her usual ferocity, which always drew me over the edge too. After a few final thrusts, I laid over her to gather my breath.



After several minutes, she lifted from the table, forcing me to stand. Her skirt remained around her waist. She grabbed a roll of paper towel off a shelf and wiped between her legs.



“You sure come a lot,” she said, examining the paper towel, a habit I found a bit distasteful. She threw it in the trash can.



“We’re a fertile bunch, we Cochrans,” I said. “My ancestors populated a fair amount of Europe.”



“So’s my family. My mom had six kids.”



“I didn’t know you were Catholic.”



“We’re not Catholic.”



“Sorry. Mormon, then.”



“My dad’s a Buddhist, you dick.” Carly put on her panties as I fixed my trousers.



“Hey, we didn’t even kiss,” she said. “That’s sick.”



“You’re right.” We kissed like lovers who had just had sex standing in a stock room. It was a nice kiss nonetheless.



“You’d better button up your blouse. It’s cold outside.”



Carly smiled as she buttoned up her blouse. “Talking about Jerry fucking me got you kind of hot.”



“I could say the same thing about you.”



“I’m thinking the two of you at once. I need something for my diary.”



“There ya go,” I said, assuming we were just joking around.



“But really, I like hanging out with you guys. We always have fun. So why not?”



“You’re being serious?”



“I’m saying, why not? If they have an open marriage now no one will be hurt. You two could take turns while I check my email.” She grinned, though, in fact, she did once take a call while I was having my way with her over her desk. She liked being taken that way. I found it agreeable too.



“I’ll be sure to bring it up the next time I see him.”



“That was a great fuck, by the way,” she said. “We’re getting better at this. Hey! Why don’t you come over to my place? We can do it later lying down. That’ll be different, huh? Or are you seeing your hot tamale later?



“She’s not Mexican. She’s Cuban.”



“What do Cubans eat?”



“I don’t know. Cuban food. No, I won’t be seeing her either. I have a lot of work to do.”



We headed out the door and bid each other good night. I went straight home to prepare for the meeting with Transco, my least favorite client. Unfortunately, they were responsible for paying half of our company’s salaries.



It would be an important meeting. Just how much I wouldn’t know until later.






Chapter 2: Maybe It’s In The Water

WHAT WAS GOING ON?


I worked until midnight composing presentations for the meeting. When I’d asked the boss for clues on what to prepare, he’d shrugged and said he didn’t have any. The request for the meeting was wholly unexpected. “Just make sure to put on a good show.”



Transcorp was a consumer goods company, which is a euphemism for crap. Their merchandise was a great hit in dollar stores and other low-end retailers. We did all of their packaging and point of sale materials. After they shifted ninety-percent of their sourcing overseas, sales started to shift downward. We were truly in charge of applying lipstick to a pig when it came to their consumer goods, but pretty packaging will only do so much.



We had one of the best designers in the business. We called him Picasso. He would have called himself that too if we’d let him. He was a true artist, but one who liked to eat. What he did on the side was great work too. He said he was building his collection before taking the plunge into the art world. We all doubted he’d take the leap, despite his talents.



It wasn’t our packaging that let Transcorp down. It was their never-ending greed to boost the bottom line. If they couldn’t find the production they wanted in China, they went to Vietnam or Bangladesh. Their switcheroo sourcing meant we were continually tasked with updating their packaging. You can’t use “Made In China” labels on goods produced in a Malaysian factory, though of course they tried, which ended up in a customs fiasco and three hundred containers being sent back to Asia.



So, Transcorp was in a funk, but I was sure we were the least of their problems. The cost of our services barely registered as an expense.



I tidied up my files and put the computer to sleep. There was nothing left to do but go to the office and print out the documents I created. I poured a hefty drink and sat on the sofa to brood. I often ended my days this way.



First up was Jerry and Kathy’s peculiar new arrangement. She was banging their neighbor with Jerry’s consent. He said it had improved their marriage, citing kitchen sex as one example of a couple with an improved marriage. I had sex with my ex in our kitchen once. But why have sex in the kitchen more than once when a bedroom is down the hall?



Maybe Cheryl and I should have had sex in the kitchen regularly. It could have saved our marriage! We did make love once in the woods. That was special. Why did we never do it again? It wasn’t like we were checking off a list.



We’d been on a hot hike in the mountains. As we were alone, we skinny dipped in a river, and drying off on the bank found we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Cheryl mounted me like some nature Goddess and had what she called the best orgasm of her life. Though she usually didn’t make much noise when she orgasmed, this time was different. Birds flew out of trees when she erupted. We heard creatures scurrying for their lives, rustling through the dense bush. My orgasm wasn’t too shabby either.



Now divorced, I was sleeping regularly with two women. This would have never happened had Cheryl and I stayed married. Was I happy to be sleeping with two women now? I was. It was one benefit of being single. I’d never been much of a lady’s man and never played that angle when socializing. I was just lucky. I’d never gone for long without a woman in my life, and now there were two.



But only sort of. Carly made it clear from the get-go we were only adding sex to our already good relationship. When I asked her why, she said she already loved me as a friend, and all she wanted now was the sex part. She didn’t want to be a couple. She wasn’t ready for that with anyone.



It was because of Carly that I met Alexandria, and this was after Carly and I had already started our new, special relationship. We were sitting at Starbucks. She smiled and told me a barista was checking me out. I looked and the barista smiled at me in a way to suggest more than just good customer relations were on her mind. When she came near our table, Carly called her over and asked if she was seeing anyone. The reply was negative, so Carly told her I wanted her number.



Alexandria smiled and said sure. She entered it in my phone, then left to tend to her other duties not involving customer relations.



Carly gave me a big smile.



“Well, my job is done here,” she said. She gathered her bags and stood. “Make sure you call her. She wants to hook up with you.”



“That doesn’t bother you?” I asked.



“Why would it bother me? I don’t own you. I’m just fucking you, plus you’re my dear friend and all of that. I know you like girls.” She laughed and left.



Good enough, I thought. I called Alexandria that evening and we arranged to meet for drinks the following night.



Once I’d arranged things with Alexandria, I kicked myself in the head. What the hell was I thinking? It came up that she was fully ten years younger than myself. She was still in college!



When I gently brought up the age difference she wondered why I brought it up, and to the point of misunderstanding me.



“You want a younger woman?” she asked, sounding appropriately incredulous.



“Not at all. I thought I might be too old for you.”



“Oh,” she said. “I like older guys.”



With that settled, I put the matter to rest.



We slept together the next night after our drinks.



She was a raven beauty, and though she spoke English well, she had a strong and marvelous accent. I couldn’t believe my luck when she agreed to come back to my place for a nightcap.



We’d established a good rapport over drinks, and fell into an easy chat when we got to my apartment. She showed a genuine interest in my paltry art collection and said kind things about the rest of the place. Alexandria sat next to me on my sofa, and soon her hand rested on my thigh as my arm went around her shoulders. After twenty minutes I leaned in for a kiss. I knew it was a risky move. First kisses always are. But she met me halfway, which is always a good sign, and from there we were off.



Soon, her blouse was open, and my hands were furiously occupied with her breasts. She made all the right sounds to express her approval of the situation. She was the first to aim below the belt by rubbing her hand over my trousers in the general location of my cock. She couldn’t help but notice my enthusiasm for her.



She stood and removed her blouse and stared around the apartment. It was small as apartments go, but not in our city. As she reached around to undo her bra she suggested we go to the bedroom.



Five minutes later we were lying nude on my bed as she played with my cock. Her soft hands were experienced, and I was enjoying her slow deliberations. Her breasts were true to her age, being unnaturally firm and round. As I felt them I wondered if I’d ever let them go. She’d turned on the light by the bed, suggesting she liked her sex to be well lit.



After playing with my cock, which included stroking but not tasting it with her mouth, she took matters to another level, and quite to my surprise. As she went down on my cock for the first time, she shifted her legs over my body and landed her puss on my face. I felt I hadn’t yet been properly introduced to it, and there it was offering me its pretty, pink vertical smile. It was lushly swollen and wet and my tongue didn’t wait for instructions. It went ahead on its own.



As it did so, I felt Alexandria inhaling my cock. The warmth of her mouth was unexpected as I was still sorting out her other end. She was rocking her warm and wet Cuban loveliness over my face while circling my cock with her tongue. It took a moment to sort out the sensory overload sparking through my circuits. Once sorted, we fell into a nice rhythm. She tasted both sweet and innocent on my tongue, which drew my focus away from her attention elsewhere, no matter how sublime it felt. This was one of the shortcomings of this particular form of foreplay.



Several minutes later, Alexandria lifted off my face and turned her body around. She sat on my cock and swiveled and ground over it, and this gave her eyes a dreamy look. As I felt on the verge of slipping inside, she spoke.



“Do you have a condom?” she asked.



What a good girl, I thought, feeling it entirely sensible of her to request one. Regrettably I didn’t have any.



“I’m afraid not,” I said.



She lifted off, went into the living room, and returned with her purse. Straightaway, out came a condom, and I thought this was a good sign, as in she just happened to have one. And finding one didn’t involve a search through several dozen varieties for a specifically sized condom. That would have signaled she was prepared for a variety of possible outcomes rather than just the one. I was overthinking it but felt my observations were correct.



She smiled as she unwrapped the condom and rolled it down my cock. She remounted and slowly let it slide in as she spread her lips with her fingers. Within seconds, she began rocking in earnest while vocalizing in a blend of foreign-accented moans and whimpers. As I heaved into her they got louder, and especially loud when she bent her pelvis to drag my cock over her clitoral region. She slowed her pace and focused, and her moaning converted into an earthy, rumbling noise that emanated from somewhere deep inside her lovely body.



Her face assumed a look of deep anguish. She squeezed her eyes and bit her lip. I could feel her clenching my cock in a most vigorous way which tampered with my self-control.



“Oh, Charlie! Fóllame!!!” she said. It came out like a rush of air. “OH CHARLIE!!!” Her breasts barely bounced as her dark skin rippled with tremors from her orgasm. “Fóllame, Charlie! Oh, oh, o…”



I came with an unexpected fury. Somehow, I’d made peace with the condom and felt the full rush of my own bliss. I had prepared myself for the inevitable shortcomings of safe sex—muted orgasms. But this wasn’t the case with Alexandria.



She fell on top me and, for the first time, my hands explored her naked body in its full, post-coital glory. They hadn’t had this opportunity before, really, as we’d progressed rather quickly from the petting stage into full-on oral foreplay and sex. Feeling her impeccably firm buttocks now, despite the proximity of my orgasm, was already inspiring me.



Being barely in her twenties, Alexandria, apparently not a fan of pillow talk after making love, rolled to my side and promptly fell asleep. That was fine with me, but I was stuck. She had one leg over me and her arm was resting on my chest. I still had a condom on my cock, and this was giving me the creeps as it cooled and became clammy. But there was little I could do but pull it off and fling it to the floor. Frankly, that’s not how I was raised.



Still, I had no choice, so I pulled it off and dropped it to the floor beside my bed. Within no time I was asleep and, early the next morning, when I got out of bed to pee, I promptly stepped on the condom.



The next time I saw Carly she was eager for news of Alexandria. I played coy until she literally beat it out of me by smacking my chest.



“Oh, I’m so happy for you!” she had said. “I guess that takes me off the hook now.”



This didn’t go over well in my head, as I’d thought she was being serious. But an hour later, she was bent over her desk with her panties off and my cock deep inside her. She’d wanted the full play-by-play of my night with Alexandria, and I spared her no detail.



That was three months ago.



Sex. When you thought about it, you realized it was everywhere and happening all of the time, though it was often no where to be seen for many married couples. What was going on with monogamy? Was society moving away from it?



Sexually, was I in a better place now versus when I was married? I wouldn’t have thought so but now wondered. Why couldn’t Cheryl have gone to her high school reunion, returned, and said, by-the-way, I had sex with an old boyfriend and it was great!? Instead of blowing up, I could have said, that’s wonderful, honey. I’m so happy for you!



I imagined her lying naked with the guy, his hands fondling her breasts as she played with his cock or tickled his balls, and imagining this gave me a sincere erection. Had I had one when she first told me about the affair? I couldn’t remember. I wondered if they’d done it doggy-style, one of my favorite positions. The idea of her doing that with him screwed my brain into a knot.



And made cock get even harder.



There was an energy attached to the news when she gave it to me. It was quite powerful. But it had bypassed my erotic circuitry and transformed immediately into anger. Why? Had it gone the other way, it’s possible we would have had great sex, just like Carly and I had great sex when I told her about my sleeping with Alexandria.



Really, what was going on? This was all contrary to everything I had learned growing up. I couldn’t think of a single fairy tale where the prince got off as he watched his princess bang the footman. Had we all read such a fairy tale, it would have changed our views of marriage, and for the better. We wouldn’t have viewed monogamy as the sacred seal for wedded bliss. Monogamy was the antithesis of happily-ever-after.



As my mind began rewriting the more common fairy tales, I knew it meant it was time to put down my drink and go to bed. I had to be sharp for my meeting with Transcorp.






Chapter 3: The Unexpected

CHARLIE, JERRY & CARLY RECEIVE BIG NEWS



Shortly after noon, several Transcorp executives filed into our conference room. They beamed their usual good cheer as they shook hands all around. Carly had prepared my presentations and made copies, which were now laid out before them to take home. It more or less summarized the presentation I was about to give them.



But I was preempted.



“Look, Douglas,” said Phil, Transcorp’s VP in charge of marketing, speaking to our boss. “I’m sure Charlie, Carly, and Jerry have put together some great ideas. But that’s not why we’re here.”



“I’m sorry, Phil,” said Doug. “We thought you were hoping to see where we headed with your holiday-themed packaging.”



“We’ll look at it. The thing is, we’re here to talk about money. We’ve discovered other players who tell us they’ll cut what you’re charging us in half and do the same job. Since we’ve worked together so long, we felt obligated to give you a shot at matching their bid.”



“Half?” I asked. “Phil, we’ve already cut our margins to the bone to keep your business. We can’t go any lower. The price of box wraps, folding board, plastic wraps, virtually everything that goes into your packaging, has almost doubled over the past five years. We set up production for you in China, and then Vietnam. Eighty percent of that production is for Transcorp, and we already do little better than break even there.”



“We realize what you guys have done for us, Charlie. But business is business, as they say. If we can cut costs by half, we’re obligated to pursue it.”



“Phil,” said Jerry. “Maybe there’s some play here and there, but nothing like cutting our prices to you by fifty percent. Maybe five is possible, but there’s no guarantee we can do it.”



The meeting went downhill from there.



Two hours later, after the Transcorp execs left, we sat in Doug’s office to assess the damage. Carly, Jerry and I were joined by our CFO and company lawyer.



“We can’t survive without Transcorp,” said Doug. “It’s that simple. We’ve let ourselves get too exposed here.”



“We’d have to shut down China and Vietnam,” I said. “Without Transcorp, there’s no reason to keep those facilities operating.”



“They’re over half our billings, Charlie,” said Doug. “And shutting down China and Vietnam will cost us a bundle. Without cash flow from Transcorp, we won’t be able to cope any way you look at it.”



“Can’t we just find more customers?” asked Carly. “You guys are really bumming me out here.” She had tastefully sexed herself up for the meeting. Whenever she sexed up it meant cleavage would be on display and looking at her now, I wanted to grab her hand and head for the stockroom.



“Carly,” said Jerry. “We won’t be able to replace Transcorp’s business so easily. We’d need a hundred new customers, and fast. It just can’t happen in the timeframe we’ll need it to happen in.”



By the end of the meeting we all faced the facts. We had to let the Transcorp business go and Team Designs would therefore have to be dissolved.



Over the next month, we sorted out severance packages, filed the necessary legal notices and began the process of notifying our non-Transcorp customers to look for other suppliers.



Carly, Jerry and I took minimum settlements. We didn’t want to stick it to Doug, who’d been good to all of us. The office staff was now more or less out of a job. Production facilities would keep running until final orders were produced and shipped.



“Let’s go out,” suggested Carly, after wrapping up our last formal day of operations. It was late Friday afternoon. “I’ll get Jerry to join us. We can have a sad-sack get-together before we all wander off into that great, dark night.”



“You’re not moving anywhere, are you?” I asked.



“No. I just like saying that.” She left to grab Jerry. Twenty minutes later we were sitting in a leatherette booth in a cozy bar. It’s dark paneling suggested years of tobacco abuse, as did its wizened bartender.



“Let’s get really drunk,” said Carly. “What are you guys having?”



“I think I’ll get a double, whatever it is,” said Jerry.



“Double martini for me,” I said. They both settled on martinis too and soon we were toasting.



“It was a good run,” said Jerry.



We all agreed. Three rounds later we were feeling much better about life, and looser too, and probably looked like the happiest people in the world.



“When are you two going to come out?” asked Jerry, demonstrating a fine use of non-sequitur. Carly was sitting between us and did a spit-take.



“We’re not gay,” she said.



“You know what I mean. How are you guys going to have sex without a stockroom to run into?”



I blushed. I’d actually thought we had kept our little affair a secret.



“I have a big closet at home,” said Carly. “Why? Do you want to come over?”



Jerry laughed, and I thought of what Carly had suggested weeks ago about sleeping with Jerry too. I felt a tingle.



“How did you know about us?” I asked.



“About you and Carly? I think everyone knew. The stockroom isn’t soundproof. Carly has quite the lungs.”



“I know,” said Carly, not really minding that people knew about us.



“I told her to be quiet,” I said.



“No, you didn’t. You liked it when I screamed out. It meant you were a good fuck.”



Hearing her speak this way in front of Jerry excited me. When a woman announces to the world she likes fucking you, it’s kind of special. I remembered the first time I slept with a girl. I wanted her to tell the world, but those were different times. Plus, we were in high school, and her dad was my coach.



We ordered another round of double martinis, which was possibly an imprudent move, though now that we were all unemployed, sobriety was hardly necessary anymore.



“I should probably go after this one,” said Jerry, sounding as if he didn’t really want to.



“No!” said Carly. “Stay and play.”



“He’s got the ball and chain to deal with, Carly.”



“Some ball and chain,” she said. She turned to Jerry. “Charlie blabbed about your neighbor and your wife. It sounds pretty kinky, Jerry. I had no idea you guys were perverts.”



“Thanks, Charlie,” said Jerry. He didn’t really seem to mind that Carly knew about his wife and their neighbor.



“Charlie said we three should sleep together,” said Carly.



“I didn’t say that,” I said. “You said that.”



“And it got you hot, didn’t it? Me too. What do you say, Jer? Do you want to sleep with me too? I’ll suck your dick.” She had become rather tipsy was my guess.



“I don’t think my wife would appreciate that.”



“Your wife loves me, Jerry. She wouldn’t mind, not now that she’s banging your neighbor. It’s only fair that you bang someone outside your marriage too.” She gave Jerry a nudge, and her hand drifted over to his lap. I couldn’t see what it was doing, not that I had any confusion about what it might be doing. A second later, she landed a hand in my lap too. It went directly to my cock, which was already hard.



“Ah, you two are both excited,” she said. “I feel so special.” She removed her hand from my lap so she could have a drink. “Hey, let’s get some more of these.” She took her hand away from Jerry’s lap too. I’m sure we both wanted them to come back. Her hands had left an impression which their absence highlighted.



“I really should go,” said Jerry, which sounded like an appeal for Carly to insist he stay.



“Call her and see what she says. Say, ‘Carly wants to know if I can sleep with her and Charlie.’ I bet she says okay.”



Jerry looked at me and I gave him a noncommittal shrug. I didn’t want to press the matter. He could get the wrong idea. I knew I wanted to see Carly sleep with him. It was already playing in my mind, but I didn’t want to have anything to do with him personally. I was sure the feeling was mutual. Still, it seemed highly improbable that Kathy would find the idea appealing.



Carly restored her hand to Jerry’s lap. I could see her breasts wiggle as her hand manipulated him, in whatever way she was manipulating him, and I wanted to pull out a nipple and suck it. Fortunately, I hadn’t drunk as much as would be required to perform such an act in public.



“Give her a call, Jerry,” she insisted.  “You’ll see I’m right.”



Jerry relented, grabbed his phone, and went down to the hallway by the bathrooms to call Kathy.



“Are you really up for this?” I asked.



“Aren’t you? I think it’ll be fun.” She returned her hand to my lap. I was still erect. “So do you, it looks like.” She laughed.



A minute later Jerry returned with a glum face. I saw Carly’s expression fall in disappointment. He sat down and took a drink.



He kept the suspense up for a good minute.



“Well?” asked Carly.



“She said fine,” replied Jerry, smiling. “She asked if it was okay if she spent the night with Carl, our neighbor. I said fine too.”



“Yay!” said Carly. “God, now I feel like such a slut! I’ve never been with two men before.”



“It’s good to have goals,” I said, while trying to imagine how this would play out.



“Are you a kisser, Jerry? Charlie’s not much of a kisser.”



“I am when we’re not in the office doing it.”



“Yeah, well. I want Jer to kiss me anyway.” She turned to Jerry with a smoochie face. They kissed, and I saw her chest heave. It was a longer kiss than I’d expected and, frankly, it stung me a little to see her kissing another man.



A second later she turned and we kissed.



“God, I really am a slut, aren’t I?” She laughed as she unbuttoned two more buttons on her blouse. It was now open beneath her bra, exposing a pretty bow. She pulled her blouse open and smiled. “What do think, guys? I’ve got nice boobs, don’t I?” She laughed again and drained her glass. “Let’s have one more round and then we’ll go to my place.”



Staring at her breasts, I viewed the idea of one more round as an unnecessary delay, but went with it anyway.



“So, Jerry, what does Kathy do when you and your neighbor both sleep with her?”



He thought for a moment. “She takes care of both of us, I guess.”



“Gee, that’s so full of information. I feel like I know everything now.”



“Well, what did you want to know?”



“What does she do? Does she blow one of you while the other fucks her? Does she take it in the ass? You know, details like that.”



Jerry smiled. “Not the ass. She does like both of us at once. It’s a little complicated.”



“I’ve got a minute,” said Carly. “Do tell.” She let her hand roam his crotch as encouragement.



“Carl, our neighbor, is pretty big, as in long. She likes to lay on top of him with his cock inside her while I give her oral sex on the topside.”



“Give her oral sex? You mean, you eat her out.”



“That’s right.”



“So, you’re licking her pussy while he fucks it… How long a dick do you need to do it that way, I mean from behind like that?”



“I think he’s about ten inches. I’ve never measured it.”



Carly’s shoulders shuddered. “That’s kind of long. I don’t think I’d like it.”



“Kathi didn’t either when she first saw it. She said she got used to it.”



“What are you, Charlie?”



“What am I what?”



“How long is your cock?” She looked excited to hear my response, though of course, she knew already how long it was.



“I don’t know. Seven inches?”



“How about you Jerry? You feel about like Charlie.” The idea of her knowing this gave me a mixed reaction. I was excited by it but in a confusing way. I couldn’t describe it.



“About the same, I expect. I’ve never seen Charlie’s equipment.”



“I bet you’re looking forward to it. He’s nice. Are you cut, Jer?”



“You mean circumcised?”



“I hope that’s what I mean. What else could it mean?”



“I am cut, then.”



Carly made that “whew” gesture with her hand sweeping her temple.



“Have you ever been with an uncircumcised male?” I asked.



“I’ve seen one in person, but it didn’t touch me. I got a sudden headache when I saw it, sort of out of the blue. It made me dry as a bone, so to speak.” Something caused her to look down at her breasts, perhaps a draft from the air conditioning. “My tits are kind of out here, aren’t they.” She left them out and smiled. “I’ve always wanted to be a slut. My mother forbade it.”



We all chuckled. She certainly didn’t look like a slut, even though she was showing a lot of cleavage.



“Guys, should we take this rodeo to my place? I’ve got booze.”



Ten minutes later we were in a cab headed to Carly’s apartment. She kissed us along the way, and her breasts were like magnets to our hands. The driver almost ran over a pedestrian.



We were rather tipsy to say the least.






Chapter 4: Carly The Hostess

CHARLIE, CARLY, AND JERRY CELEBRATE



“Okay, I want you boys to have a shower,” said Carly, once inside her apartment. “I’ll make us drinks. How about margaritas?”



Jerry and I looked at each other, each of us expressing our personal variations of shock and horror.



“We’re not showering together,” I said.



Carly laughed. “Boys are so funny about that. I’ve showered with other women. It’s just a shower.”



“We’ll take turns,” said Jerry.



“If you insist. Get some fresh towels out of the closet in the hall. Charlie and I will make drinks.”



Jerry went off to shower and I followed Carly into her tiny kitchen.



“You didn’t really think we’d shower together, did you?”



“Actually, I kind of liked the idea of two naked men in my shower. It gave me a little twitter. Give me a proper kiss, Charlie. Pretend you love me.”



“I do love you.” We kissed, and it turned into a real embrace.



“I know,” she said, when we broke away. “But I meant like I was your wife or something. I don’t know, really. I’m a little drunk.”



“We love each other in our own special way.” She started mixing a pitcher of margaritas while I sliced limes and prepared the glasses. Jerry came in wearing a towel.



“Did you do a good job in there?” asked Carly. She laughed. I went to shower and left them to it. I was quick. When I returned, she left us to have a shower herself while Jerry and I sat on the sofa facing the blank TV and windows behind it. We could see into the apartments across the street. A woman was exercising in her underwear.



“Nice view,” I said.



“Imagine the view she might be getting if she looks over here later.”



I laughed.



“Are you sure about this, Charlie? We don’t have to do it.”



“I’m fine, really.”



“I never thought I’d sleep with Carly. I always thought she was attractive. When I figured out you two were sleeping together, I got a little jealous.”



“Not for long.”



“Tell me, does the idea of seeing me with Carly do anything for you?”



I wasn’t sure what to tell him. I knew it did excite me. I still wasn’t sure why. It sounded a little crass in my mind to think I’d get any jollies from the idea.



“I’m not sure what to tell you. Maybe it’s like with you and Kathy. Does it excite you to see her with your neighbor?”



“That’s kind of what I was telling you back in my office when you caught me watching her video.”



“You mean when you were about to beat off.”



“Yes, well, you get my point. It excites me to watch Kathy with other men. What can I say? It’s the truth.”



“Then I guess that’s what I feel about you and Carly having sex.”



“Who’s having sex?” asked Carly, as she emerged from her bedroom wearing a sheer robe. She peered out the windows.



“Charlie was telling me it excites him to think of you and I having sex.”



“That’s right,” I said.



“Like with you and Kathy,” said Carly. “I told Charlie about my friend Gwen. She had an affair and it fixed her marriage. It’s crazy. Where’s my drink?”



I’d forgotten to bring it out. “I’m sorry. I left it in the kitchen.”



“Well, now my life is ruined.” She went off in a pretended huff. When she returned, she saw her neighbor across the way exercising in her underwear and the fact that both Jerry and I were watching her.



“She’s right on time,” said Carly. “She does that every night. Sometimes she’s topless. She also walks around naked.”



“She’s pretty,” said Jerry.



I nodded, though no one was looking at me. She was a pretty, tall blonde woman with nice breasts. No one would dispute it.



“The guy who lives above her walks around naked too. Actually, quite a few of them over there do. The city is a great place for voyeurs. I guess I’m one too. I love watching people when they think no one is watching.”



“It’s hard not to, when it’s your only view,” said Jerry.



“I can see the river from the kitchen.”



“Good to know,” I said. “I’ll be sure to have a look the next time I’m in there. I’ve never seen a river.”



“Dick,” said Carly. She was still standing. “Okay, boys. Here are the rules.” We looked at her. “I don’t want either of you putting your dicks in my ass. Are we clear on this point?”



We both laughed and nodded.



“No coming on my face, either. You can come on my tits if you want, but otherwise, it goes in one of two places. Do I need to point them out?”



As I rather enjoyed hearing this speech I wanted it to continue.



“Where would those two places be?” I asked.



Carly smiled. “My pussy or my mouth. Anyway, you know my rules, Charlie. This is for Jerry’s benefit.”



“Are you saying I have to choose?” asked Jerry. “It’s one or the other?”



“What are you, Superman? If you come in my pussy, you can also cum in my mouth later. If you prefer, you can reverse order. It’s your come.”



“Got it,” said Jerry. He turned to me. “I’m glad she got that sorted out. No one’s ever given me the rules before.”



“She’s pretty organized that way.”



“Hey! One last thing, Jerry. Have you been checked since your wife started banging your neighbor?”



“As a matter of fact, I have been. We all were. We’re fine.”



“Good. I’m allergic to condoms. Plus, I don’t have any.”



Carly refilled of our glasses and glanced over at the other apartments. The woman was still in her underwear doing exercises. She must have been really fit.



“She’s about to get a show,” said Carly, with a devilish grin.



“I just noticed you don’t have curtains or blinds,” I said. “Won’t you mind if she sees us?”



“No. Do you?”



“No.”



Carly crouched on the floor between us. “Hey, can you guys move a little closer together?” We were only about a foot apart. We narrowed the gulf to about six inches. Carly reached under our towels and held our cocks. I knew mine was already hard.



“I’ve never held two cocks in the flesh at the same time.”



She let go and pushed our towels open. This was the first time I’d sat so casually with another naked man sporting an erection. It felt odd, but also strangely erotic to be on the quest of sharing the same woman. She held our erections looking like a child in a candy shop. I viewed Jerry’s situation. We were about the same.



“I wanted to see you guys in my hands. Hey! Jerry wins! I see precum!” She rolled her thumb over his tip, then squeezed my cock. It also leaked and she giggled. “Did you guys time it so it would happen together?” She rolled her thumbs around both of our tips and watch intently as she did so. “I am so wet right now, guys. God, this is amazing. I feel so powerful.”



For a good three minutes, we watched Carly play with our dicks.



She took a deep breath. “Okay, Jerry, this is it. I’m going to put your dick in my mouth. You’re number seventeen.” She leaned into his lap and put her mouth over his cock. She sucked it, then licked his shaft up and down. It was fascinating to watch, and my own cock oozed more precum in response.



Carly dipped lower and licked his balls, drawing each one up with her curled tongue, then looked at Jerry and smiled. “How was I?”



Jerry laughed. “Are you kidding? That felt terrific. What did number seventeen mean?”



“I’ve now sucked seventeen cocks. Don’t you guys keep score too?”



Jerry looked at me. I shrugged my shoulders to knock the ball back into his court.



“I’ve slept with eight women. You will be number nine.”



“Charlie, you’ve never told me your number,” said Carly.



“No? Surely that’s an oversight.”



“Well?”



“Eleven. I guess that means you’ve won.”



Carly laughed. “I haven’t fucked seventeen guys. I said I’ve sucked seventeen guy’s dicks. I’ve only fucked seven. Jerry will be eight if he behaves tonight.”



“Still, that’s a lot of dicks to have sucked.”



“Really? How many women have you eaten out, Charlie?”



I had to give it some thought and even then wasn’t sure.



“Maybe six women? One in high school, the rest after.”



“You said you’ve slept with eleven women.”



“I didn’t go down on all of them.”



“What about you, Jerry?”



“Hm, I probably went down on half, so four.”



“Jesus, I must really be a slut then, or something is out of order here. Charlie, how many girls have given you blowjobs?”



“I have to guess. Maybe twenty?



“Jerry?”



“Maybe the same.”



“That’s sick. You guys got blowjobs from girls and didn’t reciprocate? I’m going to have to rethink this whole thing.” Fortunately, she laughed.



“Boys are more accessible,” I said. “Blowjobs are easier.”



“Yeah, well, it’s not fair.” She descended on my cock and, after a short but nice visit, she bit the tip and laughed again. “Girls really do have the power.”



For the next five minutes, Carly alternated while giving blowjobs to each of us. She was so good, each time she broke away to do Jerry, it was in the nick of time. She took me right up to the edge with each of my turns.



She broke away from Jerry’s cock and looked at him. “Are you close to coming? I’m getting that feeling. You’re making me swallow like crazy.”



“I am getting close, sorry.”



“Hey, it’s your call, but I do want you to fuck me too.” She grinned. “Let’s go to my bed.”



With our erections intact, we stood and drained our glasses. Carly waved to the woman exercising across the way, who actually waved back, then directed her two naked guests to her bedroom. She turned on the nightstand light and faced us.



“You guys ready? Well, Charlie’s seen me already. This is for you, Jerry.” She dropped her robe to the floor. Every time I saw her naked was like the first time. She had a wonderful body. She undid the knot in her hair and climbed onto the bed, then moved to the center and laid flat.



“Come on boys, give me some love now.” Jerry and I sorted out who would take which side and laid next to her, both of us up on one elbow to face her. With no instruction required, we each reached for a breast.



“If my mother could see me now…” she said, and reached for our cocks. “Let’s go slow, guys. I like this.” We played with her breasts and took turns kissing her. As we did, her breathing deepened and her body undulated methodically. I slipped my hand between her legs and she jumped. “Who is that?” She lifted her head and looked down. “Charlie, it’s you! I should have known.” Staring in her eyes, I inserted a finger. She gasped as if genuinely startled.



She tapped Jerry’s thigh. “Jerry, stick a finger in me too. I’ve never had two guys fingering me at the same time.



There was a moment where we bumped fingers, which felt weird, so I turned the top of her slit over to Jerry and played with her perineum and lower elevations. I knew the degree to which she did like to have her ass touched but decided to widened the range. Her belly rose in response to our various attentions, her eyes closing as her breasts began to undulate delicately.



I watched Jerry and admired his technique. He too knew when to hold back, when to tease, and when to apply persuasive force. I wondered if Carly knew who was doing what.



“Guys, I could come like this. It feels so great. God, I really do feel like a slut. I’ve had both your dicks in my mouth. I’m a whore. You guys should have to pay.”



I sat up and nodded to Jerry that it might be time for him to taste Carly’s sweeter treasures. Almost telepathically, he caught on. I moved Carly’s legs apart and he got between them. A second later his tongue was licking her tender folds. She shuddered in response and looked down to make sure she knew who it was. She saw Jerry, then smiled at me, beckoning me with her finger.



“This is so crazy,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m so glad you were willing to try… Oh, fuck that’s nice, Jerry… Charlie, play with my nipples the way you do… Oh hell, Jerry! Right there please, Oh fuck yes!”



I hadn’t warned Jerry about Carly’s fondness for talking during sex. It was definitely a thing and was only a problem at work when discretion was the order of the day.



“OH GOD JERRY DAMMIT FUCK YES!!!” She was now pulling my hair as I sucked and bit her nipples and Jerry licked and penetrated her pussy with his tongue and fingers.



“MOTHER OF GOD!!!”



I knew she was on her way now. I sucked harder on her nipples.



“FUCKING JESUS!!! OH JERRY!!! I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE FUCKING EATING ME OUT!!!



She went over the top, bucking into Jerry rather strenuously, which lifted me up in the process. Carly crushed my head into to her breasts, which felt terrific but also a bit motherly, perhaps because I was breastfed as a child and well after most mothers quit feeding their offspring this way.



“Okay guys,” said Carly, once her tremors subsided. “Fuck, that was kind of great. You’ll have to give me a minute here.”



I laid next to her as Jerry rose to lay on her other flank. We both watched her breasts rise and fall along with her breathing. She lifted one leg and cocked her knee, letting it swing back and forth. I let my hand drop between her legs.



“No! Too soon!” she said, grinning. “Jesus, I need some water. You guys have already drained me.”



Jerry left to get her a glass of water.



“So, you’re happy, I take it?” I asked.



She released a deep breath. “Jer’s pretty good at licking pussy. I’m going to have to send Kathy a thank-you note.”



“I’ll ask him for some pointers.”



She smiled. “No, you’re pretty good too. I’ll let you guys alternate. What schedule works for you?”



Jerry returned with the water and Carly drained the glass. She set it down on the nightstand and scooted up to lean on the headboard.



“I love this afterglow period. Don’t you guys too?”



“We’re sitting in your afterglow,” I said. “We’re not there yet.”



“Oh, did you guys think I was really going to let you fuck me? I’m not that kind of girl.” She chuckled.






Chapter 5: Pillow Talk

THIS IS KIND OF GREAT



“I guess we should hit the road then. Let’s go, Charlie.” Jerry pretended to be getting up.



“Let me ask you guys something, seriously,” she said. Jerry quit pretending to leave.



“Go ahead,” I said. Jerry nodded.



“How am I down there?”



“You mean…” Jerry began to say.



“My puss.”



“You’re wonderful.” I concurred.



“I’m not too busy?” She sounded like she really wanted to know whether her pussy was “busy”.



“I’m not following,” said Jerry. “What’s busy?”



“Some women get cosmetic surgery on their labia because they’re huge. They hang out like pastrami.”



“Jesus, Carly,” I said.



“Well, look.” She raised her knees as she spread her legs. I looked at Jerry who seemed to be more clued in than I was. He shifted down the bed to have a look at Carly’s gynecological situation.



“It’s not really a good time to judge,” he said. “You’re still kind of swollen and wet down there.



“It’s not ugly?”



“Lord, no. It’s quite nice.”



“What do you think, Charlie?”



I had a look. “You look fine. You’re not too busy.” She didn’t look busy, and I knew what she was referring to with her question. Though I had no personal experience, I had seen pictures of women with a lot going on down there. The pastrami reference was not without merit. There were women with nice, orderly “slits”, and then all the rest.



“This is sexy talk, huh?” she said.



“I’ve heard better,” I said.



“I’ve just always wondered. It kind of turned me on to have you guys both look at me. You should have seen your faces. You were both really serious.”



“It was my pleasure. What else are you worried about?”



“That was it. I think the rest of me is good to go.” She scooted down the bed to lay flat. “You guys can touch me again now. My circuits have reset.”



Jerry and both reached for the nearest breast.



“Wow, two guys. I’ve always fantasized about this.”



“We’re at your command,” I said. “Tell us what you want to do now.”



She bit her lip to think. “One of you at each end.”



“I think we can manage it.”



“It’s time for Jerry to fuck me. You’re old news, Charlie.”



“Thanks.” She laughed as she flipped over to assume the doggy-style position. She patted the area in front of her. “Here, Charlie. Let’s see that dick of yours.”



Without an ounce of grace, I positioned myself in front of Carly’s face as Jerry got into position on her other end. Her head was turned to watch him



“Hey, should we take a picture? It’ll make a nice Christmas card for our parents.” She wiggled her bottom. Carly looked me directly in the eyes as Jerry penetrated, in response to which she gave me her wide-eyed comical look as she brought a hand to over her mouth and stifle giggles.



Jerry began thrusting and Carly’s expression changed into one of immense appreciation. She bent down to suck my cock, a task upon which she seemed avid. She now had two cocks inside her body.



She lifted off to begin her narration. “God, it’s official. I’m a whore. I have a dick in each end.” She sucked more and pumped my shaft. “Oh, Jerry, yeah!” She resumed on my cock, then broke to offer me instruction. “Charlie, play with my tits! Oh fuck, this is so hot!” She returned to my cock and focused. I knew this meant she was about to focus inward as well. As Jerry rammed into her from behind, her head bobbed back and forth over my cock. It added to the other sensations of her sucking and finger play and, of course, I had a good view of her also being fucked doggy-style. Jerry’s face looked pained as he grunted with each volley.



“OH FUCK!” said Carly, breaking away from my cock. “JESUS YES, JER!!!” He rammed into her even more ferociously. She pumped my cock and sucked the tip. “Charlie, I want you to come in my mouth!” She sucked. “OH FUCK! Charlie, come when Jerry comes!”



We abandoned all hopes of pacing ourselves or demonstrating restraint, each of us now on our separate but converging tracks to orgasm. The idea of Jerry being inside Carly, formerly a friend with no benefits, struck me like a plank to the forehead. I watched him pound into her.



“OH FUCK GUYS!!!”



I felt my cock pulse and begin streaming into Carly’s mouth. Jerry grunted and flexed his back. She lifted off my cock and fell into her own orgasm.



“JESUS FUCKING HELL!!! GOD, JERRY. YES! YES! OH FUCK YES!!!”



Unfortunately, as she launched into her own orgasm, I was still jetting cum, so of course, it landed in the no-go zone on her face. She either decided she didn’t mind or was oblivious.



She collapsed over me as Jerry fell on top of her, a situation that definitely fit into the “sandwich” metaphor often used during menage sex. This was my first adventure into this realm and already I was assigning it high marks. Watching a woman you care for deeply, and this was my truth in regards to Carly, sleep with another man carried with it an inscrutable power to incite erotic fervor.



It was also a bonding experience. Forever after, whenever Jerry, Carly and I hung out, we would be three people who had shared a bed. My rights to Carly’s carnal pleasures had been extended to Jerry. The three of us were carving a new path.



While panting on top of me, Carly shook her body in one of those faux rapturous ways meant to signal a forthcoming declaration.



“Fuck, you guys.” She laughed. “I mean, wow.” She lifted her head and felt her cheek. “Fuck, Charlie, you came on my face!” She licked her fingers. “Yeah, that’s cum alright.”



Jerry rolled to her side as she sat up to investigate the damage. “Charlie, you made a real mess here.” She wasn’t angry, her smiles clueing me into this fact. She rose from the bed and went into the bathroom to wash her face. When she returned, she was wiping her intimate bits with a towel.



“Sorry about that, Carly,” I said. “You lifted off before I’d finished coming.”



“I got kind of caught in the moment,” she said. “It’s okay. I’ve never had that much cum shooting at me at once. I guess I had management issues.” She laughed.



“Live and learn,” I said.



“Aren’t you funny… Hey, maybe later Jerry could come on your face.”



“That’s not on my bucket list,” said Jerry. “Either way.”



“You know, it was actually kind of hot,” said Carly. “I’m not saying I’m picking up a new hobby. I’m just saying in the moment, it wasn’t so bad.” She went to her dresser and put on a fresh pair of panties, then sat on the bed.



“So, Jer, are you going to spend the night?”



“Probably am, I guess, if it’s okay. I doubt Kathy will be waiting up for me.”



“Hm, three of us on a queen bed. It’ll work. Get up, you two.”



We stood as she turned down the bed and climbed to the center.



“Okay, boys.” We climbed in next to her, the three of us now leaning on the headboard.



“Jerry, did you know Charlie has another girl on the side? She’s a hot little Mexican number.”



“Cuban,” I interjected. “You keep getting that mixed up.”



“I didn’t know. Charlie’s a pretty private guy on that kind of stuff.”



“I bet she’s got a dark bush,” said Carly. “How does her puss look?”



“You have bush on the mind tonight,” I said. “She does have a dark bush. It’s nice.”



“Is she ‘orderly’?”



“I’d say so. Yes.”



“Is she good in bed? My guess is, you just look at her naked and you come on the floor.” She chuckled. “You should see her, Jer.”



“She is good in bed. Very earthy.”



“What does that mean, ‘earthy’?”



“The first time we slept together, she went straight for sixty-nine.”



“I’ve never done that,” said Carly. “I mean, ever. I don’t really get it.” Her hands navigated to each of our cocks under the sheet.



“Is it serious with her, Charlie? The Cuban girl?” asked Jerry.



“Not really. I don’t see her much. She’ll call and pop over.”



“She’s still in college, Jer. Charlie’s really robbing the cradle with that one.”



“She’s in her twenties.”



“Still.”



“Anyway, Jerry,” I said. “She lives way uptown, so some nights she stays over if it’s late. She works nearby. I present an alternate address when she’s too tired to take the subway home.”



“That sounds really romantic,” said Carly.



“It is what it is.”



“How about Cheryl’s bush?” she asked, now tired of talking about Alexandria. “Is she nice? I bet she is. I’ve seen pictures of her naked. Charlie has them on his phone.”



I thought of Cheryl’s bush and general orderliness. She was neat and orderly. Her light coloring extended to her pubic hair and gave her sex a near nubile atmosphere.



“Cheryl has a nice bush. Her hair is light colored there, almost blond, and everything else is tidy.”



“You didn’t think of pastrami when you looked at it?” Carly laughed. “I don’t know why I have that stuck in my head. How about Kathy, Jer?”



“She’s all natural, and her hair is dark.”



“Hippie natural? Like, a hairy navel and ass?”



“Jesus, Carly,” I said.



“Not hippie natural, no. She trims.”



I remembered seeing Kathy’s natural bush in the video as her neighbor’s cock slid back and forth. Jerry’s earlier comments made me wonder if, had Cheryl not divorced me, the four of us would have gotten together eventually, now that Jerry and Kathy had opened the floodgate. If we were still married, would Cheryl have given me the permission to spend the night with Carly? That seemed far-fetched, but here was Jerry doing exactly that while Kathy had a sleepover with the neighbor. None of what was going on seemed like it could possibly be real.



“Jer, do you think Kathy would sleep with Charlie?” she asked.



Jerry seemed taken aback for a moment. “I don’t know. Maybe.”



“That would be something. If you two hadn’t divorced, Charlie, your wife could be banging Jerry while you shacked up with Kathy.”



“In that scenario, Carly, we might not have gotten together.”



“Charlie, who do you see sitting beside me with his cock in my hand other than you?”



“I guess you’re right. It could have happened.”



Carly pushed the sheet down to expose our cocks. They were both hard and leaking on her fingers.



“My boys,” she said, while nonchalantly pumping us both. “What are we going to do about this?”



“What are you thinking?” I asked. Jerry’s right hand wandered over to Carly’s breast.



“I want you to both come in me again, in my puss.”



“At once? That sounds a bit out there.”



“One after the other. The idea of you guys mixing your cum in me is really turning me on for some reason. I’ve really stepped off the edge, haven’t I?”



“You’re not serious,” said Jerry. His cock seemed to hope she was. We’d both revived in record time.



Carly scooted down the bed, removed her fresh panties, and spread her legs. “Come on, Charlie, you first.”



I wasn’t sleepy, so went ahead with the plan. A moment later I was thrusting into Carly as Jerry played with her breasts.



“Shit, this is so hot… Charlie, just come whenever you’re ready.”



I thrust harder, incredibly excited by Carly’s agenda. She wanted two men to fuck her one after the other.



“Oh, Charlie… I know you’re almost there already. Fuck, this is so… Oh, fuck! Me too, Charlie. Come you bastard!” She rolled into my cock as she kissed Jerry, who was still fondling her breasts.



“FUCK! CHARLIE!!!” I felt all of the necessary preliminaries to coming rising through my shaft. I came without further ado.



“JESUS!!! Oh, Charlie! Oh, oh…fuck yes!” She tapped my shoulder. “Now Jerry! Fuck me, Jerry!!!”



I pulled out, my cock dripping, and gave Jerry room. He entered at once and Carly wailed.



“FUCK FUCK FUCK!!!” She bucked into him as I moved to her side. She kissed me fervently before releasing another volley of instruction. “FUCK ME, JERRY!!! OH, FUCK!!!” Her body convulsed in every direction. Jerry grunted. “JERRY’S FUCKING COMING IN ME, CHARLIE!!! OH GOD!!! She bucked and heaved and wailed. It was quite a scene watching two people orgasm just inches from your face.



Jerry thrust a few more times before collapsing over her. She panted and kissed me and stroked Jerry’s back. A few moments later she tapped us both to rise as she sat up.



“Holy hell, that was hot!” She reached between her legs and came up with a cupped palm. Fortunately, I didn’t see its cargo. “God, you guys come a lot.” She moved off the bed and went into the bath. She returned with a fresh towel and was wiping her crotch.



“I am such a whore.” She smiled. “I kind of dig this, though.” She climbed back on the bed and we organized ourselves on either side of her. “Until further notice, guys, my pussy is closed.” She gave us each a kiss, puffed her pillow, and laid her head down. “Could one of you get the lights?”



She was lightly snoring within five minutes, being one tuckered out girl. Carly had satisfied, utterly and completely, two men, both of whom had a great fondness for her. In the suburbs not far from the city was Jerry’s wife lying with their neighbor, most likely post-coital now too, and Jerry was fine with this. How could he not be? He was lying naked alongside a naked woman who had willingly let him come in her twice. She had even offered him a choice of locations.



I wondered what Cheryl was doing. Was she with someone? Was another man’s cum pooling inside her? Did she ever think of me when she had sex with other men? Might she ever entertain the idea of coming back to me? Would I want her to?



I knew I would take her back. I knew I would let her sleep with other men. I would sleep with other women too. Not just any woman, nor she with just any other man. There had to be something more in the mix, a familiarity born of friendship and respect. That’s what made it work. That was the arrow piercing the antiquated notions of monogamy. Carnal desires for our friends had trumped dogma.



The evidence was lying right next to me, and in a bedroom somewhere in the suburbs.






Chapter 6: Morning After

A CALL, A SHOWER, AND A PLAN



The morning after our pyrotechnic menage, we sat in Carly’s kitchen, all of us in our underwear, to eat pancakes. Everyone was in good cheer, which was good, as perilous afterthoughts were always a risk when people stretched their boundaries. I squeezed syrup over my pancake, which Carly had comically shaped into a penis.



“That reminds me,” she said. “You guys were leaking out of me all night.”



“Good God, Carly!” I put the syrup down, now feeling less inclined to enjoy it on a penis-shaped pancake.



“It’s just what happens after sex. Didn’t your mother ever tell you?”



“I must have missed that bit of instruction.”



“Here’s a creepy thought—your parents leaving a wet spot on their bed.” She laughed.



Jerry looked at me. “Thanks for including me in your fun tryst, Charlie. Your girlfriend is a real treat.”



“You learn to tune her out after a while,” I said.



“Fuck you too, Charlie,” she said. She flashed me her breasts, so I offered an apology.



“I was kidding. I was just thinking the other day about my grandparents leaving wet spots on their bed.”



“Right… Listen, boys. We should probably talk about the fact that we’re kind of unemployed now.”



“I’d forgotten about that,” said Jerry. “Thanks for reminding us.”



Carly reverted to her serious self. “The truth is, when that severance runs out, I’ll be in deep ca-ca. This city sucks you dry in no time. What about you guys?”



“We should be okay,” said Jerry, the only one at the table with a joint income. “I’m sure we’ll all find something else.”



I thought about my situation. My savings would only carry me for three or four months after the severance ran out. This reflection made my mood slump immediately.



“I’m in the same boat as you, Carly. When the severance runs out I’ll be in trouble.”



“Hey, we could live together. Jerry could visit and bring care packages, like food and toilet paper.”



“How much is your rent?” he asked.



“$2800,” said Carly. “That includes no elevator.”



“Mine is $3200.”



“What you guys pay to live in the city is ridiculous,” said Jerry. He wasn’t wrong, but we really enjoyed the city. It made you feel undead.



“Carly,” I said. “You told me you’d rather take a bullet than have a roommate.”



“You’ll just have to stay on your toes, then. Do you want another cock pancake? There’s plenty of batter. Hey, maybe I could do a pussy pancake.” She screwed her face up thinking of how to make a pussy pancake, rose, and went to the stove, feeling in the mood for a challenge.



“Maybe we could come up with our own business,” said Jerry. “We’ve already got customers that would come with us.”



“We can’t do anything without Picasso,” I said. Our designer Picasso had always been Team Design’s ace-in-the-hole.



“Maybe he’ll come with us,” said Carly, now flipping a pussy pancake.



“It’s worth a shot,” said Jerry. “Our only worry is coming up with capital.”



“As an only worry, it’s a pretty big worry,” I said.



“Maybe Cheryl will agree to sell the house,” suggested Carly. “You said that’s where all your money is tied up.”



That was true. In our settlement, I said Cheryl could live in our house and we’d split the appreciation and resulting proceeds whenever it sold. We’d put a million bucks into it as our down payment and paid it off in five years. This explained why my savings were so slim.



“Yeah, that’s what I should do,” I said, while also dismissing the idea.



“Hey, somebody’s phone is ringing.” I listened. It was mine, unless Jerry also had Bohemian Rhapsody as his ringtone. I went to grab it. It was Kathy.



“I can’t reach Jerry. Is he still there?”



“Yes. I’ll put him on.”



“Hey, let me talk to Carly first. Is she there?”



“Yes. Hold on.” I took the phone into the kitchen. “It’s Kathy. She wants to talk to you.” Carly deposited the pussy pancake onto my plate as she took the phone.



“Hey, girl!” she said. “It’s been a long time.” As she listened to Kathy she strategically drizzled syrup onto my pancake to resemble pubic hair. She did a good job. I showed it to Jerry and he laughed.



“Oh yeah,” said Carly into the phone. She winked at me. “Oh, you should see me. I’m black and blue.” She laughed as she took the phone into the living room. She had one of those easy, infectious laughs that were a delight to hear.



There was nothing for Jerry or me to do but listen intently.



“Yeah, both of them…. I know…. No, it was my first time ever… Oh, really hot!… (laughter)… Yeah. No, they both did… Oh, we figured it out… (laughter)… Yeah, we did everything!… No, not that!… (laughter)… I told Charlie he should hook up with you… No, Jerry said he was okay with the idea… (laughter)… Thanks! I’ll keep it in mind… I know… Oh, we talked about that… Yeah, he still misses Cheryl. She was a peach!… Yeah, he really should. Then we could all get together… (laughter)… I will!… Okay, I’ll tell him… Bye.”



Carly returned to the kitchen and handed over my phone. “Jerry, Kathy says to remember you’re having dinner with your parents.”



“What was that all about?” I asked, before Jerry had the chance.



“What? The call. Nothing. She just needed to get a message to Jerry.”



“I meant the other stuff you talked about.”



“She asked how it went last night.”



“And you told her what?”



“Couldn’t you hear? It’s not like I was whispering.”



“Okay,” I said.



“She likes the idea of you two hooking up, Charlie. She said I should join you all too. Wouldn’t that be something?” Carly smiled at Jerry. “Do you think she wants to bang me too?”



“A woman?” he asked.



“See how well you put that together?” She laughed.



“In fact,” said Jerry. “She has talked about it.”



“Wow, I just got a chill.” Carly demonstrated someone having a chill.



“Well, thanks for clearing that all up,” I said. “But what was that bit about Cheryl?”



“She said you were a douche for getting divorced.”



I was beginning to think that way myself. I felt a pang of misery thinking of what Cheryl and I could have had if only I’d look at her affair in a different way.



“She wants you two to think about getting back together. I think she wants Cheryl to bang Jerry too.”



I looked at Jerry, who wisely remained expressionless.



“They still talk all the time,” he said.



“Who still talks?” asked Carly. She was now eating my pussy pancake, which I’d left untouched. I refrained from asking her if she enjoyed eating pussy.



“Kathy and Cheryl.”



I knew that would be the case, and was sure Jerry never mentioned it out of respect for my feelings.



“Oh, I’ve talked to her too, but it’s been a while. She’s been busy.”



I looked at Carly. “You’ve never mentioned it. What’s she busy with?”



“Her job. She’s been promoted.”



Why did that news bother me? It meant she was getting on with life, that is why.



“What else?” I asked.



“What else what?”



“What else is going on with Cheryl?”



“You mean, is she dating? She’s dated a couple guys. I know she slept with one of them.”



Ouch. But I had no right to be angry. I was sleeping with two women now, and wondered if Kathy was on the horizon. Still, it did sting to imagine her dating and sleeping with a guy.



“Well, is knowing better?” She looked at me pensively. There was syrup on her chin, or in this case, a standin for pubic hair. I rubbed it off with my finger.



“Thanks, Mom.” She collected our dishes and put them in the sink. Jerry and I got up to help. As we milled about cleaning the kitchen, Carly smiled and laughed.



“I just love you guys in your underwear walking around my kitchen.”



“I could say the same,” said Jerry. “I’m not speaking of Charlie, of course. I mean you look pretty appealing in your underwear.” Carly was in panties and a short-cropped camisole.



“Aw, thanks!” She truly did seem happy. Once we finished cleaning the kitchen, none of was sure what to do next. There was no script for the morning after a menage. I knew Jerry had to be getting along soon. I had no plans but felt an urgent need to return home and open the books. I kept my finances in a rather haphazard state, something which always annoyed Cheryl. I had been happy feeling there was probably enough in the bank, knowing there would always be more coming in at the end of the month.



Carly gave Jerry a friendly kiss in return for his nice comment. That kiss turned into a true embrace, which made me uncomfortable. It also gave me the beginnings of an erection, hard to conceal in briefs. They broke their embrace.



“So where were we?” she asked.



“We weren’t really anywhere,” I said. “We talked about not having incomes, you made pornographic pancakes, Kathi called and you shared your slutty evening with her, then you told me my ex-was sleeping around.”



“Yeah, that’s about it,” she said. “We also talked about starting our own company.”



“I think we all realized we don’t have the capital,” said Jerry.



“We could get loans,” suggested Carly. “How much do you think we’d need if we just did design work and contracted out the production and just supervised it?”



“That’s how Team Designs started out,” said Jerry. “It was just Doug, Picasso, and some staff.”



“See, that could work for us,” said Carly. “You guys do the account work and I’ll do the backend. We’ll be the Three Musketeers.”



“We can’t go anywhere without Picasso.”



“The Four Musketeers, then. Did I say three?”



“We’ll have to figure out the financial end first,” I said. “We’ll probably need half a million minimum.”



“Golly,” said Carly. “That much? I won’t be able to help a whole lot. Maybe fifty grand?”



“I may be good for a hundred,” said Jerry. “Maybe more. Kathy will want to see some solid documentation before we open the communal pot.”



“We’ll need letters of intent from potential customers. That along with getting Picasso is where we have to start. How should we go about approaching him?”



“He likes Carly,” I said. “She could work her magic on him.”



“I’m not sucking his dick.”



“You know he’s gay, don’t you?” I asked.



“Oh, right. Do they care who sucks their dicks? I’m not real savvy on that stuff.”



“Do you think a lesbian cares whether it’s a woman or man eating her out?” Once the question was out of my mouth, I wasn’t sure of the answer myself. I’d always assumed the idea of a man eating them out disgusted them.



We were all suddenly stumped, which produced an awkward silence.



“Boy,” said Carly. “We’ve really got dirty minds, don’t we? We’ll make a good team.” She laughed.



“We do seem to get off track rather easily,” said Jerry. “I’m still wondering if I know any hard-core lesbians well enough who wouldn’t mind answering the question.”



“Let’s pin it for now,” I said. “We should probably all think about the prospect of starting our own business and get together in a few days to discuss it.”



“And be wearing clothes,” said Carly. “You guys are getting me kind of excited in your underpants.” She grinned coquettishly. “Who wants to shower with me? It’s too small for three, and you guys don’t want to shower together.”



I wasn’t sure if we were supposed to raise our hands or draw straws. Carly pulled off her camisole as she left the kitchen and I looked at Jerry, wondering if I should break into a sprint or be gentlemanly. I opted for the latter, and he followed Carly into her bathroom.



I sat on the sofa and looked for the woman across the way. The angle of the sun put a glare on the windows so I couldn’t tell if she was there. I flicked on the TV and noted Carly was a fan of The History Channel. There was a feature on Nazis which didn’t interest me as, really, what didn’t we already know about them? I switched to BBC America and Dr. Who. As I always found Dr. Who incomprehensible, I turned the sound off and stared at the screen.



I could hear Carly and Jerry laughing in the shower. When it stopped, it made me curious. Perhaps they were about to sing. When they didn’t start singing, I went into the bath to investigate. Jerry was on his knees, which put his mouth in proximity to Carly’s bush, which is where I discovered his tongue at work. She was leaning against the shower wall with her eyes closed, her hand riding his head. My guess was, she wasn’t worried about her water bill.



I returned to the kitchen and made an coffee with the fancy espresso maker I had purchased for her. A few minutes later she came dripping into the kitchen rubbing a towel over herself.



“Hey, could you make me one of those? I’ll be back in a minute.”



She left and Jerry walked in looking rather smug.



“Nice shower?” I asked.



“Couldn’t be better. Hey, could you make me one of those too?” I nodded and he left to get dressed.



Carly returned pulling up a fresh pair of panties. Otherwise, she was naked. Jerry returned tucking in his shirt.



“Aw, makes me sad to see you go, Jer,” Carly said.



“Me too. I’ve had fun.”



I gave them each an espresso and we sat.



“Okay,” said Carly. “Here’s the plan. Jerry and I talked in the shower. We’ll take a couple days to figure out our personal situations and finances, then meet up for a strategy session. We’ll make a decision on whether to move forward or not. We’re all in or we’re not, okay? I don’t think any of us can do this alone. I’m going to spit and polish my resume as a precaution. We all probably should.”



“That was quite a shower,” I said, perhaps with a bit of sarcasm. Carly gave me a look, mouthed “I saw you”, and smiled.



Jerry drained his espresso and stood.



“Okay folks, this is it.” We bade him goodbye and he was gone.



“Are you upset?” asked Carly.



“About what?”



“What you saw in the shower. Jerry ate me out. I also sucked his dick a little but it didn’t go anywhere.”



I gave her question a fair amount of thought. I wasn’t upset. It had sort of “stimulated” me to see Jerry going down on her.



“No. I’m fine. I’m glad you enjoyed your shower.”



“What are you doing today?”



“I have no plans.”



“Let’s hang out. I’m a little hungover. I’m not up for much other than vegging. We can binge Netflix and eat crap. Then tomorrow I have to be at moms in the burbs. It’ll be an all-day thing. I’d invite you, but you know my mom. She kind of sucks.”



“No, I’m good. I’ll start my planning tomorrow. Today we’ll veg together. We can order Thai food for dinner.”






Chapter 7: Vegging

NETFLIX AND CHILL



Every man should have a Carly in his life, at least for a while. I suspected many did. I’d had a couple and counted myself fortunate. They were like muses. The first was a girl I knew in high school who came from the rough part of town. This was in south Florida, where the Dixie Highway divided the haves and have-nots. She was from the have-nots’ side.



The thing about growing up in Florida was, for six months of the year or more, girls and boys didn’t wear a lot of clothes. You also spent a good part of your time in your bathing suits. So, as you aged and your bodies began preparing you to become a true part of nature’s scheme, and no longer just the result of it, everyone knew where everyone was biologically, and this was particularly true with the girls.



There was a stage where a few of the girls were ahead of the pack. Terry Schraeder was one of those girls, and she became my hang-out buddy. During one long, dull summer, we lived in our bathing suits and spent our time double-daring each other in the woods behind my house or on the isolated parts of the beach.



On one occasion, as we percolated with hormones, she especially, Terry gave me my first insight into what happened with girls of a certain age. My eyes nearly fell out of their sockets as she wasn’t bashful in the least. She insisted I reciprocate. I’ll never forget the look in her eyes when I did.



Her nearly derelict home was only a few hundred yards from a scrappy roadhouse, and late at night we’d watch the drunks roll out with their loose, whorey women. They’d make-out in the parking lot, or in their cars and sometimes right on the road. It was the first time I saw an adult woman’s naked breasts. She was drunk and had just had an argument with her boyfriend. He threw her out of his car and she just stood there, bombed out of her mind with her tits out. I looked at Terry and her face was sad. These were her people. One night, we saw her dad come out of the roadhouse with another woman. Terry had cried on my shoulder.



I never knew what happened to her. One day, she quit turning up. This was a week before school started. She never reappeared. I imagined that, for some reason, her family had had to flee during the night. She had that kind of father.



The next “Carly” was much older than me. Her name was Christine, but people called her Chris or Chrissy. This occurred during my college years, and she was one of my instructors. It was an illicit relationship, which excited us both. We knew it had no where to go, and this added to its purity of purpose. We had lots of sex. Before our affair was over, and with her encouragement, I’d also started dating a girl my age.



Christine coached me during sex. She wasn’t much older, maybe eight years, and she’d already been married and divorced. This made her exotic to me—a divorcée! She had real women’s breasts, meaning they felt different than my young girlfriend’s. They weren’t saggy, just looser. They jiggled more when she moved. She was still attractive, but she did have sad eyes. The whole of her life dimly shined through them.



The first time we had oral sex was also the first time I actually performed oral sex. Up to that point, I’d remain a greedy recipient only. When I gathered my courage and went down on her, she laughed. This struck me as a bad sign, so I stopped what I was doing and looked at her. She told me to lay down.



“I’m going to pretend your balls are my pussy. Pay attention.” Her tongue played with my balls, licking and swirling, and I soon caught on. “You don’t just stick your tongue in and out, you play with me. Let your tongue explore.”



After that, I became a pro.



It wasn’t like she used me for sex. We did a lot together. She taught me how to cook, sew and comport myself like a gentleman. We saw each other for two years before she met someone else more age appropriate. We had a final night together in a motel, which I paid for.



The next day, I went to my girlfriend and told her everything. I don’t know what was going on in my head. Christine had turned me into a man, and I felt the whole experience had enriched me. Surely, my girlfriend would understand how much it had meant, and how it had nothing to do with us. It was completely separate.



She left me on the spot, but only after crying a river and telling me I was a horrible person. I felt terrible and did some deep soul searching. I decided cheating was the worst thing a person could do to another person. I swore to never to do it again or tolerate it from anyone else.



There was no other “Carly” after that until I met the current one.



“What are you brooding about?” she asked. “You’re like miles away.”



“Nothing. Just thinking.”



“Try the pad ha pow chicken. It’ll blow your head off.” Her eyes were watering. I tried it and my head really did nearly explode. I drained an entire beer in one gulp.



“I told ya.” Carly laughed.



“You know I don’t like hot foods.”



“So why did you try it? I just told you it would blow your head off. What did you think that meant?” She took another bite and pounded her fist on the sofa while fanning herself with her other hand. “Fuck, that almost made me come.” She took a gulp of beer as I returned to my green papaya salad.



“So, I’ve been thinking,” she said, after her spicy food orgasm was complete. “I think you need to call Cheryl and tell her you want to get back together.”



“This is becoming a theme with you. Why do you think I want to do that?”



“Because you do.”



“That’s some great logic there.”



“Listen, you don’t realize it, but you always talked about her a lot before you guys divorced. I mean, you wouldn’t shut up about how great your marriage was. And then one day you walked into work and you were a different person. Two months later you were divorced. You didn’t tell me why until you started screwing me.”



“You’re saying I overreacted. I know that. We’ve talked about it.”



“And now this thing with Jerry and his wife, and their neighbor, and then last night—you do realize Jerry fucked me last night, right? And what did he do this morning? He went back to Kathy, who gave him his blessings. I mean, come on. Talk about a fucking cool marriage.”



“I’m not sure where you’re going with this.”



“Cheryl clearly wanted to sleep with her old high school buddy. You don’t think she Facebooked him first? You should see some of my old boyfriends. Ugh… Anyway, so she slept with him. What’s the big deal? Where did she go afterward? Home. To you, you ninny. What did you do? You threw her out.”



“I didn’t throw her out. She left.”



“Yeah, well. I don’t need to spell it out. You fucked up.”



“Thanks.”



“You can fix it.”



“Why are you so interested in this?”



“I love Cheryl. I miss her. You guys were great fun to hang out with. It’s the same with Jerry and Kathy. And then you screwed it all up.”



“And what about us?”



“We’ll all bang together. Wouldn’t that be great? Listen, just between you and me, I think Kathy wants to ball her too.”



This seemed to be a developing a twist, though I was sure Carly was speculating. Still, I played with the image of Cheryl and Kathy getting it on. It was pleasant to imagine.



“Why do you say that now?” I asked.



“Something Kathy said today on the phone. We talked about you and Cheryl and she joked about the four or you getting it on. That was after she suggested you and I get together with them.”



“Jesus. I don’t know if I can keep up with you.”



“What if Kathy had been here last night? Can you imagine that?”



I nodded.



“And what if Cheryl had been here too? Talk about a party.” She laughed.



“You’re crazy.”



“Maybe. But I’m sure you’ve thought about it too.”



“Is that something you’d really want to do? Swing?”



“I don’t see it that way. It’s more a friend with benefits thing, isn’t it? We all know each other. You thought about us doing it before you were divorced. Not actually doing it. But you imagined it. You told me so. Imagine if the three of us had gotten together before you guys got divorced.”



I did imagine it. Had we been doing so, Cheryl’s sleeping with an old sweetheart would have certainly been viewed differently. Once again I reflected on the possibility. She could have called me from the reunion, just like Jerry called Kathy the night before to ask if he could hook up with Carly. Cheryl could have said, “Hey, do you mind if I sleep with an old boyfriend? You can have Carly over if you want”.



“So what do you recommend I do?” I asked.



“Call her and tell her you’re sorry. You never apologized for blowing up as you did. You broke her favorite vase. It was a family heirloom.”



“I really didn’t know you knew about that.”



“Yeah, well, I told you we talked occasionally. She said you never said you were sorry about anything. That’s the first step in the program. Tell her how sorry you are for the marriage ending.”



“But she had the affair. I didn’t.”



“Grow up. She slept with a guy. She slept with other guys before you. She’s sleeping with a guy right now. What the hell difference does it make? Marriage isn’t about fucking, you nimrod. It’s about all the other stuff.”



I couldn’t argue with her. The more I thought of Jerry and Kathy’s marriage, and how happy they were together, the more I panged for what they had. They were a solid couple.



“I’ll call her,” I said.



“You’ve got an in. Talk to her about the house. I know if you two sit down you’ll both feel the old feelings. Down the road, you can just look at the last six or seven months as a break.”



“I’ll do it. I’ll call next week, once I have a better feel for what we talked about with Jerry.”



“I think it’ll work, you know, our own business, if we’re smart.”



“We might have a shot.”



“Good. Let’s watch the movie now.” Carly clicked the remote. She’d selected a dubbed French film because it looked racy. The first scenes were promising, as was the soundtrack. No solo saxophone, which often heralded the arrival of unwatchable porn.



Carly hadn’t dressed all day but was now wearing a light robe. The evening show in the apartment across the way was already over. The woman had exercised topless and even waved at us. These were interesting times we were living in.



“God, she’s natural,” said Carly, looking at the TV. A boy had just pulled down his girlfriend’s panties. Her bush, now freed from its containment, seemed to spring out in every direction. Now she was lying on top of him.



“My God,” said Carly. “She’s got hair coming out of her ass.”



“Jesus, Carly.”



“Well, look!” The girl did have a hirsute posterior. There was no doubt about it. “French women are so cool about their bodies.”



“You’re not like that girl there. You don’t do anything.”



She gave me a look to suggest that might not be the case.



“Not much, but I’m not in her league in any case. This is intense. She’s just so open about it too.”



“What do you mean?”



“I don’t know… American women are really fussy about their body hair. You have no idea. They’d never hang their asses out if they looked like that. I mean, that girl is a gorilla.”



The couple on the screen made love. Carly watched intently. I wondered if she would be taking notes soon. The music indicated a climax was coming. It did.



“See, that seemed real,” said Carly. “But she didn’t scream out ‘fuck’ or anything when she came. She just moaned.”



“Well, she’s French. Anyway, not all women scream out ‘fuck’ when they come, though you’re right. A lot do. ‘Jesus’ is also common. You say ‘Jesus’ a lot.”



“I know.” She put her hand on my crotch. “You’re not hard.”



“I’m sorry. Should I be?” It had actually been a little hard during the foreplay scene. When Carly started talking about butt hair, I found it hard to focus.



“I got a little wet. Want to feel?”



“If you want me to.”



“Hey, the next time someone makes love, finger me.”



I smiled. Carly was definitely fun to hang out with. We watched a boring cafe scene, which evolved into a boring dinner. After the dinner, a new couple was on screen. They’d come out of nowhere, having not yet appeared in the film.



“I don’t think this is a real movie,” said Carly. “It’s vignettes.”



“Just the good stuff.”



“The dinner was kind of boring.”



“The French have a lot of angst to deal with. It’s why their dinners last so long. Look, they’re getting naked.”



The couple on screen stripped each other, and then exchanged long glances while the music indicated romance was forthcoming. The woman’s almond eyes lit with anticipation as her panties came off.



“See,” said Carly. “She’s got a big bush too. Wow, they’re even showing the vulva. I mean, you can see the slit and everything.”



Carly opened her robe and gave me a look like I was not with the program.



“You’re supposed to finger me now. If you’re not up to it, I can do it myself.”



“I’d like to watch that, actually.”



“Okay.” With remarkable nonchalance, Carly pushed her panties down and flicked them off. They landed on a spider plant by the window. She licked her fingers, perhaps out of habit, and started feeling herself, drawing her fingers up and down her slit.



On screen, the couple mimicked oral sex, though it looked like he was really going down on the woman. For the record, he wasn’t circumcised, which didn’t seem to diminish his appeal to Carly, who was now attending to herself more vigorously.



The camera focused on the woman’s heaving bosom as she pulled her nipples and gasped. Her gasps even sounded French, and this made me curious how German women sounded when they were writhing with pre-orgasmic bliss.



“Play with my tits!” said Carly. I played with her breasts and kissed her nipples. She had to crane her neck to watch the movie.



“Oh, oh, oh, OH YEAH!!!” She bucked into her own hand with a shuddering but controlled violence, then curled herself into a neat ball to absorb the final tremors. As she settled down, we heard somber violin music coming from the TV.



“Whew…” She laughed. “Did you like that?” She sat up and took a sip of her beer. “I’m such an orgasm machine lately. See what you guys do to me?” She sipped more beer and sat back.



“You did it to yourself that time.”



“Not really. The idea of you and whatsername over there watching kind of did the heavy lifting.”



“You like being watched masturbating.”



“If you say so.” She leaned forward for her carton of chicken. “What else is on? I need a break from this sex stuff.” Her robe was completely open, and my sex stuff was just ramping up.



I selected The Tudors and began my third swing through the series. It was one where sex and nudity weren’t gratuitous but in sufficient quantity to keep you glued to the history, though historians often quibbled over the series authenticity. Imagining Tudor women without modern grooming products was a bridge too far.



Later, as we settled into bed, Carly took pity upon me. I hadn’t had an orgasm all day which, in her opinion, was right up there with starvation or being denied credit. I didn’t feel in need of an orgasm, but possibly scenes featuring Henry Cavill had restoked her fires.



She laid flat on her bed. “Take me, my king!”



“Are you sure it’s the king you want?”



“You’ll do. Can you speak with a Brit accent? I liked that.”



“If I tried to, you would laugh, and it would kill whatever mood you’re in.”



“Missionary style. You. Inside me.”



“Okay.” I climbed aboard and slipped right in, suspecting she would soon be calling Henry.



“Oh yeah, there’s my king. Nice staff!” She laughed as she began heaving her pelvis into my cock.



I sucked her nipples as I slowly enhanced my pace.



“I bet you’re thinking of Anne Boleyn…” she said. “Oh, that’s nice… What’s the actress’s name?… Oh, Charlie… Oh yeah… I like it like this.”



“Her name is Natalie Dormer.”



“She’s pretty hot. I mean I like… Oh, oh, that’s good… I like her style. She’s got those twinkly eyes working for her… Oh, Charlie, I like when we do it this way!… What else has she been in? Oh, are you trying to focus now?”



“Game of Thrones,” I said, now panting.



“Oh, that’s right… Are you getting close? It feels like you are.”



I simply grunted.



“Oh yeah, me too!” She heaved into me. “Oh yeah, Charlie, I’m ready. I’ll wait for you.”



I felt the first surged. She clenched down.



“Oh fuck, oh Charlie! Yes!!! I’m coming too!”



I grunted some more. She bucked. “FUCK!!! OH, FUCK!!!”



We came in unison and I collapsed on top of her.



After five minutes, she kissed me and tagged out, rising from the bed. She returned from the bath with a towel to clean herself up, dropped it to the floor, and climbed back into bed.



“Jesus, Charlie, we’re so good at this. Slow, fast, in between, missionary, doggy-style, with our clothes on or off… It’s all good.” We kissed before she nested her head into her pillow, then reconsidered. She faced me leaning on an elbow.



“I’m going to say something, and I don’t want you to freak out.”



“Okay.”



“I love you, Charlie Cochran. I love you in my special way. We never say we love each other. I’m going to from now on, even if you get back with Cheryl. It won’t change how I feel.”



“I love you too, then. I don’t mind saying it. It’s true.”



“Maybe it’s even better this way.”






Chapter 8: Carrying On

TODAY IS THE FIRST DAY OF YOUR LIFE GOING FORWARD



The next couple of days were rudderless forays into tidying up and deep thinking. I cleaned my keyboard with Q-Tips and rearranged my sock drawer twice. I polished my dress shoes and restored them to their proper velvet sleeves and placed them on shelves, thus freeing the floor of the closet from its tumble of burgundy and black leather oxfords. I cleaned every surface of the kitchen and bath with bleach and Pine-sol, and now my apartment smelled like the janitor’s trolley at school.



All of this activity was meant to delay a sit-down and hard look at my finances. When I finally did sit down, I was pleased to see my keyboard looking so brand new, and happy to be wearing the cashmere socks I’d formerly lost in the mayhem of my neglected sock drawer. Clearly, I was getting a handle on things. One look at my kitchen would remove any doubts.



Within twenty minutes, any joy I’d felt over my clean keyboard, my comfy cashmere socks, or the spotlessness of my bathroom, was gone. I ran my numbers three times, and they stubbornly stuck to their first conclusions. Within six months, which would be three months following the end of my severance pay, I would be broke.



How could a man who had worked so hard and made strategic investments be so broke? This was a rhetorical question, as it wasn’t really a mystery.



Soon into our marriage, Cheryl and I concluded property was the key to prosperity, so we invested our entire savings and a generous inheritance into a house. What we couldn’t pay in cash we financed with an ambitiously optimistic five-year loan. With our two salaries, we could handle the large monthly payments if we put nothing into savings and ate beans and rice for dinner.



We paid off the loan in four years. We celebrated with a trip to the Caribbean. Without the heavy monthly payments, we could live large. A trip to the Caribbean? Sure, why not? We could afford it. Should Cheryl fly rather than drive to her class reunion? Sure, and why not go first-class?



She did. And then she returned a fallen woman, and two months later we were divorced.



But we had the house.



At that point, the market was down. Though we owned it outright, it was now worth twenty-percent less than we paid for it. Fortunately, we didn’t need the money. We both had good jobs and agreed we’d hold onto the house until the market came back. We’d split the property taxes until it sold, after which, we split the proceeds from the sale. We were both adults about the whole situation. Well, in truth, Cheryl was the adult, and I went along with it. It made for an amicable divorce despite the event that encouraged it.



The Affair.



Or was I misreading the situation? Was it her affair that ended our marriage, or my response to the affair? Whose crime was the greater one? According to Carly, I owed Cheryl an apology.



Perhaps my personal Karma was to blame. I’d broken the heart of my college girlfriend by having a secret affair with Christine, a much older woman. Within the scheme of all things eventually balancing out in the Universe, it meant my affair, employing an eye-for-an-eye logic, would lead to me being a victim of the same crime. Instead of accepting my comeuppance, I’d played it forward.



I should have pleaded for hesitation, a pause, a cooling off period. We could have reviewed our marriage and matched its terms to the realities of our desires and the wavering principles they dictated, principles which may have needed a brutally honest revision.



All theory and speculation aside, my share of a $35,000 property tax bill was coming due in seven months. I wouldn’t have the money, not unless our scheme to start a new company meant a steady resumption of cash flow. The time frame involved made it highly unlikely, as was the prospect of it ever taking off without considerable capitalization.



I could get a real job, a prospect that made me feel ill. Working with Doug hadn’t been a job. It had been a unique opportunity and one unlikely to be matched in the current economy.



I reviewed the chain of events leading to my current predicament. First, I cheated on my girlfriend in college and, unscathed by my wanton behavior, eventually married the woman of my dreams, found gainful employment with Team Designs, bought a big house as an investment, and encouraged my wife to fly first class to her class reunion to celebrate our sound financial planning. This is when Karma stepped in to deal its unruly hand. Cheryl had affair, and I blew my top.



This led to an all too hasty divorce.



Then Transcorp decided to take its business elsewhere, Team Designs was subsequently dissolved, my steady income vanished, and soon a property tax bill would become due and I wouldn’t be able to pay my share.



Linking my affair with Christine to Cheryl’s tryst with a high school sweetheart was not an example of my soundest thinking, but it’s the only way I could make sense of everything. You reap what you sow in this world. There was no one to blame but yourself.



I had no option but to take my case to Cheryl. My salvation laid in the house in which she now entertained new lovers. I wondered how they liked my bed, the one I’d picked out on the floor at Macy’s along with a matching bedroom suite. When we broke up, Cheryl let me take one of the nightstands. It was the same nightstand upon which I’d place the book I would have read before making love to my wife. It’s was the same nightstand upon which she’d place my coffee in the morning before giving me a kiss.



It was the same nightstand I polished the day before with specially formulated lemon oil. The water ring marring its surface occurred the night Cheryl let me experiment with a dildo she’d received as a joke gift. With her direction, I’d teased her slit and, much to my surprise, it had worked rather well. Thereafter it was kept in her nightstand.



Our origin story wasn’t remarkable. We met at a Starbucks when the barista placed my order on the counter. The cup was initialed “C.C”. A Cheryl Conner reached for it as she spoke on her phone. I suggested she had made a mistake just as a different barista placed another cup on the counter with the same initials.



She canceled her call and we got it sorted out. During the short exchange, I fell in love. She had the most wonderful, expressive eyes, and her personality could only be described as wonderfully charming. She beamed health and vitality, which wasn’t a common currency in the city, where most looked grey and dull. We sat together and soon discovered we had much in common. She was raised in Miami, which explained her exceptional color, and had gone to school in Boston, just as I had. She disdained popular culture, was a fan of foreign movies and read The New Yorker.



From there it only got better. She didn’t have any major gripes with the world, held moderate views on the major issues of the day, and loved Italian food, though she was keeping an eye on the carbs. Her slim body suggested she was doing a good job of it.



Her figure, which she made no effort to conceal, meant anything she wore dazzled the eye and drew men’s stares. She found me to be witty and a good conversationalist. Her main bugbear with her generation was their lack of conversation skills. They all spoke in text-speak. She was extremely funny when she gave examples of her friend’s speech patterns.



I soon discovered she wasn’t timid in bed.



The first time we kissed was also the first time we made love. It was in her tiny though well-decorated apartment. Sitting on her sofa enjoying a glass of wine, she looked me in the eye and seemed to be thinking in italics. Should we or shouldn’t we? were my guesses. She smiled, leaned forward, and gave me a chaste kiss. I returned a smile and she leaned in again and then went for it. A moment later I was lying on my back with her on top of me.



The petting continued for a long time, which I thoroughly enjoyed. There was no reason to rush. This petting included her grinding herself into my cock, so there was no question where we were headed. Once our lips were sore, she sat up and unbuttoned her blouse. Her lace bra was sheer, and I could see her nipples saluting me. I felt them in haste and she arched her back as she fully removed her blouse.



Our clothes flew off, and quite literally. I almost tossed my jeans out the window. As a true blonde, her bush barely featured, her look there being almost pubescent. Naked, she was every man’s dream come true. She held my cock with reverence and seemed to like its appearance. She raised herself high enough to rub it back and forth along her slit, which felt slippery, and before you could say 1-2-3 I was inside. I thought there would have been more foreplay. I’d yet to touch her anywhere but her breasts. Next time, I thought, as Cheryl rocked over my cock.



I was amazed by the view of my cock sliding in and out of her so soon after our first kiss. At the midpoint, a time stamp I could only assign later, she reversed her position, so I was now watching her ass bounce over my abdomen. It was a wonderful ass, and my hands showed their full appreciation. I gripped her hips and slammed her down over my cock as I heaved into her. As it was our first time, I didn’t know how to read her. When it became clear she was getting close, she moved to the end of the sofa, thus releasing my cock. She positioned herself doggy-style and my first thought was, oh boy! That’s how we both came.



As she reached her point of no return she became almost mute. There was no yelling or praise be to God. But she did moan and stream a series of gradually more robust “Oh, oh, oh, oh, Oh, hun, hun, oh-oh OH!!!” with a final “YES!!!” to highlight the glorious moment.



Later, when we reviewed our afternoon over yet another bottle of wine, I lightheartedly commented about our lovemaking, saying something like “We really just went right to it,” without referencing our foreplay. She laughed while nodding agreement.



“I wanted to get that out of the way,” she’d said.



“I’m not sure how to take that.”



She laughed again. “I wanted to know up front if we’d work out that way. It was a test.”



“I passed?”



“Oh, yeah you passed. Big time.” She kissed me.



“I’m happy to hear it. I could say the same about you.”



“Let me tell you something. I’ve been with nine guys. Only two have given me a vaginal orgasm. You, and my old high school sweetheart. Everyone else…” She filled in the rest of her comment with facial expressions suggesting the rest were subpar. “It’s different for guys. Coming is easy. It is for me too, except vaginally. I don’t want to be with a guy who can’t give me vaginal orgasms.”



“That seems reasonable.”



“Don’t worry. I’ll blow your cock too.” She laughed. “I don’t want you to think from today’s experience we won’t be going there.”



“You’re quite direct, aren’t you?”



“I can be. I love sex when it’s good. You’re good.”



“So are you.”



“From here on, it’ll only get better.”



She proved herself right in every imaginable way. No one has ever sucked my cock the way she did. It was pure Heaven. Going down on her was my favorite thing in the world. Cheryl was born to have sex. She said it herself. So, after we’d moved into our big house in the burbs, we christened every room with our lovemaking, including our laundry. One day, as she was separating our clothes by color, I walked in to ask if I should start lunch. I was surprised to find her naked.



“Have you got a minute?” she asked. I nodded and she bent over the washer. “I want you to fuck me, and really hard. That way, the next I’m in here sorting laundry, I’ll be able to remember us making love here too.”



“We still haven’t made love in the garage.”



“We did in the cars. Several times.”



Later that afternoon we made love in the garage. She was bent over the hood of her car. She loved it that way.



These recollections, along with firmly establishing my financial state, left me no option but to call Cheryl and arrange a meeting. During our last face-to-face, as I collected what remained of my personal possessions from the house, Cheryl had said we should have a clean break. No calls or catch-ups over coffee, no thinking of you texts. I agreed it was for the best. We hadn’t spoken since.



As I was creating and deleting a series of texts, my intercom buzzed. It was Alexandria, who I hadn’t seen in a while. We hadn’t made any plans. I buzzed her in. While attempting another text, she knocked on the door.



“Can I stay here?” she asked. “Our place is being fumigated.”



“Not fleas, I hope.”



“How’d you know?” She set her backpack down and I look for bite marks.



“Good guess, I guess. Sure. In fact, I’d like the company.” Earlier I’d been thinking of calling Carly, who had been busy lately “networking”.



Alexandria looked around the apartment. “You’ve changed everything—or something at least. It looks different.”



“It’s clean. Hey, give me a second while I send this.” She went to the fridge, which was her normal custom after arriving.



I wrote a text that I thought would do the trick: “I need to see you. Will tomorrow work?”



A minute later she replied: “Sure. Let’s meet for lunch at Ario’s noon. Heard about your job. Sorry.”



I put the phone down and turned to Alexandria.



“You look hungry. Let’s go have dinner somewhere.”






Chapter 9: Wiser Than Her Years

YOUNG PEOPLE ARE THE FUTURE



“So, how did you get fleas in your apartment?” I asked, while looking over the menu at Alexandria’s favorite cheap eatery. It didn’t bother with specialties, and the selection varied daily.



“A girl down the hall brought home a stray dog. It’s been running all over the place. The city came and got it.”



“I hope you didn’t bring any fleas with you,” I was joking, but also concerned. As we spoke, they could be jumping out of her bag and onto the floor to infest my living room.



“I doubt it… What are you having?”



The evening’s menu favored the American South. “I think I’ll have the smothered pork. Later, you can resuscitate me when I have a heart attack at home.”



“I’m getting the fried catfish, collard greens and beans.”



“Why do you like this place so much?” I asked.



“I thought you liked it. I’d never come here on my own.”



Clearly, there must have been some miscommunications during our brief relationship. Was it a relationship?



“You seem kind of low,” she said. “What’s wrong? Problems with your other girl?”



“Carly? No. We’re fine. She’s not my other girl, by the way. She’s just a girl, plus she’s a woman.”



“The other woman you sleep with, then.”



I couldn’t argue with that. Alexandria was wearing a particularly tight top, and her jeans fit her splendidly.



“So, what’s wrong?” she asked, showing persistence. Our cheap wine appeared. The restaurant offered two choices, white or red, and it came in small pitchers. I suspected they refilled the carafes from a big pot that held a fair quantity of left over wine from other customers.



“I had to do some hard planning today. I told you about work. It won’t be that long before I’m on the street begging.”



“That sucks.” She took a sip of her wine and winced. “It’s not the worst that could happen.”



“How so?”



“Half of my relatives drowned coming over from Cuba. They thought they could float over on coconuts. They’re not the smartest bunch. My father said they exemplified Darwinian principles.”



“What’s your father do?”



“He’s a lawyer.”



“That’s right. I’d forgotten. Your family did okay.”



“That’s true. So that’s it? Money? You’re afraid you’ll be living on the streets? I can’t see you living on the streets. You can stay with Carly.”



“She lost her employment too. We’re in the same boat.”



“Just go with the flow. Something will turn up.”



Plates arrived piled with what looked much like food so we dug in. The wine, after a dozen sips or so, was no longer half bad. It was three-quarters bad. Still, someone had to drink it, or it would go back into the communal pot.



Alexandria spoke of the latest intrigues at her Starbucks. I had no idea there was so much romance behind the counters. A girl who started with her was pregnant and wasn’t quite sure which of her workmates was the father. Alexandria was constantly holding off her boss, a boy, really, who told her he really loved Puerto Rican women. When she told him she was Cuban, he wasn’t quite sure what that meant.



“People are so dumb,” she said. “That’s why I like older men.”



“I’m happy you feel that way.”



“Tonight’s a special night, by the way.”



“Why is that?”



“No condom.”



This was good news, but I didn’t understand what was special about the night that would mean we wouldn’t have to use a condom.



I asked.



“We’ve fucked thirty times,” she said, as if counting push-ups. “But that’s not really why. I hate condoms too, plus, I think you’re safe now.”



Thirty times? Really? We hadn’t seen that much of each other. I was surprised, and also a little proud to be well up in the double digits, not that I kept track.



“You didn’t think I was safe before?”



“I wanted to be sure. Plus, I know Carly better now. She comes in a lot and she’s always alone if she’s not with you. She wouldn’t have risky sex either.”



“Are you sleeping with anyone else?”



“Three other guys. They all use a condom.”



“Tell me. When did you lose your virginity?”



“Fourteen.”



“That’s young.”



“How old were you?”



“Seventeen. It happened on a beach. How about you?”



“In a Ford. The guy was twenty-one.”



“You could have reported him.”



“Why? I wanted to have sex with him. Plus, I think we may have been related. I discovered that later.”



“It turned out well, I guess. You seem rather free with your sexuality.”



“So do you. That’s why we get along in bed. We both like sex.”



“You don’t think it should be saved for someone special?”



She chewed on her answer while I admired her bosom. Her youthful cleavage was an eyeful, and hearing about her sex life away from me was sending mixed signals. I felt possessive, but also intrigued while imagining her with other men.



She gave me her serious face. “When you have sex with someone really special, then the sex is really special. I like everybody I have sex with, so it’s never just sex, really. It’s friendship with sex included. I have lots of friends. I only have sex with a few.”



“What about when you’re married?”



“Then I’ll have married sex.”



“And you’ll stay exclusive to your husband?”



“For a while. I know how that goes. My father and uncles all have girlfriends.”



“How about your mother and aunts? Do they have boyfriends too?”



“I don’t know about my mother, but I think she’s fooled around. I know my aunt has. She’s really open about it. Another aunt probably wishes she could have an affair, but she’s too fat.”



I had no idea open marriages were so common in the world. We all knew the French invented it. Maybe it spread from there. Maybe if Cheryl and I were French, we’d each of had a playmate on the side and still be married.



There was no sign of flea infestation when we returned home.



I continued watching The Tudors on Netflix while Alexandria sat beside me doing research for a paper on Applied Behavioral Analysis, whatever that was. She only paused to watch King Henry seduce a chambermaid, and said he had a nice ass. I already felt insecure about my own after seeing the actor’s ass who played him.



After two more episodes and four love scenes, I was ready for bed.



“I have a big day tomorrow,” I said, as a precursor to announcing I was going to bed.



“Why? You don’t work anymore.”



“I’m seeing my ex for lunch.”



“Are you going to sleep with her?”



I wish, I thought. “No, we’re just having lunch.”



“Are you hoping to get back together? You should you know.”



“Why?”



“Because I know you love her. All she did is sleep with someone.”



“I know. I may have overreacted.”



“You’re not kidding. You’ve got naked pictures of her on your phone. I saw her. She’s hot.”



“When did you look at my phone?” I pretended to be alarmed. It was true that I had naked pictures of Cheryl on my phone. Also, a few of Carly, which she took herself. Fortunately, I hadn’t taken any of Alexandria, even with her permission.



“When you were sleeping.”



“Well, you’re right. She is hot.”



“I’m going to take a shower,” she said, feeling we’d covered the subject well enough. Once she was gone I picked up my phone. Cheryl had willingly posed for several dozen nude photos. I had taken them around the house, in a hotel, and on the beach in the Caribbean just a few weeks before her tryst at the class reunion. My heart ached as I looked at her nude body. I should have deleted them, but couldn’t bring myself to do it.



I turned off the lights and went into my bedroom. Alexandria was lying naked on my bed, belly down, looking like a nubile maiden. She was reading a textbook. I undressed, brushed my teeth, and joined her in bed. She rolled to her side to face me. I had an erection in two seconds.



“Are we going to have sex? I’d like to,” she said. “Like I said. No condom tonight.”



My cock ached with hope.



“Have you been a good girl?” I asked, jokingly.



“No. I sucked a guy’s cock.” She laughed. “You should punish me.”



“We’ve never done any role play, have we?”



“We don’t need to. Why? Do you want to tie me up? Spank me?”



“No. We’re fine like this, unless you’d like to be spanked.”



“I’m good.” She reached for my cock and played with it. I felt her breasts and she moved closer.



“You’re leaking already.” She smiled, then leaned over to lick my cock. Once that job was complete, she came up to my lips and we kissed as she rolled over me. My hands fell on her rigid buttocks and she moaned.



“Do you want to take me in my ass? No one ever has.”



“Is that something you would like?”



“I don’t know. Play with it.”



I dipped my fingers to her slit, already quite wet, and brought them up to her rectum. I fingered it gently. Her body stiffened then relaxed.



“What do you think?” I asked. She gave me an inspiring kiss. Her thick lips always inspired me.



“Push in a little more.” I pushed in a little more and she rocked her ass gently back and forth. “More.” I was up to the first knuckle of my middle finger. “Go in and out.” I did so, and she exhaled a latin flavored moan. She let me play like this for a good five minutes, breathing heavily into my ear, moaning here and there.



She sat up, breaking our connection, and smiled.



“Do that while you fuck me too, and then try it with your cock.”



“Are you sure?”



“I think so.” She got in the doggy-style position and I mounted her. She was almost too wet, as I slipped in as if being inhaled. Without wearing a condom, she felt exceptionally glorious. I was absolutely fine to leave it there and just have regular intercourse. It was the first time we’d make love without a condom, and I wanted to savor it.



She rammed herself into my cock, and I felt a revised agenda had been set. I reached down and played with her breasts, her lovely, firm breasts, and pinched her nipples. She responded in a way that indicated she was good to go, but soon altered course.



“Do it, Charlie! Do it now! Fuck my ass! Joer mi culo!”



I moved my cock up to her rectum and pressed in the tip.



“SLOW CHARLIE!”



I took my time. Ever so slowly, I sunk my cock into her ass. Her body was rigid as she adjusted to it.



“Ok,” she panted. “Slow Charlie…” She rocked her ass back into me and gasped. “Ok… Oh, Charlie… Go more and fuck me like you always do… Oh, oh… Yes. Okay… Oh, finger me, Charlie! Finger me too!”



I reach under and around to play with her clit. She was now dripping wet. I fingered her and fucked her ass, my cock going all of the way in, which surprised me.



“OH FUCK!!!… Charlie! Finger me!… Yes! I’m going to come, Charlie… I’m going to come with you in my ass! Oh fuck, oh, oh, o… YES!!!” Her shuddering body scored a nine on the Richter Scale. The bed rocked on its castor feet. She yelped and screeched and howled. It was quite an acoustic event. Suddenly, as if the floor beneath had fallen into the story below, she collapsed on the bed. My cock boinged free as she writhed beneath me. She moaned first as if in great pain, and then in a self-soothing manner. I laid next to her and stroked her back. After a few minutes, she rolled on her side to face me.



She smiled. “I guess I liked it, huh?” She laughed as she got out of bed. I heard the shower, and a few minutes later she called me in. She washed my cock with a gallon of soap.



“Are you okay?” I asked. She kissed me.



“I’m okay. I don’t think I want to do that again for a while though. Next time I come over I’ll bring a dildo. Then we can do you.”



“That’s really okay, Alexandria. I’ll just imagine how it feels.”



“Oh, I can show you now.” She reached around and sunk a finger in my ass, then removed it while she laughed. “Pretty different, isn’t it.”



It was certainly startling.



We dried off and returned to bed.



“Come in my pussy, Charlie. You deserve it.” She spread her legs and I climbed over her. She rubbed my cock up and down and guided me in. In contrast to what had just occurred, this time we were gentle. She kissed me tenderly.



“Just come, Charlie. Don’t worry about me.”



I came within seconds.



I collapse on top of her and she rocked me back and forth, murmuring sweet Spanish nothings in my ear. It felt like I was in the arms of a patient, loving angel, and I nearly fell asleep.



I rolled to her side and fell asleep for real as she cuddled into me.



The next morning she confessed to being a little tender. When I’d woken and seen her lying naked beside me, I naturally stroked her bottom with my palm. It was one of my favorite wake up routines with Cheryl and Carly too.



“No, Charlie!” She moaned. “I’m sore. Don’t fuck my ass!”



“I was just saying good morning.”



“Oh.” She shifted to her side and smiled, looking quite lovely for having just woken up. “You can fuck me, but no ass play for a while, okay?”



“We don’t need to make love. Really, I was saying good morning.”



“Good morning.”



She put on her panties and followed me into the kitchen. I made us each a coffee and we sat on the sofa. It was nearing nine o’clock, a still early hour for the unemployed.



“Do you have class today?” I asked.



“At eleven. I work at three.”



“Sorry. I was hoping you had the day off to recuperate.”



She laughed. “You mean from you fucking me in the ass.”



I smiled. “I’m sorry if you’re in pain today.”



“Not really. It’s just an awareness or something. Not pain.”



“Good.”



“Are you excited to see your wife?”



“Ex-wife. I may be a little nervous. I have to ask her about our house. We own it together. I’m hoping she’ll agree to sell it.”



“Where will she live? With you?”



“I doubt it.”



“You’d like her to.”



“Why are you so sure about that?”



“Women’s intuition?”



“I think you’re too young to have any.”



“Thanks.”



“Don’t worry. I think you’re wiser than your years deserve.”



“Why?”



“You’ve never once expressed a hint of lacking confidence. You do what you want. You’re smart. Soon you’ll be out of school and starting your career. You sleep with who you want. Your views on marriage seem in tune with reality. I wish had been like you at your age.”



“Gee, thanks.” She reached into my briefs and grabbed my cock.



“What are you doing?”



“I’m going to give you a blowjob. It’ll help build your confidence for when you see your wife. You won’t be longing for her so much. That can screw with your judgment.”



“You mean my ex. It’s kind of you to offer, but…”



“Just relax.”



She laid herself over the sofa with her face over my crotch. She licked my cock like a lollipop before taking it into her mouth. She sucked for several minutes before she started pumping. Because I was responsive to this sort of thing, three minutes later I came in her mouth. She sat up and smiled, drank her coffee, and stood.



“I’d better get ready for my day. Do you want to shower together?”



I looked at her and felt I’d won the state lottery.



“I think I’ll sit for a while and settle down first. Someone just gave me a nice blowjob.”



She laughed and went to shower.






Chapter 10: Cheryl

DOWN TO BUSINESS



“How are you doing?” asked Cheryl as she sat at our table. The restaurant was brimming with the lunch crowd. I wished she had picked a quieter place.



“I’m well, thanks. You?”



“Don’t bullshit me,” she said, creasing her brow to express an insider advantage. “I know about work. You don’t have to pretend you’re not worried.”



“Okay. Things could be better. How does that sound?” I tried to appear unworried with a shrug of my shoulders.



“Like the truth.” She looked at her menu with her laser corrected vision. “Are we drinking?”



“If you’d like to. Don’t you have to work?”



“I took the afternoon off.”



“Then let’s have a drink.” I signaled the waiter and he took our drinks order. I’d already decided on a steak and put down my menu. I needed to replenish my protein stores after my night and morning with Alexandria.



I looked at my ex-wife. Saying Cheryl hadn’t aged wouldn’t be meaningful, considering it had only been six months since we divorced, but saying she looked younger would, and it was the truth. Had she been working out more? It was possible. Her sleeveless top revealed well-toned arms, and she’d looked slimmer as she walked into the restaurant, not that she ever carried an extra pound.



Cheryl was the type of woman who kept herself immaculately groomed at all times. Her hair was on the short side and well coiffed, and never was a hair out of place. In contrast, Carly often looked like a mop. Her hair was thick and abundant and always every which way. She shed like a labrador.



But not Cheryl. The way she comported herself and spoke made you sit up straight and strive to be a better person. One look and you thought this woman has it together. You didn’t bullshit a woman like Cheryl. You couldn’t. She was too sharp. That she had a randy side was without question. The idea of this impeccable woman tearing off her clothes was a dream no man could enjoy without leaking in his trousers. She was no prude, but nor was she coarse. She couldn’t be. When she said “fuck”, it was in such a way as to make you think she’d said “scone”. It was a neat trick. Once you realized what she had actually said, you were shocked to hear such things come out of such a prim and composed face.



“I understand you and Carly are an item now,” said Cheryl. She smiled as if she approved. I would have hoped she found it troubling, but this was my smaller self doing the thinking.



“How did you know?” I attempted for this to sound nonchalant, as if I didn’t mind that she knew about Carly.



“Carly told me when it started. She wanted my approval. Kathy mentioned it too.”



“It’s true, but it’s not really a relationship.”



“You’re fucking. It’s a friend with benefits thing.”



“You approved, I take it, since Carly and I do see each other.”



“It’s not my place to approve. But since you asked, I think it’s great. I like Carly. She’s a hoot, plus, I consider her a good friend, but the situation between you and me has made it difficult.”



“I’m sorry about that.”



“Well, don’t be. I’m not. Shit happens.” The “shit happens” sounded like “angels wings”. How did she do this?



“And how are things with you in that department?” I asked.



“Fucking?” This sounded like “apple pie”. “It’s not a stranger to me. How’s that for an answer?”



“Anything serious?”



“Why? Do you care?”



“You asked me about Carly, so I thought I’d ask.”



“I’m just kidding. No, nothing serious. Let’s say it’s like your situation with Carly. I have a fuck-buddy.”



I felt a harpoon slice my ribcage. “So, we both seem to have that covered.” She nodded and took a sip of her scotch rocks.



“Why did you ask to see me?” she asked, now that our small talk had concluded.



“Well, it’s about the house. We may need to sell it.”



“You mean, you want me to buy you out? I can’t afford to do that right now. I won’t be for a while and, besides, the market is still down. We’d lose a ton of money.



“I may not have a choice.”



“I do.”



“That’s why we’re having lunch, so we can talk about it. The thing is, I may not have the money to pay my share of property taxes.”



“You could have emailed me about this. Anyway, you have to pay your share. It’s in our divorce agreement.”



“I may have to default on our agreement. There are things in the works, but the timing may not work out.”



“You’re talking with Jerry and Carly about starting your own business. Kathy told me all about it.”



As Cheryl seemed to know about everything going on in my life, I wondered if she also knew about Alexandria, whose lips I could still feel sliding over my cock. Just a few hours earlier I’d come in her mouth, and now I was sitting across from my ex-wife, who had given me stirrings as soon as she arrived. Was I oversexed? I was beginning to think so.



“We’re talking about it,” I said. “We’re getting together later this week to hash it out. The thing is, whatever we come up with, we’ll need capital until we’re generating enough cash flow.”



“And you’re thinking the house money will cover it. Kathy said they could cough up a hundred grand. I doubt Carly has much she can put into it. How much do you really need?”



“Half a million, maybe more.”



Cheryl stared at the other patrons, saw someone she knew and waved, and took a sip of her drink. She was good at pacing a conversation, so I knew something was coming. She wasn’t stumped for something to say.



I was right.



“Charlie?”



“Yes?”



“Let me ask you something. Do you ever miss me? Is that the real reason we’re talking face-to-face and not through email? Or are you just panicked over the job situation, and that’s why, and you need to read my face?”



Why would she ask me such a question? My mind went into hyperdrive attempting to sort out what her endgame might be. How should I answer? Tell her the truth? I missed her every day. Wouldn’t I be tying myself over a barrel to admit such a thing? If you went to the banker and asked for a loan, and he asked you to name your greatest regret in life, would you tell him? Of course not. It would weaken your position. Did I have a position? Anyway, Cheryl wasn’t my banker. She was my ex-wife.



“I do miss you at times. Sure, it’s natural. We had a lot of great years together.”



She studied me. “Do you remember on the beach in Antigua, when we both went nude, and you told me it excited you to see me naked around other men?”



I did remember. When it happened, my head nearly burst. She was naked at a beach bar talking to a couple from Houston, and all I could think of was the man glaring at her boobs and blond netherworld. It was right there in front of him, so he couldn’t miss it. It also drove me mad with desire.



“I remember,” I said.



“And we made love that night like two crazy teenagers. We’d never fucked like that. And then we joked about it later.”



“I remember joking about it. Why are you bringing it up?”



“Because that night you said, if you got so excited by other men seeing me naked, you wondered what would happen if I made love to another man. I asked you to think about it, and you said it would drive you crazy, but it also excited you, and then we made love again, and you were so supercharged I couldn’t believe it.”



“We were just talking. It didn’t mean anything.”



“It did to me. The idea got me excited as hell. Why couldn’t we have sex with other people and still be a couple? That’s where my head went. I thought, wow, Charlie likes the idea. This could be something for us. We left it kind of open.”



“Aren’t you stretching things a bit to prove a point? You’re drawing lines that aren’t really there.”



“Charlie, the only time in our entire lives together we ever talked about us sleeping with other people was that night in the Caribbean. We started the conversation, don’t you see?”



“At no point did I ever say, hey, Cheryl, why don’t you go out and have an affair.”



“No. And what happened at my class reunion is on me, and I accept full responsibility.”



“What are you saying then?” I drained my drink and ordered another. Neither one of us had touched our food.



“I’m saying, I wish I had brought up that night in the Caribbean when I told you about my sleeping with my high school sweetheart. I should have explained it better. I should have linked it up for you. I thought you would be excited, and then we’d make love as we did in Antigua.”



“You’re really stretching it.”



“Am I? I’m telling you the truth. I’m telling you how, in my mind, I wasn’t cheating on you. I was, but I thought I had your permission in a way. We’d discussed me being with another man, and the idea excited you.”



I was resisting her logic. It didn’t hold water. But then again, it didn’t not hold water. Let’s say it was leaking. Everything she said about the Caribbean trip was true. We had talked about her sleeping with another man, and how that might excite me—it did excite me. But we never finished the conversation. We didn’t leave the Caribbean with a decision made that I wanted Cheryl to sleep with anyone else. She’s the one who took that jump.



“Well, none of it matters now, I suppose,” she said. “I still think you overreacted. You could have seen my point of view. If you had, we’d still be married. I never wanted a divorce. You went to the lawyer the next day when you should have been working things out with me.”



“What are you saying? You’d still be married to me if I’d said, ‘Oh, great honey. You had an affair’.”



“Kind of.”



“In my head, you had cheated on me. Can’t you understand how that felt?”



“We’re not kids here, Charlie. This isn’t high school. Two weeks before the affair, I was naked around other men and it excited you. We joked about it and talked about me being with other men. You admitted it excited you. We made love after. Two weeks later I slept with another man, a guy I knew in school. We’d already fucked a hundred times. It wasn’t like I picked up a guy. One more time didn’t seem like a big deal.”



I didn’t know what to say. I had to replay the vision of her sleeping with this other guy. My head boiled. She admitted the affair was technically wrong, but suggested there were mitigating circumstances. Were there?



“I’m sorry I reacted so strongly, Cheryl. I truly am. It caught me off guard. I wasn’t thinking about the Caribbean. All I could think of was how I had told myself cheating was a deal breaker. That’s where my mind stopped. On reflection, I can understand how you viewed it all differently. I really can.”



“Well, thanks, Charlie. That’s something anyway. Maybe you can think a little more about it and we can talk later.”



“Talk later about what?” My heart skipped a beat.



“About us. Today I’m just putting things on the table, okay? By the way, I know you know about Jerry and Kathy’s situation. I know you, Jerry and Carly all slept together.”



I couldn’t believe she knew. It floored me.



“That just happened. We’d all been drinking. One thing led to another. It wasn’t premeditated.”



“How do you think it happened with my old boyfriend? We were drunk as hell. Tell me, how did you feel about Carly sleeping with Jerry? Did it excite you too?”



I hemmed and hawed, and was afraid to admit it had, but I had no other choice.



“It did excite me, but Carly isn’t my wife.”



“Charlie, just don’t. Don’t argue with me. She’s your girl right now and she slept with Jerry, and you watched. It excited you. Kathy wants me to sleep with Jerry. How would that make you feel?”



This time, a howitzer unloaded into my chest. I felt like I’d been blown off the Earth. I wanted to run home to my mother and have her bake me cookies.



“Would you like to sleep with Jerry?”



“Sure. We used to be great pals.”



A meteorite landed on my head. I was finished. Clearly, she was trying to cause me as much pain as possible. That was why she said “sure” so offhandedly. Surely she couldn’t mean it.



“Well, I wish you luck then.” My voice was full of snark.



“Thanks so much.” Her tone made me think I’d been rash.



“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound so glib. It’s just hard to imagine you with Jerry.”



“Kathy says he’s great in bed.”



“Now you’re just emptying the butcher block, aren’t you?”



“I’m making a point, Charlie. We all like sex. Occasionally we like variety. You certainly do. How’s your hot Latina?”



Well, she definitely knew everything. This made me a little angry, but the anger was obscured by a will for revenge. I got close to saying, “Oh, she’s fine, thanks. I fucked her ass last night, and this morning she gave me blowjob over coffee”. Luckily, I resisted.



“I guess you know all about my life.”



“How could I not? You hooked up with Carly. She’s a blabbermouth. Plus, she’s my friend too.”



“Well, as you asked, the Latina woman is fine. She’s Cuban. We don’t see a lot of each other. We just kill time together occasionally. Carly put me up to it.”



“She told me all about that. She also refers to her as a ‘girl’. What is she? Nineteen? Don’t say she’s eighteen. That would be unfair.”



“She’s in her twenties. Twenty-three, maybe.”



“That sounds better. Is she good in bed?”



“Why are you asking these questions?”



“Like I said. I’m making a point. You’re the big “no cheating” guy and here you are screwing two women at the same time.”



“Not at the same time. That’s never happened.”



“Give it time.” She laughed.






Chapter 11: Consolation

CHARLIE NEEDS COOKIES



After we wrapped lunch with our food barely touched, we left the restaurant and stood on the sidewalk sorting out our cold weather gear. My cashmere muffler’s decorative fringe had caught on a button, and Cheryl untangled it.



“All set,” she said, patting my chest. She took a deep breath and exhaled a vaporous stream into a gust of wind. “I’ll get back to you about the house. To be honest, I’m kind of tired of keeping it up. It’s way more house than either of us would ever need. It was a crazy to buy.”



“It was an investment.”



“Whatever I agree to, I’m not going to take a hit.”



“That’s reasonable. I don’t want you to lose any money.”



She looked down the street, then to me. “Okay. I guess I’ll see ya then.”



“We could go have a drink somewhere. You said you took the afternoon off.”



“I did. I have plans.”



“Oh. Okay.”



“I have a date with my fuck buddy.” She gave me a mischievous grin, which involved lowering her chin and fluttering her eyelashes, then laughed as she kissed my cheek.



Needles pricked my skin imagining her running off for an afternoon tryst. Where was she headed? A hotel? Was the guy rich? Did she do that thing to him with her tongue that I liked so much? I thought of it circling his cock around the crown before dipping to tease his balls. Pangs of jealousy ripped my heart into a dozen pieces and tore at my spleen. I wanted to double over in agony and roll on the street. Instead, I simply said see ya later.



I didn’t want to return to my apartment, so I grabbed a cab and headed to Carly’s unannounced. When she opened the door I saw she was unprepared for having company, her green face mask being the primary clue. Her mom’s robe, as she called what she was wearing, was the clincher.



“Charlie!” she exclaimed, but without seeming to mind being caught in a green mask while wearing her mom robe. “Hey, I didn’t buzz you in.”



“You gave me a key, remember?”



“Oh, right! Well, come in!”



I stepped into her apartment and removed my coat. It must have been ninety degrees in there. The windows were dripping with condensation.



“Let me warn you,” she said. “My period is raging right now. I’m feeling a little anemic.” She laughed. “But if period sex is a thing for you, your timing couldn’t be better.” She laughed again.



“That’s not why I’m here. I just had lunch with Cheryl.”



“Oh. That’s nice. How’d it go?”



“Do you have anything to drink?”



“Not so well then, I guess.”



Had it gone poorly? I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t rid my mind of images of Cheryl having sex with another man. I wanted to force them out but, like flubber, they bounced back in even greater graphic detail. Cheryl swallowing another man’s cum seemed to hold top billing. She told me she’d only done that with me. Is this what women told all of their men? “You’re the first”, they might say, with a twinkling wink. We believed them because we wanted to believe them.



Sex was a strange beast. It couldn’t be conquered. Monks in isolated monasteries probably beat-off all of the time. How could they not? What else was there for them to do but chant and pull carrots out of the ground? We all knew priests couldn’t help themselves. Despite their vows and good intentions, they were always getting randy with their flocks. Just ask any Irishmen. They all had stories about this. Along with their charming accents, it’s what bound them together as no family was without its victims.



Sex was everywhere. We all did it, or hope to do it, and a lot. Men built empires so they could have more of it. Women wanted it too, and apparently as much as men. Why should that be a surprise to anyone? It’s in both of our natures to get weak-kneed at the idea of having it. It’s our most common language. Both a primitive man or a high-powered executive felt identical urges when looking at a woman’s bare buttocks. Neither would decline an invitation to feel a nubile breast. No man ever said, “Not today, thanks”. Show him a breast and his fingers will twitch.



Cheryl liked sex. She made no bones about it. She had been fine having it just within the confines of our marriage. And then we went to the Caribbean, a thought was born, and she realized other possibilities existed for married couples. They could have sex outside the marriage too, if both agreed it was a good idea and it wouldn’t corrupt their wedded bliss.



But it did corrupt our wedded bliss. It ended it.



No. I ended it. That was on me just as Cheryl’s affair was on her. She admitted to it, so now it was my turn. I liked having sex with Carly, even though my forever heart still belonged to Cheryl. How could that be? Because we were built this way. We could manage to have more than one sex partner in our lives. I was living proof.



Could we have more than one wife? I didn’t view that as likely or desirable. Carly had said it best. Marriage was for all that other stuff aside from sex. It could be included, but that wasn’t the point of it.



Marriage was for the other stuff. You married the person with whom you wanted to spend your life. You loved each other as you loved yourself. You were there for each other through thick and thin. You raised a family and grew old together. What did sex have to do with it, aside from being a requirement for having kids? It was part of the marriage, but not its main attraction.



My parents had a good marriage. As far as I knew, fucking did not make up the bulk of their time together. It was just something they did every now and then. The rest of the time, they were working, doing housework, enjoying a TV show, shopping. Sex was a tiny fraction of their actual lives. Would they have liked to have more sex? Sure, possibly. Who wouldn’t? I knew as people got older, and certainly, in their later years, they viewed sex differently. It wasn’t as urgent a desire. You didn’t grow out of it, you grew accustomed to knowing it was there. It was an option. You weren’t always in the mood for it. You were never in the mood for everything life had to offer.



Maybe Cheryl, Carly, Alexandria, Kathy, Jerry and myself were in that period of life when sex played a more vigorous role, and we were all simply trying to enjoy it as much as we could. Later, we might all switch to enjoying other things more, like golf or baking. We were all simply operating within the flow of the natural courses of our lives. There was a time for everything was the wisest way to look at it.



So what about monogamous couples? Were they out of sync with their basic natures? They had signed on the dotted line swearing they would forsake all others. We knew that was a lie. President Carter once famously said he lusted in his heart for other women. This man was a Baptist minister too. If he admitted to lusting for women other than his wife, you knew it had to be true for most men.



How miserable were the men who reached an advanced age while ignoring their lusts? Saying you were married to the same person for fifty years makes for a nice epigraph. I would never deny this. But was forsaking all others really worth it in the end? I doubt there was a senior male or female alive who didn’t now sit on a bench and reflect on the romance and sex in their lives.



Between consenting adults, sex was not a crime. Cheryl did not commit a crime when she slept with her old sweetheart. I was the one who committed the crime. I broke an expensive vase worth real money. I placed the value of ten minutes of coitus, maybe only five, over the value of my marriage and perhaps a thousand dollars worth of Venetian glassware.



“Where are you, Charlie boy?” asked Carly. I was sitting on her sofa sipping a double bourbon while staring at a wall. “You’re kinda not here.”



“I was thinking about sex.”



“It’s a pretty popular topic. You should see the internet.”



I smiled. “I mean, sex, as in what we’re doing, Cheryl’s doing, Kathy and Jerry are doing, me and Alexandria, marriage and sex, monogamy…”



“Slow down there. What about us?”



“We’re having sex, but we’re not a couple, really.”



“We’re a couple of friends, you dildo. We have sex too. As far as I can tell, we’re not having sex right now.”



“But you brought it up when I arrived.”



“I was joking. We’re together a lot when were not having sex. Sometimes, we just hang out. I love that too.”



“So, it’s not just the sex…”



“You think too much. It’s unhealthy. Anyway, sex is healthy. Why would we be designed this way if we weren’t meant to have lots of sex?”



“What’s ‘lots of sex’? Maybe that’s the question.”



“Enough? I haven’t had sex since I was last with you. When did you have sex last?”



“This morning. Alexandria spent the night.”



“Lucky you.”



“Her apartment was being fumigated.”



“You don’t have to explain it to me. I’m happy for you. I need to get me a young buck too.”



“See, why would you say that? Do you need more sex than you’re having now?”



“Boy, you’re on a roll, aren’t you? Listen, I like sex, but there aren’t many people I want to have it with. I’m picky. Do I need more sex? No. I’m pretty content thanks to you.”



“Thanks.”



“For now…” She laughed. “There’s a pretty cute college kid working with Alexandria now. Maybe I’ll give him my number. We could all double date.”



“Alexandria was your idea.”



“I know. I did that up front to let you know we wouldn’t be a couple in the normal sense.” She put air quotes around “couple”.



“Why aren’t we?”



“We like each other too much?”



“What does that mean?”



“I need you to keep me from freaking out and thinking I need to settle down with someone. I don’t want to yet, but when I’m alone I sometimes get a little panicky. All I have to do is remember I can call you and you’ll be here in two minutes because you’re desperately oversexed. It’s sad, really. You’re like a cum fountain.”



“Thanks again.”



“You know what I mean. You can call me too. See how it works? When you get lonely, you can call me, because, I’m like a cum sponge.”



We both laughed.



“Our sex is great, Charlie, and we don’t have to argue about who does the laundry or cleans the kitchen.”



I looked around Carly’s apartment. There was no evidence that anyone had done the dishes, and there was a pile of laundry by her bedroom door. I believed it was also there the last time I visited. She caught on to my surveillance and thwacked my chest.



“Anyway, Charlie, there’s nothing broken here. We’re good. Tell me about your lunch with Cheryl. Did you bang in the restroom?”



“See, right there, you bring up sex.”



“I know. It’s great, isn’t it? Did you two bang?”



“No. We talked.” Carly frowned. “I had to ask her about the house.”



“You could have emailed her.”



“That’s what she said… So, we talked about the house, I told her where I was financially, and that I likely wouldn’t be able to help her with the property taxes.”



“Sheesh. I bet that didn’t go over well.”



“It didn’t go over badly, really. In the end, she said she would consider getting rid of the house, but she’d make me absorb the ding of losing money on it. We won’t get back the full amount we put into it.”



“Well, yay! There’s hope for our little enterprise if you get the money.”



“That’s the bright side.”



“What other side is there?”



“We talked about the divorce, my reaction to the affair. She said she was meeting her ‘fuck buddy’ later.”



“Ouch! But hey, so what? She’s banging some dude right now. I’ll beat you off if you’d like.”



I didn’t think that was a bad idea but didn’t want to put her out. I’d already been taken care of by one woman that day. There was no need to be greedy.



“She also said she could see sleeping with Jerry.”



“Boy, she really let you have it, didn’t she? Then again, Jerry is pretty good. I can’t blame her.”



“You’re not helping, you know.”



“I said I’d beat you off.”



“She also said we’d talk later. She made a point of saying we’d still be married if I had accepted the affair.”



“That’s interesting. Maybe she does want to get back together. I know it’s what you want.”



“As you’d said before.”



“Then the three of us could get together. Imagine that.”



“Why would she bring up the possibility of sleeping with Jerry, and then the possibility that there might be hope for us, in the same conversation? That’s what I don’t get.”



“She’s saying, it’ll be different if you guys do get back together. It won’t be a monogamous marriage this time. She’s being smart. She knows you both like having sex with other people too. She’s putting that in the contract.”



This made sense. Cheryl was being proactive. What’s the greatest adverse risk to a marriage? Infidelity. Remove infidelity as a no-go area and it reduced the risk of a failed marriage. Winning a large lottery would take care of the other risks. It was always either sex or money that ruined an otherwise good marriage.



Carly let me nap on her sofa while she ignored the dishes and laundry. As a special courtesy, she’d massaged my feet as I fell asleep. I imagined lonely people with no hope of getting a foot massage. How sad that would be, as it was always the little things that added up to a nice life. Being absolutely single wasn’t any picnic. We all needed people in our lives to make us whole, but a wife too?



I enjoyed my solitude when my heart wasn’t aching, and after Carly and I hooked up, my heart didn’t ache so often. But we’d put a governor on our relationship, and there were times when I wished we were a more serious couple with visions of a future life together. Realistically, we could see each other forever, but there was a difference. We wouldn’t be planning a life together. We would be co-existing within the limited sphere of our influence, circling each other rather than navigating the world together. Sure, we would experience some of that. We were doing it now. But we weren’t planning what to do for Christmas, or what names to give our children.



Carly and I were quite happy living in the now. Having no future planned really let us enjoy the present. You can’t let each other down if you have no plans for life to be otherwise. Our time wasn’t spent dreaming of some future-scape of happiness. Married couples often lived more in their dreams than their real lives. “Someday, we’ll have the house we’ve always dreamed of. Then we’ll be truly happy”, they’ll think, rarely noticing that the “someday” never comes because revised versions of their dreams keep putting it off.



I would miss Carly if she met someone and felt our relationship could no longer steer its own course. I would also be sad, which isn’t a bad thing. It helps you remember the value of was lost, and how much it meant to have it in the first place. It wasn’t contingent on it’s having a lifespan. You didn’t get to the end of your life and decide it had all been worthless because you were now dying. You savored your good memories and the value of your life while it was well lived.



My pleasant nap ended when I had the distinct impression my cock was being manipulated by forces outside my control. I opened an eye to see Carly sitting on the cocktail table facing me as her left hand fiddled with my plumbing.



“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I wake you?” She chuckled. “I just noticed you had an erection in your sleep and I was investigating.”



I had stripped to my briefs to sleep thanks to the tropical heat setting on her thermostat.



“What’s there to investigate?” I asked. We both looked at my cock. She had pulled down my briefs and it was lying erect on my stomach, somewhat off center. She let the elastic snap the brief back into place, which startled me.



“Were you having a sex dream? I love those. I can come in my sleep.”



“It’s gone already, whatever it was, though I think I dreamt a bit about Cheryl.” I sat up.



“Do you want coffee?”



“No, thanks. What time is it?



“It’s about four. Do you have to be somewhere?”



“No. I’m unemployed. Remember?”



“Me too. Hey, do you want to stay over? We can order take-out and finish watching The Tudors.”



“I watched a few episodes at home.”



“I did too. Anne Boleyn had her head whacked off.”



“She must not have had a good lawyer. Sure, I’ll stay over. Why not?”



“Sound excited why don’t you…”



“Sorry.”



We carried on like any normal couple would do into the waning hours of the afternoon and into the night. We were both glad for each other’s company. Carly had slipped into a more romantic robe, which was more like a sheer curtain, and it barely concealed her body. She nested into me on the sofa with my arm around her, so naturally, my hand fell to her breast. She gave my hand a squeeze. I asked whether that was okay. She said, “That’s fine. I like it. Just remember I’m bleeding like a cut artery over here”. She chuckled in my ear and kissed my cheek.



I was content to have sex off the table for a night. It wasn’t like I was a sex maniac.



Once in bed, we cuddled. She renewed her offer of a handjob.



“Really, it’s okay. I’m not a sex maniac.” As it was a handy thought, I used it.



“Right. Neither am I.” She fondled my cock anyway.



“That does feel nice. You can’t touch yourself and have it feel anything like when a woman does it.”



“Imagine if you could,” she said. “You’d never leave the house.”



I laughed. “Can you remember the first time a boy touched you?”



“My pussy? Yeah. Eighth grade. I had a crush on the kid, but when he touched me, I slugged him in the face.”



“Didn’t like it, huh?”



“No. I did like it. But I couldn’t stand there and moan in his ear. Plus, it scared me. I thought he would lose control or something. I wasn’t ready to have my cherry popped.”



“So you slugged him. You may have changed his life from that moment on.”



“He did get kind of femmy, but that was later on. The next guy I let finger me. It was pretty awesome. I was embarrassed because I worried he would think I’d wet my pants. What about you? Do you remember the first girl you fingered?”



“Like it was yesterday. We were in a movie theater. I touched her over her panties, and she indicated she was into it, so I slipped my fingers underneath. I was surprised she had so much pubic hair. I think I got tangled in it for a moment.”



“An early bloomer.”



I couldn’t help but to feel Carly’s breasts now. They were right there, and she was still playing with my cock, which was also right there, but it wasn’t fully erect, which she noticed.



“Your pecker must be tired out. What did you and Alexandria get up to last night?”



I wondered if I should tell the truth, but I didn’t wonder long. It was an interesting evening, and I wanted to hear Carly’s views on what happened during its most transformative moments.



“We had anal sex.”



Carly sat up and her eyes beamed her sudden interest in hearing about my evening with Alexandra.



“You’re kidding! Who started it?”



“She did. At first, it was a joke, and then she asked me to finger her there, then she kept saying to do it a little more.”



“Pretty tight, huh?”



“You could say that.”



“Well, you’ve stuck your finger in mine. You tongue too if I recall correctly. Was that you?”



“That’s ass play.”



“Right… Oh, you mean you fucked her ass too?”



“That’s an accurate summary.”



“Jesus. You really did have anal sex. Did she like it?”



“She had an orgasm.”



“Did you like it? I mean, is that something you want to do now? I don’t think I can help you out there, bud.”



“I think the novelty worked. But no. I’ve checked that box. I don’t need to check it again.”



“What if Alexandria wants you to?”



“She already indicated she couldn’t see doing again for a long time.”



“No kidding… Look, you’re hard again, you perv.” She pumped my cock. I put my hand over hers.



“Really, you don’t have to.”



“I like doing it for you, Charlie. I’ll beat you off whenever you want. Maybe I’ll even give you a blowjob. Let’s see!”



She pumped even harder, then sucked my cock and hummed. She knew I liked that. Two minutes later I was coming into her mouth. She sat up and licked her lips.



“There’s a good boy!” She exaggerated when she swallowed. “Gulp.” She laughed and kissed my lips.



“Good night, Charlie. Sleep well.”



She turned off the light, nestled into my side, and drew one leg over me as her hand rested on my chest. It was a great consolation having this woman in my life. As I’d said before, every man should have a Carly at least at some point, a woman who enjoyed having sex with him, and with whom he could spill his beans and not fear recriminations.



It wasn’t the same with Alexandria, whom I viewed as a pleasant fluke. From her, I drew fresh perspectives and unsullied insights. She had no agenda with me, nor did Carly. Neither one had a gripe with the world which they hoped to take out on me. They weren’t damaged goods.



I listened to Carly’s happy, gentle breathing. It was like having an angel whisper in my ear:



“There, there, Charlie Boy, everything will be fine.”



Still, I worried if I had misread Cheryl. What did she really mean when she said we would still be together, if only I hadn’t erupted like a Lifetime Channel movie maniac when she told me about the affair? Did she want to get back together?



In my case, there was no question in my mind. I firmly believed we should give it another shot. The heart wanted what the heart wanted, as they say. It would be foolish to deny it.



The only summary I could apply to the situation with Cheryl was it was uncertain at best. There were only two outcomes. Either we got back together or we didn’t.



I wished the same uncertainty didn’t also apply to my financial situation, now commingled with my other situation. Cheryl could be the link to starting a new company. At a minimum, I needed her cooperation, if not her love. I hoped I would have both.






Chapter 12: Busy Busy

FROM THE GROUND UP



I spent the next two weeks in a fury of aspirational entrepreneurship. Doug was now liquidating Team Designs. When I laid out the plans we were developing, he was eager for our success. As he was retiring, he had no further use for his customer data or office equipment, his contacts overseas or his network of suppliers. We could acquire all of the capital equipment we needed for a song, and getting the proprietary customer records free meant we would inherit a turnkey enterprise, providing a fair share of Team Designs former customers agreed to let us have their business.



Within a week, Jerry and I had contacted every single one of them. About half said they would give us a try, but we had to act quickly and provide samples of our product. How hard could it be?



Very, if we didn’t get Picasso on board with his whiz-bang techie skills and design talent. His samples would speak for themselves. Our preliminary inquiries were received favorably, if an agreement to meet for lunch could be viewed favorably. It meant something.



We knew he wouldn’t take himself off the market unless we dangled a large carrot.



Jerry and I were reviewing the situation in my apartment.



“How much was Team Designs paying him?” asked Jerry. We had access to their mainframe, which we were dialing into from my laptop.



“You’ll find this is interesting,” I said. “He operated as an independent contractor. He billed the company for his work.”



“But he had his own office at Team Designs.”



“Yeah, but he only came in for meetings, remember? He mostly worked from home. It took time to put together a complete picture of his total billings. Team Designs paid him over $93k during the last fiscal year.”



“Not bad for a graphic designer.”



“He’s not your average graphic designer,” I said. “He’s not a kid using Photoshop and Autodesk. He designs his own software. Plus, he knows costing down to the micro cent. He cut Belltone’s packaging costs by fifty percent. They could be thirty percent of our business if they came with us.”



“This is doable, Charlie. Frankly, I was expecting him to cost much more.”



The intercom buzzed. It was Carly. When she came up she popped through the door full of good news. She was now our designated office manager, HR person, accountant, and in charge of keeping our spirits up any way she could.



“So,” she said. “I found us a place between here and the airport for cheap. Twelve dollars per square foot if subleased for five years.”



“How big?” I asked. It seemed we should know this too.



“Five thousand feet, twenty-five hundred open space. It’s already finished, wired. We just move in and plug in.”



“Five grand a month,” said Jerry. “That’s workable.”



“It’s got a nice stockroom too, boys,” said Carly. “We could fit a bed in it.” She laughed.



“Okay,” I said. “We’re looking at about forty-three grand a month operating expenses, assuming we all take the same salary, including Picasso. Plus capital expenditures for office furnishings, supplies , and computers—$388k in our first six months. We should have receivables coming in before then.”



“We won’t need to hire people until we know we’ve got the business rolling,” said Jerry. “Run the numbers again.”



I ran the numbers without a full staff. “$260k.”



“That’s better,” said Carly. “But you might be forgetting something. Chu Wok Holdings wants letters of credit until we get the ball rolling. We may need to put up a couple million in guarantees to get them to ship. We know we can’t have customers paying direct. They’d know our margins. So would Chu Wok.”



“She has a point,” said Jerry. “We’re going to need a hefty deposit to get that kind of leverage. We could parlay five hundred grand into, at most, two million in credit, but that’ll get us going.”



“You’re going to have to suck Cheryl’s dick real hard, Charlie,” said Carly. She was right. Everything depended on her selling the house. Kathy and Jerry only came up with ninety grand, Carly thirty, and me forty. In other words, we were a little short.



“The next step is Picasso,” said Jerry. “Without him, this is all academic.”



“You mean ‘mute’, don’t you?” said Carly.



“I think you mean ‘moot’, Carly,” I offered. “A moot point.”



“What?” asked Carly.



We’d clearly gotten off track.



Jerry confirmed lunch with Picasso for the next day. We decided Carly should come with us.



“I’m not going to sleep with him,” said Carly, in case this was on our minds.



“I told you, he’s gay,” I said. Earlier, Carly had joked we should call our company “Fuck Buddies”. We’d rejected the idea, though we still hadn’t come up with a name. We would let Picasso come up with something appropriate, he being the creative type.



“Oh, right. Okay, let’s all have lunch. If he agrees to work with us, later the three of us can celebrate and bang again.” She laughed. I had wondered if that would ever happen again between we three. Over the past week, she’d treated Jerry like she always had. There was no sign they were fuck buddies too.



Jerry left to go home to Kathy and Carly stayed behind.



“This is exciting, isn’t it?” she said.



“I’m holding back the champagne until we figure out the money.”



“I think Cheryl will come through for us.”



“Why would you think that?”



“Kathy told me. Cheryl had dinner with them the other night.”



This made my heart jump. I wondered if she’d spent the night. She may have had a threesome with Jerry with Kathy. In nanoseconds, I imagined every which way it could have happened, who was on top, bottom or in between. It was a kaleidoscope of images.



“What did Kathy say?”



“She thought Cheryl was warming up to the idea of selling the house. It actually makes her kind of sad to live there. She also wants to get back to the city and whore around just like us.”



“For nobles reasons, then.” I inspected my fingernails. I should have stared at the wall, as Carly knew what me staring at my fingernails meant. I had something on my mind.



“What?” she inquired.



“What?”



“You’re studying your fingers. They aren’t that interesting when they’re not diddling me.”



“I was thinking of Cheryl having dinner with Jerry and Kathy.”



“She’s done it before… Oh, you’re thinking they might have slept together.”



“Didn’t you wonder too?”



“I’ll tell ya, Charlie. I asked Kathy about it. She got kind of coy, which isn’t like her. If she murdered someone, and I asked if she’d ever murdered someone, she’d say yes without blinking an eye. Holding stuff back isn’t in her nature.”



“So, how was she being coy?” I tried to imagine someone being coy over the phone and couldn’t. In my defense, I was tired. “It’s not like you could see her over the phone, or did you hear her twirling her hair or batting her eyes?”



“She just laughed when I asked her about it.”



“Ah. So obviously, they all slept together. It’s so clear now.”



“You’re hilarious, Charlie… Laughs mean something. It’s not like I said anything funny. Hey, can I wear one of your shirts? I’m not used to wearing my career woman stuff anymore.”



“Are you staying over?”



“Charlie, we haven’t slept together in almost two weeks. I’ve got an itch. I’m a woman with needs, you know. If you can’t help me I’ll go see one of your neighbors.”



“Fine. Help yourself.” She started undressing where she stood. Carly really had a knack for dressing as a sexy career woman. I decided to stare at her intently.



“You like this, huh?”



“I was just admiring your taste in clothes.” She stepped out of her skirt and draped it over a chair, where then followed her blouse and bra. I liked having women’s clothes in the off position draped over my furniture. Carly disappeared into the bedroom to rummage through my dresser. I opened a bottle of wine and took it to the sofa with two glasses.



“This is nice,” she said, standing my bedroom doorway. She was wearing my Hard Rock Cafe t-shirt from Rome.



“That was sealed in a plastic bag in the bottom of my closet.”



“I know. I really have to look for it.” She sat next to me on the sofa and held up her glass.



“Carly, didn’t it’s being sealed in a bag mean anything to you?”



“Yeah. It was new.”



“Yes, but…. Well, never mind.”



“What?”



“I was saving it. I used to collect them when I was a kid in college.”



“You went to Rome?”



“No. I bought it at the airport in Miami.”



“And what, you were going to sell it on eBay? I’m glad you’ve moved on… Let’s toast to something.”



“To our new venture.” We clinked glasses.



Carly sat back and tugged her earlobe, which was her tell for having something to say but reluctant to say it. I let her tug her earlobe while I examined my fingernails to see which of us would break down first. As it turned out, it was me.



“What’s on your mind?”



“I’m just thinking,” she said, still tugging on her other earlobe.



“Okay.” I knew she wanted me to dig and decided not to play along. I’d lost the first battle.



“All right, I’ll tell you.” She brought her legs up into a lotus position on the sofa and faced me. As she was wearing only my t-shirt and panties, the view this provided was one of my other favorites. I loved seeing that triangular patch of panty covering one of her most enticing features. I gave my fingernail inspection a rest.



“I had a call from Cheryl,” she said. “She was a little tipsy.” Cheryl seldom let herself get tipsy, so I knew the call must have been important.



“I’m listening.”



“She asked me what I thought about the two of you getting back together. I told her it was a good idea. Then she asked if I would still want to see you. I knew she meant bang you, and I said I would, but only if she was okay with it. She surprised me when she said she had hoped I would say that.”



I felt a lightness of being hearing Carly’s report, along with a lightheadedness. Cheryl was thinking of giving us another try. That was the first good news. The second was, she wanted Carly to feel free to stay in the picture sexually. Of course, I immediately wondered about Alexandria but dismissed the notion. She wasn’t already in Cheryl’s orbit and, frankly, I knew Alexandria was just a passing phase who had simply come along at the right time. There would be no hard feelings if I told her we couldn’t see each other anymore. Alexandria had already said I should be with Cheryl, so that lined up rather neatly.



Why would Cheryl want me to continue sleeping with Carly? That didn’t line up so well. Quid pro quo? If I continued seeing Carly, Cheryl would be in her rights to sleep with someone else too. This possibility did not sit so well. Perhaps I would later see the light, but for the moment the switch hadn’t been flicked.



“I’m surprised on both fronts,” I said.



“Me too.”



“How did the conversation end?”



“That’s where it got really weird. She was kind of coming on to me. She said she felt we three could have a lot of fun together.”



“As in socially, probably.”



“Yeah, maybe. But her tone suggested she meant more. She said she could see why you were so attracted to me.”



“Hmm… Well, what should I do?”



“I don’t know. I’m just the messenger.”



“You mean, she told you to tell me you two had talked?”



“No. She specifically told me not to.”



“So, of course, you told me.”



“Yeah.”



“Did she say anything about the house?”



“No. It was just about you two, and me being a sex toy for both of you. It’s sort of like a promotion, don’t you think?”



“Would you want to be with Cheryl and me in bed?”



“I can see it.”



“And what about you and Cheryl?”



“You mean, would we have sex together, just her and me?” Carly gave it some thought. “She is kinda hot.” She chuckled and sipped her wine. “Why not? I don’t know. Would you want me to? I’d have to think about it.”



“Fair enough.”



“But let me ask you something,” she said. “Would you be entertaining the idea of getting back together with her if we hadn’t lost our jobs and you didn’t need the money from the house?”



It was a fair question. Carly knew my getting back with Cheryl had always been on my mind, but now it was pressing on my mind. Would it be if I was still employed and didn’t need the money? Perhaps the only way to truly know would be if she said no on the house. I didn’t think the house was involved, but as it was, I couldn’t delink the possibility. I felt two pits fall into my stomach. I did want to reunite with my ex-wife; I needed the money in either case.



“Carly, you know I haven’t gotten over what happened with Cheryl. The idea of us getting back together has always been on my mind. It’s just a coincidence that I now need the money from the house. My desire to be with her again was there before I lost the job.”



“Yeah, that’s what I’m thinking. Are we going to make love? I said I had an itch.”



“I’m not opposed. Let’s drink some more wine first.”



“I’m not opposed.” She held up her glass for a refill. “You now, I really enjoyed our stockroom trysts. They were so hot. I miss them.”



“I liked them too. We could screw in my closet if you’d like.”



“It’s not the same. Anyone could have walked in on us in the stock room.”



“Someone almost did.”



“That was exciting.”



“If you like the idea of being caught, we could go to an alley or a public restroom.”



“Yuck. But you could also fuck me in the window. People would see my boobs flying around.”



“They are lovely boobs. People would enjoy that.”



Carly pulled off my collector’s Hard Rock Cafe t-shirt. She cupped her breasts.



“You think?” she asked, holding them up for review.



“I know if I was walking down the street and saw them, I’d stop and take a picture.”



“You’ve got my boobs on your phone.”



“And I thank you for that.”



“Have you got any of Alexandria? I’ve seen Cheryl’s.”



“No.”



“This is getting me hot. Let’s go to lay on your bed.” She stood and grabbed her glass and the wine bottle. I followed her into the bedroom. She set the glass and wine on the nightstand, the one with the water ring that used to repose by my marital bed.



With her back to me, she removed her panties like she was being filmed for a softcore movie, slow and deliberately, bending over from the hip. It offered me a completely unabashed view, the one that forced someone somewhere back in time to think of a clam and introduce this euphemism into the popular culture.



Cheryl was like Carly in that she viewed undressing as an art. She saved it up. If we were preparing for bed, Cheryl would wait for me to come out of the bath before beginning a slow striptease. First the blouse, which she would either rehang in the closet or pitch in the hamper, then the skirt or jeans.



Standing in her underwear, she would chat as she folded or hung those, and then facing me, reach around and unhook her bra. Hunching her shoulders, the straps would tumble down her arms. She always draped her bras over the occasional chair, which is why I had developed a taste for women’s garments, especially their undergarments, being draped over the furnishings.



Removing her panties was the grand finale. Still facing me, she would push them down slowly, fluff her pubic hair, and toss the panties into the hamper. She always slept naked.



Carly laid in the center of the bed and watched me undress. I didn’t have a routine as such, but she seemed to enjoy it nonetheless. I kept my briefs on and joined in her bed. She drew a finger across my chest and we kissed.



“We need to kiss more,” she said, giving me another kiss. She was right. We did need to kiss more.



I let my fingers roam her body, tracing lines up and down her thighs, over her belly and around her breasts. She laid still and enjoyed it.



“Do you remember our first time?” she asked.



“Of course I do. It wasn’t long ago.”



“God, we were just so fired up. I saw sparks. I was leaning over your desk and you were checking out my tits, so I unbuttoned my blouse.”



“It’s one of my favorite memories.”



“I knew you were conflicted. You had just told me how much you missed Cheryl. You were really blue. I thought it would cheer you up.”



“It worked.”



“And we fucked right over your desk. I get wet thinking about it. I was amazed at how well we clicked.”



“And we did it the next day in the stockroom.”



“And that night you came over, and we did it on my sofa and later my bed.”



I had vivid memories of our first times. We were so hungry for each other. One touch and we were off. There was no stopping us. Carly even ripped open one of my dress shirts at work, which was a problem. I wasn’t the Don Draper type with back-ups stored in a desk drawer.



I ran my fingers through Carly’s pubic hair. As she watched me play, her belly swelled as her pelvis responded to my touching. She spread her legs a few inches as encouragement. I let my fingers explore.



“If you don’t touch me for real soon, I’ll be angry.”



I pressed my fingers along her slit.



“Oh fuck… Kiss me, Charlie.”



I kissed Carly as my fingers played with and inside her wet folds. I leaned over and kissed a nipple, then licked the bud.



“Oh, Charlie…” Her pelvis rose again in response.



I kissed beneath her breasts, then up to her neck.



“Oh, fuck, Charlie… That feels so nice.”



My finger circled her clit and she moaned.



“Charlie, do you touch me like you touched Cheryl?” She moaned.



I kissed her ear. “Yes, like this, but in other ways too.”



“Touch me the way you touch her.”



In truth, both Cheryl and Carly were similar in bed. They responded in the same ways. I wasn’t actually sure I touched them differently, but I shifted gears anyway. I cupped Carly’s pussy and massaged it in a way I knew Cheryl liked.



“Oh, Charlie… Yes. I like that…”



I leaned over and kissed Carly’s pubic mound, and circled my tongue around the perimeter. She spread her legs as wide as they would go and she pressed my head down.



“Eat me, Charlie. Eat me like you eat Cheryl.”



I executed my best approximation.



“Oh fuck, Charlie… Yes!” Her body heaved. I licked her clit and curved two fingers into her slit. “OH SHIT!!! Charlie… YES!!!” Her body shuddered. Her wetness coated my face.



“Oh, fuck me, Charlie! Sink your cock into me!”



I penetrated. She bucked into me and gasped.



“Oh, fuck yes!!! FUCK ME CHARLIE!!!”



I put her legs over my shoulders and pounded. She wailed. Within seconds her expression turned into one of agony.



“Oh, oh, oh Charlie… Fuck yes… Oh, oh… OH YES!!! OH CHARLIE!!!”



She bucked wildly. She really must have had an itch. I loved how making love to her after a break always meant a volcanic eruption. She went so far as to dig her fingernails into my biceps.



After she settled down, she rocked me back and forth until her breathing restored. I roll beside her and stroked her belly, which was still heaving.



“Oh, Charlie. I’ve missed you.”



“It hasn’t been that long.”



“In fuck years it was.”



I smiled. “I hadn’t ever thought of it that way.”



Carly rolled her side and pushed me flat on the bed. Her hand roamed over my cock playfully.



“What may I do you for, my not-husband?” she asked. She kissed me and mingled our tongues, also playfully.



“What you’re doing is nice.”



“I bet you want to come on my face again.”



“That was an accident.”



“I don’t mind. We may as well be everything for each other, but not my ass.”



“Noted.”  She stroked me more vigorously.



“Do you want to come in my mouth?” She opened her mouth comically. “Or my pussy?”



“So, not on your face? We could shoot a video.” I emitted a small chuckle to express I wasn’t serious.



“Ew, a video. That could be fun. I’ll get my phone.”



“I wasn’t being serious…”



“I am. Take a video of me giving you a blowjob.” She returned with her phone and crawled between my legs. “Here, it’s all set.”



She commenced a blow job while staring into the phone. I couldn’t decide whether to watch the phone taking the video or her giving me a blow job. I noted she was being extra theatrical.



“You’re so yummy, Charlie,” she said, licking my balls. “I love sucking your cock.” She sucked my cock. “I want you to come for me, Charlie. I want to drink your cum!” Carly was really hamming it up. She started pumping my shaft with vigor. “Oh, I love your precum, Charlie.” She squeezed my cock and rubbed my precum over her face.



I have to say it worked for me. Her wide eyes looking into the camera were having a startling effect.



“Oh, you’re getting close, Charlie. I can taste it!” I began to heave into her mouth. “Yeah, Charlie. Come for me.” She sucked and pumped harder. “Come on my face, Charlie! You can do it!” I felt the primary indications that she should consider ducking. I was ill-equipped to do anything other than come now. I didn’t think she was serious about me coming on her face, but after the first pulse, she released my cock and directed the ensuing streams of cum over face. She didn’t even blink.



The streams landed in her eyebrows, down her cheeks, and over her nose. She pumped until there was no more action, and, for the viewers at home, showed me the first pulse that had landed on her tongue. She smiled for the camera and laughed.



“You’re one crazy woman,” I said, endearingly. She smiled, blinking through my cum, and rose from the bed to go into the bath.



“I am such a whore!” she said, apparently into the mirror. She laughed afterward, which was a much better turn than bursting into tears. “Charlie, you owe me big time now!” She laughed again. I heard water running, and shortly she returned wiping her face with a towel.



She sat on the side of the bed. “Let me see it!” I gave her the camera.



Her face lit with excitement, and then embarrassment. She covered her mouth.



“Oh my God,” she said. “This is so naughty!” She laughed. “We should send it to Jerry!”



“Are you kidding? No, we’re not sending it to anyone.”



“I think I was kidding.”



“We should delete it.”



“NO! I might want to look at it later. It could come in handy.” She smiled and gave me a kiss. “We have so much fun together, don’t we?” She got into bed beside and stroked my belly.



“Just so you know,” she said. “That’s not my new routine. Maybe I’ll let you do it again for Christmas.”



“You’re half Jewish.”



“Yeah. I’ll blow you with my Jewish half.”






Chapter 13: Celebration

FROM THE GROUND UP



Lunch with Picasso went well. He was excited to receive our enthusiasm for his work, over which Carly expressed extreme admiration, forgetting for a moment that Picasso was gay.



We agreed that, should we move forward, we would each draw the same salaries until receivables merited an adjustment.



Picasso, who kept a sample from every one of his projects in a small rental unit, agreed to let Jerry pick and choose a selection for presentation to prospective new clients unfamiliar with our work. Picasso had all the other necessary data and schematics for continuing production at our chosen sub-contractors, and all was good.



The only thing left was to secure our operating capital.



After Picasso left to see an exhibition of Pre-Raphaelite art, we summarized the meeting over a fresh bottle of wine.



“That went well,” said Carly. She was looking her professional best, which was saying something. She really knocked it out of the park.



“We could have offered him half what we’re paying ourselves,” said Jerry. “I think he would have still come along.”



“Maybe,” I said. “But I’m glad we didn’t have to bargain with him. It’s cleaner that way.”



“Now you just need to go suck Cheryl’s dick,” said Carly, sticking with her earlier suggestion from the day before.



We sat for a few minutes thinking about me sucking Cheryl’s dick.



“Maybe we should bring her into the business,” said Jerry. “That way, she’ll have a real stake in it. That would make you two the primary stakeholders.”



“I thought we were going even-steven,” cautioned Carly.



“Well, five ways instead of four ways even-steven,” said Jerry.



“What would she do?” I asked.



“She could be an account exec too,” said Carly. “You guys will need the help if this thing rocks, and she’s a natural at sales.”



This combined a good idea with wishful thinking, but at that moment, wishful thinking was the sum of the entire project. Cheryl might be persuaded to sell the house if it was in exchange for a capital position with a bright and upcoming new company.



It was wishful thinking.



“We should make a formal presentation to her,” suggested Jerry. “Treat her like a real investor.”



“That could work,” said Carly.



“It might,” I said. “But we can’t be pushy.”



“Of course not,” said Jerry. “We’ll just show her the targets and let her make a decision. If she passes, we’ll figure something else out. You guys are going to take a real hit if you sell that house now.”



“You mean we could just use as it collateral for a loan,” I said.



“That’s taking the same risk,” said Carly, and quite accurately.



“Let’s just do it,” said Jerry. “We can do the presentation at my house over dinner.”



“That’s a plan,” said Carly. “What do you think, Charlie?”



At least, it did sound like a plan. I excused myself to visit the restroom. When I returned, Jerry and Carly were looking at her phone.



“What are you doing?” I asked as I sat.



“I’m showing Jerry our video.”



“Jesus. Not that video.” I peered over her shoulder. Carly was smiling into the camera as she sucked my dick. Wisely, she had muted the sound.



“Okay, here it comes,” she said to Jerry. She looked excited. “There it is!” I assumed the video now showed me coming over her face. I noted Jerry wincing.



She put the phone down and laughed. “As I keep saying, I really am a whore.” Jerry smiled but didn’t comment.



“You really need to delete that, Carly.”



“Don’t be a prude. Everyone has themselves having sex on their phones. You do.”



“Well, don’t show it to anybody else.”



“You’re not even in the frame.”



True, but she did say my name several times. I decided not to worry but did wonder what the hell we were all doing. Jerry’s wife was having sex with their neighbor. Jerry had had sex with Carly. I was screwing a young Latina woman. Cheryl had a fuck-buddy and had more or less flirted with Carly, this after saying she wouldn’t mind sleeping with Jerry.



There was no way any of this was normal.



Seven months earlier, I was married and having sex with only one woman. I remembered being quite happy with the arrangement. But now that I had tasted the fruits of this other side of life, one which permitted sex between friends as readily as handshakes, would I really want to give it up?



Imagining Cheryl with whomever she was now sleeping incited me in a way that made me crazy for her. Or rather, crazier, as in horny, as into a degree of horniness I never experience with her as her wedded husband. Now that she was out in the world having sex with other people, I saw her in a whole new light. After Carly had sex with Jerry, I saw her in a whole new light too. The evening before, when she asked me to video her blowjob, and then come on her face, my head felt like it had been dropped into the CERN particle accelerator. It was still spinning.



“Guys,” I said, as when it was the three of us, Carly was one of the guys. “What are we doing here with all of this sex?”



“Jerry,” said Carly. “We’d better be careful. It sounds like Charlie’s going deep.”



“I’m serious. I was just thinking about it. Jerry’s wife is sleeping with their neighbor, you two have slept together, Cheryl’s out sleeping with someone—where does it end?”



“Don’t forget Alexandria,” said Carly. “You’re sleeping with her too.”



“Yes, but… You know, now that you’ve brought her up, she’s the only thing that makes sense. That’s a proper fling with her. With you, it’s something else.”



“No. I’m not a fling. I’m your good friend, and we have sex together. And Jerry’s a good friend too, and I had sex with him. Charlie, I’m not sleeping with all my ‘friends’. I’ve only slept with you and Jerry over the past year. Well, almost. I did sleep with another guy but that was before you and I started, and it was only one night.”



“Charlie’s conscience is bothering him,” said Jerry. “Mine did too after we slept together, Carly. Then I figured it out. It was okay that we had sex, and Kathy thought so too. She was happy for me.”



“What if you slept with someone else?” I asked.



“There’s no one else I’d want to sleep with,” said Jerry.



“What about Cheryl?” asked Carly. “Your wife already indicated she wouldn’t mind. She wants to bang Charlie, so it’s only fair if you sleep with his wife.”



“Ex-wife,” I corrected, though the idea stung nonetheless. It made no difference that we were no longer married.



“I would have to talk to Charlie before anything like that could happen. Would I like to sleep with Cheryl? Yes. We’ve always been good friends and I find her attractive. Would I mind if Charlie slept with Kathy? No, not if they both wanted to. Would I mind if I came home and Kathy said she was going out to find someone new to sleep with, I would go through the roof.”



“Carly,” I said. “Would you marry someone who said you couldn’t have sex outside the marriage?”



She chewed her lip. “I won’t know until someone proposes. Are you going to propose? If so, I’d like another shot at Jerry first.” She grinned at Jerry.



“I’m serious.”



“I’ll know going in the infatuation will end at some point. If I’m gaga over a guy, I’ll be happy to sleep with just him. I was gaga over a guy in college, and I thought we would be together forever. We even talked about marriage. But before that could happen, I lost the infatuation. I wanted to sleep with other guys too.”



“She’s right, Charlie,” said Jerry. “After a few years the flame starts to fade. When Kathy slept with our neighbor, the next time we made love was the best lovemaking of our lives.”



“What’s the deal with the neighbor?” I asked. “How often do they get together?”



“Not often. They’ve slept together maybe a dozen times. She’s only been with him alone three times.”



“So,” said Carly. “He doesn’t drop in while you’re making dinner, bend Kathi over the counter, and bang her while you’re dicing tomatoes?”



“It hasn’t happened yet. We had a good talk after the first time they slept together. They don’t sleep together without my knowing. I’ll tell you something. One night Kathy wanted to make love and I was too tired, so I told her to go next door. She did. And when she came back I was so excited by what she’d done, we made love.”



“Crazy world,” I said, but I could see how it would have excited Jerry. He would have seen her leaving the bedroom, hear the kitchen door closing, know she was screwing the neighbor, and then hear her come home, having been screwed by the said neighbor, and there she would be climbing back into bed with him. Of course he wanted to make love to her.



“Let’s go to your place, Charlie. We can strategize for our meeting with Cheryl, then celebrate getting Picasso on board.”



On our way to my apartment we bought champagne for our celebration. Carly was dialing up the atmosphere between the three of us. She showed Jerry a video of me going down on her, then made me show him the pictures of her on my phone. He saw a few of Cheryl’s nude pictures, but only because Carly accidentally on purpose showed him. Being a gentleman, he handed me back my phone and said, “Sorry”.



Once in my place, Carly disappeared into the bedroom and returned wearing one of my dress shirts. She had done a poor job with the buttons. I made us all coffee, and we sat at my small dining table to brainstorm a presentation for Cheryl.



“I don’t think we need to power-point this thing,” said Carly. “We just need to get our thoughts organized.”



Jerry created a formal five-year projection on profits, assuming we would be successful getting new clients.



“Wow,” said Carly. “We’ll be rich.”



“Pretty close, if it all goes well,” said Jerry. “How do you think Doug lived so well? The margins in this business are incredible, as long as you’re not dealing with Transcorps.”



The margins were high. They were almost like retail margins using Chinese production. Two of our five largest potential competitors still shipped their products from the U.S. to factories in China. The Chinese factories using them would then send their production of finished consumer goods back to the states in the U.S. made packaging. It was nuts.



We finished up our spec presentation and retreated to the sofa for champagne.



“To ‘Fuck Buddies’,” said Carly, as a toast. We drank to Fuck Buddies. “I have to admit, I’m feeling optimistic.”



I wanted to feel optimistic too. Surly, Cheryl would see a real opportunity in investing a share of her proceeds from the sale of the house. And if she also came running back into my arms, we would have enough money to get a nice place of our own in the city. By a nice place, I meant twelve hundred square feet in a building without a doorman.



Carly refilled our glasses. She looked cute as hell in my dress shirt. Sitting between us, holding her champagne glass in her left hand meant only her right hand was free, and it was resting on Jerry’s thigh.



In short order, we drained the first bottle of champagne, so I opened the second of four. Carly had insisted four wasn’t excessive for three adults with a known tolerance for alcoholic beverages.



“Just think,” said Carly. “In five years we could be like that couple on Youtube sailing the Caribbean.”



“What couple?”



“They’re Australian. All they do is sail around the world making videos of themselves having a great time. She’s a real hottie. He’s cute too.” Carly got her phone and showed us a video. She was a hottie.



“Wouldn’t you get tired of just sailing around?” asked Jerry, studying the small screen.



“You’d just sail somewhere else.”



“I mean, being stuck on a boat all of the time.”



“Jerry, look at the apartments Charlie and I live on. We’d have more room on a boat. Plus, we could just be naked and dive for lobster and make love whenever we wanted to.”



“Lobster sounds good,” I said. “But I can get that around the corner.”



“You guys are dicks,” said Carly. “I’m going to buy a sailboat when I get rich and find some young bucks to crew for me.”



“You need to get rich first.” Jerry refreshed our glasses, emptying the second bottle.



“I told you. I’m feeling optimistic. That’s why were celebrating. I want you two to play with me now. Feel me up or something.” She leaned back into the sofa and opened her shirt, which was actually mine. She was wearing a pretty balconette bra that enhanced just about everything.



I turned into her and my left hand went to her left breast.



“Come on, Jerry. Grab a tit.”



He felt her right breast.



“That’s better. I like having you two molest me. It makes me feel whole.” She laughed as her free hand roamed Jerry’s crotch, making me feel left out.



“We could rent a sailboat down the road,” said Jerry. “I learned how to sail up in Maine during summer vacations.”



“And I’ll cook the lobsters Charlie gets spearfishing.”



“I don’t think you spearfish for lobster. You catch them in cages.”



“Traps,” said Jerry. “They’re not cages.”



“Traps then.”



“It’s good we got that figured out,” said Carly. “But it just occurred to me we forgot about Kathy and Cheryl, assuming Cheryl and Charlie get back together. God, now I feel bummed. I’m going to be a fifth wheel.”



I wondered how it would go with Carly if Cheryl and I did get back together, even if Cheryl and Carly did strike up an intimate relationship. The whole idea of that happening seemed crazy, yet points had been made in its favor.



And then there was Kathy. I could see her standing naked on a sailboat in the Caribbean and decided I would much like to see that. The physical attractions fizzing between the five of us, in two cases involving mere speculation, seemed both entirely improbable and real.



Jerry’s hand had slipped into Carly’s panties while I ruminated. They were kissing, and her pelvis was lifting into his hand action, suggesting she enjoyed it. I wasn’t sure if I should leave alone or join them, then Carly suggested a move to the bedroom.



“I think I should check in with Kathy,” said Jerry. He took his phone into the bedroom.



“See, that’s respect,” said Carly. “I think it’s adorable that he checks with his wife before he screws me.”



“Some people might find that comment a bit peculiar.”



“We’re not some people, Charlie. Just accept it.” She gave me a kiss as she pulled me up to my feet. We were still kissing when Jerry returned.



“She said I should just stay the night, if that’s okay, Charlie.”



“That’s fine. We’ll have a slumber party.”



“Yay!” said Carly.



“She also said she’d arrange a dinner with Cheryl. We can all get together there next Saturday. She’ll do a prime rib.”



Having a fixed date, assuming Cheryl could make it, brought it all home. In several days we would present our case, and then my life would be in Cheryl’s hands. I knew to put it that way was a bit dramatic, but I meant it in more ways than one. While Jerry and Carly were only hopeful on one front, I was peering at two. There was the business side and the personal side.



Hearing Jerry speak earlier about Kathy, and their new life together, made me want what he had even more. I wanted Cheryl and I to enjoy the same kind of life. To state the entirely obvious, I liked having multiple sex partners. Let’s say two or three. Who wouldn’t? Ask anyone on the street if they’d like to have more than one sex partner, and all would agree they would. I understood this now with a bracing clarity.



Carly brought the third bottle of champagne into the bedroom and set it on the nightstand. She let my dress shirt drop to the floor and laid on the bed in her underwear.



“Are you guys going to join me?”



We undressed down to our briefs as Carly centered herself on the bed. She looked lovely in her underwear. I knew she’d left it on for me, as I was a fan of removing it personally.



Carly sat up as we sat next to her on either side. “Let’s drink some more of that champagne.” I handed her a full glass. “I’ll be honest with you guys. This has been a fantasy of mine forever. I think I’ve mentioned it before.”



“Being with two guys?” I asked.



“No. Sitting on a bed in my underwear drinking champagne.”



“So, being with two guys, then.”



“I almost did in college, but I chickened out. So when we did this at my place, it was my first time. I was so blown away I had trouble focusing.”



“You didn’t seem to,” said Jerry. “You were great.”



“You too, Jer!” She gave him a kiss and jokingly grabbed the knob of his erection now tenting his briefs. She gave it a wiggle and laughed, then removed her hand. “You see, I love this. Just having some good buds who don’t mind if I grab their dicks.”



“What else do you like?” I asked.



“Above all? Feeling safe. You can’t go around and just be grabbing guys dicks all the time.”



“Seriously though,” said Jerry. “If you could, would you want to?”



“If you could feel any woman’s boobs you wanted to, would you like that?”



“I’ll take this one,” I said. “Yes. But you know how many women I see in the average day whose boobs I’d like to fondle?”



“You mean if you left your apartment?” asked Carly, grinning.



“Yeah. Out in the world. I might see five women. It’s not the boobs that create the desire, it’s the woman.”



“The whole package,” said Carly. “I might see five guys a day when I’m out and think, I’d like to feel that package.”



“Really?” asked Jerry.



“Sure. I’m not saying I see five guys a day I want to sleep with. I might want to, but usually, it’s just an urge to feel their bulge. I love that word, ‘bulge’.” She stroked Jerry’s and giggled like a teenager. “I just love it.”



“What do you like about being a woman?” I asked. I was curious to know, as there were so many things I liked about women.



“Power.”



“What kind of power?”



“I know what turns you guys on. I know how to use it.”



“Like what?”



“Women’s clothes are all about showing themselves off. Haven’t you noticed that? Look at what we wear half the time.”



“You accent your bodies with your clothes.”



“Who would wear a semi-transparent white blouse that shows of her underwear? Women. Who would wear jeans that accent their sexy bits? Women. Who the hell would wear skirts that blow in the wind and give men upskirt shots? Women. Our clothes are like sex toys. I have bras that almost shove my tits in your face, like this one. Why? Because it gives me power. Plus, it makes me feel sexy.”



“You are sexy, even when you’re fully dressed,” said Jerry. “You can’t help but be sexy. It’s the same for Cheryl and Kathy. Some women just look good in anything.”



“That’s true,” I said. “And some women, no matter what they do, don’t.”



“Don’t forget men.” Carly made an “ugh” face. “Few guys really look sexy. You two do. In five years when you’re packing paunches maybe not so much.”



“I’ll try to keep that in check,” I said. Carly handed me her glass and asked me to set it down. She scooched herself down the bed to midway and laid on her back.



“I want you two to do something. It’s been on my mind since we came in here.”



“What?”



“Lie on either side of me and put your dicks on my mouth.”



“Jesus, Carly. Really?” I asked. Jerry was already getting himself into position. I followed suit.



“You’ve got to move up the bed and then face me,” she said.



We tried to comply. My cock landed on the left side of her mouth and Jerry’s on the right. She held them in her hands and went back and forth putting them in her mouth. After several back and forths, she laughed.



“God, if my mother could see me now! Try to put them both in my mouth!”



This instruction presented a problem. I didn’t really want my dick to touch Jerry’s dick. It was a thing among heterosexual men, and I sensed the same hesitation from Jerry.



“Come on your guys! Lean over me if you have too!”



We managed to get both of our tips into her mouth. They did touch, but we powered through as Carly’s tongue went and back and forth licking our crowns. We settled back on either side of her with our cocks on either of her cheeks.



“Jesus,” she said. “Have I ever said anything about me being a whore?” She laughed. “I just had two dicks in my mouth! Damn. We should have gotten a picture.”



“You’re thinking it would make a nice card for Hanukkah?” I asked.



“Yeah. Something like that.” She was gently pumping our cocks on either side of her face. She gave each one a kiss and sat up. “Your turn. If one of you doesn’t touch my pussy soon I’m going to get grumpy.” She moved up the bed and laid flat.



Because it was bound to happen, Jerry and I both moved a hand between Carly’s legs where they collided. We performed one of those no, after you routines. I let Jerry have the honor and I fondled her breasts, which she also much enjoyed.



“Charlie, just look at us… This is nice, isn’t it?” She signaled she wanted a kiss. We kissed, which she interrupted to offer Jerry encouragement. “Oh, Jer, that’s nice!” She turned her face back to me to offer an update. “Jerry’s licking my pussy.” She chuckled, then kissed me again. I could feel her body undulating as she grabbed my cock and ran her fingers slowly up and down over the shaft.



“Charlie, do you really think Cheryl might want to sleep with me?”



Apparently, she wanted to have a conversation as Jerry licked her pussy. I was going to go ahead and assume this was a first for both of us.



“I don’t know. She seemed changed when we had lunch, but I can’t say how she seemed changed. She seemed more erotically charged, maybe.”



“Oh Jerry, that’s so nice!” Carly’s eyes closed. I waited for her to come back to me.



“I was pretending Jerry was Cheryl,” she said.



“Did it work?”



“Kind of. I read online lesbians weren’t always into oral sex. Oh, yum, Jerry!” Her body heaved into him.



“You’re not a lesbian. I don’t think Cheryl is either.”



“More women are experimenting…” She paused to focus on whatever Jerry was doing. “I know that’s true. My friend Emily was with another woman a few weeks ago. She loved it.” Her eyes closed again, and I waited once more for her to return. She opened her eyes and smiled.



“Do you think you could be with a woman?” I asked.



“You mean eat a woman out?”



“Maybe, but you can do other things.”



“Like touch her pussy.” Her eyes closed again. Her breathing deepened. “Yes, I could touch Cheryl’s pussy… Oh, Jerry… Oh… O… I could touch her… Oh, Jer! Oh, OH, OH FUCK!!!”



Carly squeezed me with both arms as she bucked furiously into Jerry’s face. I worried she would bite off my ear. She was also testing the limits of my eardrums. When she settled down I gave her room to breath.



She sat up. “Jerry, that was so terrific… My God! Come here and kiss me!”



They kissed and I reflected on what had just happened. No doubt some would view me as old fashion, but a woman had just carried on a conversation with me while another man went downtown on her, during the course of which she orgasmed, nearly damaging my hearing apparatus. I imagined having a light chat with Cheryl while Jerry ate her out. This imagining excited me beyond belief. I wanted to give Cheryl a call right then, though it would be hard to explain it over the phone.



Jerry laid beside Carly on her other side. Her knees were raised at sharp angles, and she rocked them back and forth as they exchanged sweet nothings. Her hand was now on his cock, not mine, but I didn’t mind.



I refilled our champagne glasses and we each took big sips, after which Carly beckoned me to lay beside her. I put our glasses down and faced her, leaning on my elbow. I fondled her breasts and played with her nipples. She kissed me on the forehead.



“Ah, my boys,” she said, sighing in a contented way. She gave me a squeeze and motioned we were all to rearranged ourselves. Getting up on her hands and knees, she scooted me over. My cock was now directly under her face. “Jerry, come inside me now.” She wiggled her bottom as her mouth descended on my cock while announcing her other intentions. “Okay if I just swallow this time?” I nodded.



As Jerry slowly increased his pace elsewhere, Carly’s face bobbed back and forth over my cock in response. Her eyes were closed as she concentrated on my and Jerry’s cock, his now occupying her other end.



She had trouble doing so as Jerry became increasingly more assertive. She released me to express her appreciation. “Oh, Jer! Harder! Fuck me hard, Jerry!” She resumed with me and the three of us slipped into an interim zone where our increasing bliss diminished the world around us.



Jerry began grunting as his thighs smacked into Carly’s behind. Carly released me again to offer encouragements.



“Jerry, come in me, Jerry! Come in me Jer! Oh… Oh fuck, Jerry.”



She turned her head to sneak a peek at him and shrieked, which I wasn’t expecting. She sat up briskly, which caused Jerry’s cock to fall out just as it began jetting cum, which it was now doing, and for a remarkable distance as his body continued to buck, though, of course, now it was bucking into empty space. I followed Carly’s eyes to see Alexandria standing in the doorway. This too was unexpected.



“Alexandria!” said Carly. “What are you doing here?”



Carly was now on her knees. Jerry’s cum was dripping down her left arm, and he was now standing on the side of the bed unsure whether to run or spontaneously self-combust. For the moment, I was trapped until Carly got out of my way so I swing a leg over and sit up. It was either that or push myself right off the bed, which would have involved falling over backward.



“I have a key,” said Alexandria, who seemed completely unruffled. Carly finally rearranged herself so I could rise. Jerry sat on the bed, and I took Alexandria into the living room.



“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t expect you.”



“You shouldn’t have. I didn’t call. I was just walking by and decided to come up. If you weren’t here I was going to wait for you. I got fired today.”



“Gosh, I’m sorry. Hey, sit on the sofa. I’ll go get some clothes on.”



“You don’t have to. I can see you were busy.”



“No, well. That wasn’t… I mean, I’m not sure how to…”



“Who’s the guy? I never saw him before.”



“He works with Carly and me. I mean, we all used to work together.”



“And you all have sex? That’s pretty cool.” She looked at the empty champagne bottle on the coffee table. “Do you have any more of that? I’m kind of bummed about the job.”



“Sure. Let me get you a glass.” As I went to get her champagne, Carly came out of the bedroom wearing my dress shirt.



“Hey, Alexandria. I’m sorry you had to see that.” She laughed, suggesting that rather than sorry, she was amused. “I can’t imagine what went through your head.”



“I’ve never tried that before.”



“What?”



“Two guys at once. I bet it’s pretty exciting.”



I handed her a glass of champagne.



“Oh, could you grab mine out of the bedroom?” asked Carly. “And you should probably talk to Jerry. He’s a little freaked out.”



I went into the bedroom. Jerry was getting dressed.



“Are you okay?” I asked.



“Yeah. No one’s ever caught me coming before, especially like that. I’ll be frank with you. It was a little embarrassing.” He seemed to blush. 
“Carly told me not to worry about it, so I won’t… So, that’s your Latina friend. She’s a good looker. I hope she’s not traumatized.”



“She’s fine, and thanks.” Why did I say thanks? Under the circumstances at hand, it made me feel creepy.



“Is she staying?”



“She’s having a glass of champagne. She lost her job.”



“That rough. There’s a bit of that going around.”



“Well, you seem okay. I’m going to take Carly her champagne.” I put on a fresh pair of briefs and returned to the living room.



“Here,” I said, handing Carly her glass.



“Alexandria said one of her fellow employees tried to proposition her. She refused him, so he got kind of rough, and she clobbered him with one of those latte creamers. Her boss fired her, not him. I want you and Jerry to go down there and beat him up.”



“I’m so sorry, Alexandria. We should get you a lawyer.”



“That’s right,” said Carly. “She should sue.”



“I don’t want to talk about it right now,” said Alexandria. “I just need to chill for a while.”



Jerry emerged from the bedroom and I introduced them properly.



Carly sat facing Alexandria with an elbow on the back of the sofa while her fingers grazed her chin. Her shirt dangled open freely. Just a few moments earlier my cock was in her mouth and Jerry was fucking her from behind. The idea of it made it difficult to contain my excitement in my slim fitting briefs. Fully realizing the scene Alexandria had walked into had my mind doing aerobics.



Jerry said he should take his leave.



“Oh, no, Jer! Can’t you stay a while?” asked Carly. “Kathy said you could play.” She chuckled.



“It’s not that,” he said. “I just think I should get along now.”



Carly got up from the sofa and took Jerry into my room for a conference.



I sat next to Alexandria. “So, about tonight.”



“You don’t need to explain. Carly told me.”



“What did she tell you?”



“She said this isn’t a normal thing for you guys. You were celebrating.”



“That’s right.”



“I think it’s cool.”



“Good.” I no longer feared she might view me as a swinger warming up for a big to-do later with whips and leather caps. We were just oversexed friends having some adult fun.



“It’s not like this every night.”



She refilled our champagne glasses.



“I told Carly I wanted to sleep with two guys too. I’ve never tried it.”



“You mean, now?”



“Do you think your friend would want to sleep with me?”



What kind of Pandora’s Box had I opened by consenting to the anal sex business the last time we were together? Though I was mildly alarmed by her new ambition, maybe sleeping with two older men wasn’t much of an escalation, though I was sure her mother would disagree. What did I think of Jerry sleeping with Alexandria? It was now beyond my ability to process anything in any meaningful way. We all seemed to have boarded a train with no breaks. No doubt Road Runner was now painting a tunnel on the boulder that would become our doom.



Carly exited the bedroom smiling to the full extent of her capability to smile. She sat next to Alexandria and whispered in her ear, after which they both giggled like two conspiring schoolgirls.



“What’s up?” I asked.



“Nothing!” said Carly. She held up her glass for a refill. “Jerry’s leaving.”



“I got that impression,” I said. I viewed this news with relief. I wasn’t prepared for the four of us to have a go. My mind still hadn’t caught up with the situation and I was beginning to feel the champagne.



“So what were you two giggling about?” I asked.



“Jerry said he would feel Kathy out about you two sleeping with Alexandria, but he didn’t think now was a good time.”



I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, and it certainly wasn’t the sort of behavior a man should entertain who was thinking of getting back together with his ex. What would Cheryl think?



Jerry left, and the remaining three of us sipped champagne in my tiny living room. I sensed I was a third wheel as the two women became more and more absorbed in each other. It felt like I was eavesdropping on a date.






Chapter 14: Pandora’s Box II?

WOMEN HAVE ALL THE POWER


I could stare at attractive women all day and night. How could any man in his right mind not agree? There was no downside to watching pretty women carry on with their lives. They really did have all the power. Troy was conquered due to the beauty of a single woman. Add another to the mix and it was a hopeless case. I knew men who didn’t get it, who viewed women as they might a power tool, useful for one thing and one thing only. It was their loss. These were the men whose lives became entangled with minxes who, being shallow of mind, felt ruining their mate’s lives was a good use of their time.



Neither Carly or Alexandria was this type of woman. Nor were Kathy or Cheryl. Their days didn’t begin with makeup and end with “I have a headache”.



As Carly and Alexandria chatted I studied their body language, the ease with which they touched the other’s arm, thigh, or hand in a nurturing fashion or to add emphasis to what they were saying. At one point, Carly grabbed Alexandria’s arm and said, “Oh, I know what you mean!” I would never do that with a man. Men didn’t grab or touch each other without either causing suspicion or offense.



Carly’s breasts were openly in view thanks to her boredom with buttoning buttons. I wondered if Alexandria admired them or felt any urge to touch them. They were right there, less than two feet away from her eyeballs. Of course she noticed them. They were lovely to look at.



Two women who discovered a physical attraction for each other and let themselves discover the rich rewards of their attraction would never again need a man. If I were a woman, I would never stop touching myself or any other woman that allowed me to touch them. For the most part, men were ill-equipped to be admired. I simply took on good faith that women were attracted to us and ignored the facts of what they were specifically attracted to.



Carly tipped the last of the champagne into their two glasses, barely filling them a quarter each, and gave me a frown to indicate her unhappiness.



“We’re out of champagne,” she said, drawing me out of my stupor.



“That can happen when you drink it all.”



“Funny guy.”



“May I get you two something? I have scotch and vodka. I think there are two beers in the fridge.”



“Do you have tonic water?” asked Alexandria.



“Of course. Who wouldn’t have tonic water on hand? I’m not a barbarian.” I rose to make three vodka tonics. As I was doing so, their normal speech turned to whispers. I decided to give them time to confer this way and went to the bathroom after handing them their drinks. I stepped in the shower for a rinse and wrap a towel around my waist, feeling that would be a step up from sitting around in my briefs.



“Did you have a shower?” asked Carly when I returned.



“Was it in the papers? Did you get a news alert? Yes, I did.”



“You really are a funny guy,” she said. I suspected she also rolled her eyes at Alexandria, who had chuckled when Carly said it.



“So, what were you two talking about?” I asked.



“Girl stuff,” said Carly. This made her laugh.



“No, really. What were you talking about? It sounded conspiratorial.”



Alexandria gave me a smile. “We’re going to touch each other and see how it feels.”



“You mean you two?” I didn’t think she meant me. We already knew how it felt to touch each other.



“Yeah,” said Carly. “We’re going to experiment.” She looked at Alexandria then back to me. “She wants to feel my pussy. Does that excite you, Charlie? You can watch us.”



I was glad to be wearing a towel. I smiled but said nothing.



“Hey, let’s go have a shower after we finish these drinks,” said Carly, looking at Alexandria, who smiled and nodded. I wondered if I could watch that too.



They finished their drinks and went off to shower. I decided to leave them to it and tidied up the apartment. I straightened out the bed to eliminate the signs of its latest debaucheries. Thanks to Jerry’s earlier convulsing ejaculations into mid-air, I wanted to change the sheets, then remembered I hadn’t yet washed the only other set in my possession. I made do with fluffing the pillows and called it good.



As I finished, Carly came out of the bathroom toweling off, followed by Alexandria doing the same. They dropped their towels to the floor before climbing into bed. I picked them up and hung them properly in the bath. When I returned, they were laying next to each other nude and giggling.



“What’s so funny?” I asked, sitting at the foot of the bed.



“We don’t know where to start,” said Alexandria.



“Normal couples often kiss before they make love,” I said, helpfully. They looked at each other and giggled again. The idea of them kissing tented my towel.



Carly leaned over, which made their boobs touch, and shyly kissed Alexandria’s lips. After, they looked at each other, smiling. Alexandria’s left knee raised and swayed. Carly kissed her again and Alexandria’s knee swayed even further. With the next kiss, their lips parted as they brought their tongues into the action. This time Alexandria’s breasts heaved, and Carly’s right leg rose over Alexandria’s left thigh. As they kissed even more, I noted Carly’s pelvis begin to roll into Alexandria.



This was pretty much how it went between a man and a woman.



Carly whispered into Alexandria’s ear, who nodded in response. They broke apart to catalog and evaluate the new sensations of having kissed a woman in this new way. Giggling seemed di rigueur as they acclimated to this new frontier.



The sight of Carly’s leg over Alexandria’s thigh and the view of this from my angle made me ache. As a watcher, I was destined to be in agony. These were two lovely women.



Now emboldened, Alexandria felt Carly’s breasts. Carly watched with rapt attention as, between the forefinger and thumb of Alexandria’s left hand, her nipple was raised to prominence. Seeing Alexandria’s hand on Carly’s boob was excitement enough, but when her mouth descended over it, I went into sensory overload, as did Carly, who gasped.



Alexandria’s head rocked back and forth as she sucked Carly’s nipple. What I assumed would be a brief recon mission turned into a full-on nipple sucking, and Carly’s continuing gasps and moans indicated she found it agreeable.



When Alexandria broke away, they kissed as Carly now felt Alexandria’s breasts, and with a fervor and energy that spoke of urgency. She was really into feeling Alexandria’s breasts, just as I’d always been, adding one more thing to the things we had in common.



They got lost in each other for a good five minutes of kissing and fondling before they broke to gather their breath. Of course, they giggled as they assimilated even more of their sensations into memory form.



Carly whispered into Alexandria’s ear, who once more nodded, which I assumed was a signal acknowledging consent. Carly removed her leg from Alexandria’s thigh as her hand, after a brief refresher with Alexandria’s breasts, moved down to her tummy.



Carly’s fingers, extended, drew circles over Alexandria’s tum, which grew wider and wider until they dipped into her pubic hair. This event startled both of them. For the first time, for all I knew, Alexandria’s pubic region was being explored by another woman’s fingers and, also for the first time, Carly’s hand was exploring another woman’s swimsuit area. I should have taken a picture.



Carly drew large circles that wandered over Alexandria’s thighs and up and over her pubic line, and then the circles tightened. Alexandria’s pelvis was undulating as Carly’s leg, as if drawn without her consent, returned over Alexandria’s lower thigh. I could see her excitement was growing. Her lips were swollen and pink.



There was more whispering and nodding. Carly’s hand cupped Alexandria’s puss, and her middle finger explored. Alexandria released a loud gasp as if she was in sudden shock. Her hand descended to cover Carly’s, who momentarily arrested her hand. A whisper followed, then a nod, and Carly’s hand resumed, its fingers now dancing over and dipping into Alexandria’s slit.



My cock, almost in panic mode, was leaking tears like a whining child. I nearly touched myself for relief.



I didn’t know how to read Alexandria’s moans. They were different than the moans I usually elicited. They were almost tender, and suggestive of submission. She was letting herself be manipulated by another woman. She had another woman’s fingers inside her most intimate aspect. If I was any judge of appreciation, my guess was she liked it.



Carly dialed things up. Her fingers plunged and twirled. She kissed Alexandria’s nipples and lips, who continued to moan even more loudly, but still submissively. She was giving in, letting Carly take her to a cliff. Alexandria’s pelvis heaved into Carly’s hand, and her moans became more desperate. They were reaching now. Carly was ascendant, dominating, encouraging. She was Alexandria’s guide into sapphic bliss.



There was no going back. Alexandria’s hips gyrated into Carly’s purling fingers. As she came, she released a string of expletives, of “‘ah’s” and “‘o’s” mixed with gentle purring noises. When it was over she curled into a ball rocking herself as Carly stroked her bottom and torso. When Alexandria unfurled herself, they embraced in a quiet, soothing fashion.



I almost came into my towel just watching them.



After a few minutes and several glasses of water, they were once more composed and facing each other on their sides, their hands freely roaming, but not in a purposeful way other than to seal their connection.



I wondered if they’d forgotten I was there.



After another round of whispers, Carly laid on her back. Alexandria sat on Carly’s midsection, then leaned over to dragged her nipples over Carly’s, swinging her boobs back and forth. Carly smiled and they kissed, after which, Alexandria dragged her nipples over Carly’s mouth. This drove me out of my mind.



Alexandria rolled off and her hands and fingers began exploring. Carly opened her legs as Alexandria’s hand slipped between them, and the former’s appreciation was immediate. She too gasped when Alexandria’s fingers made their first contact. I could see Carly’s swollen lips furling over Alexandria’s finger as it rose and descended.



Alexandria took her time. There’s was no ramping up or teasing, no bold moves. She simply played with Carly’s pussy like it was a new toy. She watched her fingers roam, seemingly dazzled by where she’d found them—in another’s woman slit. She already knew this territory from a personal perspective, which gave her superior knowledge to my own.



What followed surprised me. After kissing Carly’s nipples and exchanging a soulful kiss, Alexandria got between Carly’s legs and, astonishing both Carly and myself, descended with her mouth to lick Carly’s now swollen and eager lips. Carly almost raptured into Heaven. I expected her to be gone in a poof. She not only wailed, but she also screamed.



“OH FUCK!!! ALEXANDRIA!!! NO!!! DON’T!!! OH GOD!!! YES!!!”



Alexandria’s posture put her ass in the air, and it was all I could do not to climb over it with greedy intentions, but as it turned out, not much will was required. She paused what she was doing long enough to instruct me.



“Charlie, fuck me!”



I couldn’t resist. I was long overdue to feel my cock inside either of these women. Its yearning for this moment meant I barely had to move. Just feeling my cock slowly slide along the molten walls of Alexandria’s interior was enough. I was afraid to thrust.



“OH MY GOD!!!” wailed Carly. “OH FUCK, I’M COMING… OH GOD FUCKING YES!!! As Carly heaved into Alexandria’s face, the motion made it impossible not to thrust. Alexandria was clenching my cock as if it would never let go. I came with an unfamiliar vigor as pulse after pulse jetted my essence into Alexandria. It lasted forever. And when the near blackout in my brain ceased I was lying over Alexandria, who was now lying over Carly. It took a moment to gather my bearings.



I fell to Alexandria’s side and panted like a greyhound.



A moment later Alexandria was gone and Carly was whispering in my ear.



“I think it worked, huh? I’m a lesbian now.”



I opened my eyes and we kissed.



“Sorry to lose you to the other side.”



“Okay, maybe I’m bi. It’s means I’ll have twice the opportunities to get off now.”



I turned to face her, leaning on my elbow. “You need more sex in your life? I think we all need to find a Twelve-Step program for sex addicts.”



“It’s better than being addicted to meth, don’t you think?”



“Immeasurably.” We kissed. She looked at my cock.



“Look at your poor pecker. I think we broke it.”



“It’s just resting.”



She put her hand over my cock. I liked the warmth of her palm, which reminded me that hope springs eternal.



Alexandria came out of the bathroom rubbing a towel over her face. Carly sat up and opened her arms, suggesting they have an embrace. They gave each other loud kisses and giggled, then Alexandria sat on the bed and leaned over and kissed me. She seemed stoical.



“Are you okay, Alexandria?” I asked.



She nodded and smiled.



“We both took quite a leap there,” said Carly. “I didn’t expect you to eat my pussy.” She laughed.



“I didn’t either,” said Alexandria. “It surprised me too. I liked it.”



“Do you think it’ll become a habit?” I asked.



She chuckled. “Maybe.”



“You two won’t need me anymore.” I pretended to be deeply affected by this sentiment, expecting they would both chime in with their assurances that this wouldn’t be the case. They remained silent.



Carly yawned, followed by Alexandria and myself.



“I guess we’re all sleeping together,” said Carly. “If this keeps up, Charlie, you’re going to have to buy a king sized bed.



“I’ll put it on the shopping list.” We all got up to sort out the bed. I went and turned out the lights in the living room and bath and returned to find them cuddled together on one side of the bed. Alexandria was in the middle. I climbed it and cuddled into her back. She turned and gave me a goodnight kiss, then faced Carly. I heard them kiss.



Lying in the bed naked with them made me wonder about Cheryl. What would she really think of this? And could what happened that night ever happen again if we got back together? Would the four of us ever all make love together?



Or had we opened another Pandora’s box?






Chapter 15: Profundities

WE ARE WHAT WE ARE



A faraway laugh woke me. I was in bed with a naked Alexandria, which I viewed as a good start for the day, but Carly was absent. I found her in the living room staring at her phone. She wore nothing but a pair of my briefs, and the temperature in the apartment was stifling. I looked at the thermostat. Instead of my normal setting, Carly had cranked it to eighty-five degrees.



“Warm enough for you?” I asked, while adjusting the thermostat.



“Oh, hey, Charlie. Yeah, it’s cozy now. I made coffee.”



“What do you mean you made coffee?” I had a nice espresso machine, with which you couldn’t have made coffee. You had to make it, each time you wanted a cup.



“In that little drippy thing of yours.” She pointed to the general direction of the kitchen.



“The drip coffee maker? I haven’t used it since I moved in. I’m sure it’s all moldy by now.”



“It does taste kind of funky.” She took a sip from her cup. “Yeah, definitely a little funky.”



I made an espresso and joined her on the sofa.



“I heard a laugh while I was lying in bed.”



“Oh, right. That was me.” Of course it was. Alexandria was still sleeping.



“Well, what was so funny?”



“I forget… Anyway, I’ve moved on. I’m looking for how to be a lesbian.”



“I told you. You’re not a lesbian unless it’s your orientation.”



“Right. Bi, then… I don’t get scissoring.” She showed me an image.



“I think they have something in the mix there, like a two-headed dildo. They’re sharing it.”



“I guess I have to go shopping… How are you this morning? Has your pecker recovered?” She laughed as she fondled my pecker.



“I think it’s recovered.”



“I’ll say.”



“So what do you think about last night?” I asked.



“Why? Are you getting broody? I thought it was fun. I made some real progress there, don’t you think?” She chuckled. “Oh, I don’t know about this.” She showed me a strap-on penis. “I mean, if you don’t like men, why would you use a dildo or a strap-on?”



“For stimulation. You could use a carrot or zucchini too. It’s the shape that counts, not what it resembles.”



“You’ve really thought about this. Are you a lesbian?” She laughed.



“Not that I’m aware of.”



“Listen,” she said, after checking over her shoulder. Her voice turned into a whisper. “I don’t know about going down on a woman. I thought of doing it last night but just couldn’t. She’s so hairy down there, especially between her legs. Have you noticed?”



I nodded and smiled. Carly was right. Alexandria was hairy down there, but I liked it. It was entirely natural for it to be that way.



“Charlie, how do you do it? Do you close your eyes or what?”



“I do close my eyes,” I said. “Why?”



“I don’t when I blow you. I like to look to see who I’m blowing.”



“So, don’t go down on women. Just take it off the list.”



“But then I think of Cheryl. I’ve seen your pictures. She’s hardly got any hair, and it’s blond. You can see her puss, and I think about going down on her and get a little goosebumpy. I was thinking about her earlier.”



“So, be selective. Men certainly are.” Cheryl didn’t have much pubic hair, and what there was of it was fine and blonde. I loved how she looked there, which was in stark contrast to Alexandria’s situation. Carly scored in the middle.



“Yeah,” said Carly. “I feel bad about Alexandria, though. It’s impolite when you don’t reciprocate oral sex. I read that earlier.”



“Life is full of problems.”



“And then you die… I bet you dug watching us.”



I had dug it, and I’d already thought of watching Carly and Cheryl digging each other. As a man, I had no other choice but to imagine it.



“I did enjoy watching. I won’t lie about it.”



“Anytime.”



Carly picked at something on her left breast, and rather roughly so. She scratched a spot.



“Pimple,” she said.



“Oh.”



“I had one on my ass the other day. It was a beast.”



“Sorry to hear it… Listen…”



“Here it comes, the brooding.”



“Just listen, okay?”



“I’m still here, Charlie.”



“What happens if I get back with Cheryl? Could you see last night happening with Cheryl?”



“With Alexandria too?”



“That’s not what I meant, but start there.” What I had meant was, could she see herself with Cheryl and me.



“No, not really. Alexandria has been a known quantity to us for a long time. I’ve been gabbing with her a lot longer than you’ve been screwing her. To Cheryl, she’d just be a girl off the street, so to speak.”



“So what about just you, Cheryl, and me? Is that something we want? Do you want it?”



“We’ve talked about this.” Carly gave it another think. “I think if the opportunity came up, I would be happy. If it doesn’t happen, I’ll be okay with that too. Do I want it to happen? I think so. I’m kind of excited by all this, Charlie. I’m having a ball with you. I’d hate for that to stop.”



I was pleased to hear it, which made me anxious over the great unknown—what would Cheryl like? If she knew what we’d been up to, would she approve? She gave me one indication over our lunch when she said Kathy had told her about Jerry, Carly and me sleeping together. She’d even seemed intrigued.



Wearing only her panties, Alexandria appeared from the bedroom yawning and stretching, which caused Carly and me to yawn in sympathy. We didn’t feel the need to stretch. She said good morning and gave Carly a big smooch, which caused the latter’s eye to widen in surprise. I, on the other hand, did not get smooched.



Alexandria made an espresso, but only after banging the grounds out of the portafilter with enough force to dent the stainless steel sink. When she joined us on the sofa, she sat between us, forcing us to give her room.



“Thanks for last night,” she said.



“You’re welcome,” I said, though I wasn’t sure exactly who she was thanking. Carly or me? “I’m sorry about your job.”



“I was quitting in a month anyway. I’m going home for the holidays.”



Yes, the holidays were coming. I’d completely forgotten they were on the near horizon. When you’re unemployed, you lose track of everything. The first thing you lose is your self-esteem, recalling important dates, the will to shave, and the ability not to sulk.



“That’s nice,” said Carly. “Miami?”



“Yeah.”



“God, we should go too, Charlie,” said Carly. “I can go topless on South Beach! Isn’t that right, Alexandria?”



“If you want to. I go there, but I don’t take off my top. The Cuban women generally don’t. The white girls do it, and the Europeans.”



The idea of a Miami trip did sound pleasing, but my hope was by then, we’d be scrambling to get our business going. That would include going to China to sign contracts with suppliers. Also, the “we” could well include Cheryl. This is when a future incorporating the present seemed most improbable. Me traveling to Miami with three attractive women, all of whom I slept with?



Alexandria drained her espresso and stood.



“Charlie, come with me.” Carly shot me a quizzical look, perhaps reflecting my own. Alexandria went into the bedroom and I followed. She stood by the bed and removed her panties.



“Are you going back to sleep?” I asked.



“No, Charlie. I want to make love to you.”



With Carly in the next room, I wasn’t sure how to respond. It was a peculiar situation. I removed my briefs and climbed into bed anyway. She cuddled into me and cupped a hand over my cock. We kissed. She smelled like Pepsodent.



“Charlie, now that I don’t have my job I won’t be seeing you so much. I won’t have to come to this part of town anymore.”



I felt a sting thinking I was only a convenience stop, but let it slide.



“I’ve liked fucking you, and the dinners, and just hanging out.” She pumped my cock.



“We can still see each other.”



“I know. We will, just not as much.”



“I’m sorry to hear it.” I was sorry, but not devastated. I knew this day would come.



She climbed over me and sat on my cock. I could feel her damp heat. She slid back and forth over it with her hands on my shoulders and eyes closed.



I rolled my pelvis and she lifted so she could insert my cock.



She rocked over me quietly, almost meditatively. I looked at her fine body and felt sad thinking I might not see her again. I wasn’t sure if that was what this was about. She was only in my orbit due to her job and connection to Carly. As her job was around the corner, I was a handy stopover. Now she no longer had the job.



She pulled me over on top and clasped her legs over my back. I felt her fire increasing, and responded accordingly. I was sure her moans now reached Carly on the sofa.



She panted in my ear. “Oh, Charlie… Oh, Follame… Oh… Fuck me, Charlie!” She came sweetly and quietly, almost sentimentally. There was something about it that made my heart weep. My cocked pulsed wildly, but she responded gently, sipping me in, mildly clenching and squeezing my shaft. I laid on top of her and she cooed in my ear. “Oh, Charlie, te amo my Charlie…”  We both fell into a zone resembling sleep.



After a long while, she tapped my back and I rolled off her.



“I’m going to take a shower,” she said. “Then I have to go.”



She left me on the bed. I wondered what Carly had heard, but not for long. She appeared in the doorway.



“You two having fun without me?” She smiled and sat on the bed.



“Sorry.”



“Don’t be. It sounded sweet.”



“It was different. She told me she wanted to make love, and it sounded like she was saying it to mean for the last time.”



“You knew it wouldn’t last forever. She told me last night she was sad because she wouldn’t be seeing us as much.”



“I didn’t know she felt that way.”



“She’s just being realistic.”



Alexandria emerged from the bath.



“Hi, hon,” said Carly. “You’re getting ready to go?”



“Yeah. I’ve got a class in an hour.” She stepped into her panties, then put on her bra. She looked so lovely, so dark and exotic, my heart wept again.



“We’ll miss seeing you so much,” said Carly. She got up and gave Alexandria a hug. They kissed before separating.



“I’ll miss you guys too.” She pulled on her jeans, zipped them up, and pulled on her top. She sat on the bed to put on her boots. Carly and I watched in silence, probably both marveling at her exotic looks.



Alexandria stood. “Well, I’ll be going. Thanks for everything.” We followed her to the front door and exchanged hugs.



“Oh, I’ve got your key.” She reached into her bag.



“Keep it,” I said. “You never know when you’ll be in the neighborhood.”



Alexandria smiled and left.



Carly took me by hand and led me back into the bedroom.



“Just hold me for a while, Charlie. Okay?” We laid on the bed and held each other silently. The sounds of the city filtered in through the single pane windows. Carly drifted off until a siren erupted in the near distance.



She kissed my cheek.



“You fell asleep?”



“Kind of.” She cuddled into me. “You already blew your load, huh?”



“That’s such a sweet way to put it.”



She chuckled. “I know. It was pretty vulgar, wasn’t it?” She felt my cock. It responded. She reached into my briefs and held it.



“I take it you have an itch,” I said.



“No. Kind of. We don’t have to do anything. I like saving it up, too.”



She drifted back to sleep and I rose to start my day for real. It was after ten o’clock and I felt I was behind on our project. I was working my way through our prospect lists, all taken from Team Designs prospective customer rolls. Jerry was working his own list.



I sat at my small dining table and dug in. Within two hours I was halfway through the list and had shifted twelve new clients to the “call us when you get going” column, which was promising. I stretched and made another espresso. I stood drinking it while leaning in my bedroom doorway. Carly remained asleep. She looked cute wearing my briefs. She’d push off the covers because of her earlier mischief with my thermostat. It was still like an oven in my apartment.



I went back to my dining table and organized my notes, called Jerry to give him an update, and roamed the internet to catch up on the world.



It wasn’t looking so good, but it hadn’t looked good my entire life. I wasn’t an activist of any stripe and kept my political views to myself. I didn’t enjoy discussing politics. I also didn’t follow sports, so socially, I was handicapped, particularly around other men. I didn’t let it bother me. I did watch the Olympics, so I wasn’t a complete anti-sportest.



I played basketball in high school but hadn’t excelled. Because I’m tall, people thought I’d be a natural, and there’s nothing worse than being tall and sucking at basketball. I preferred solo sports, like skiing and tennis. I felt my best hiking. I could hike all day.



I heard activity in the bathroom and soon Carly stood over me with a hand on my shoulder. She yawned like a lioness and then giggled at herself.



“Boy, I was really zonked out there.” She shook her head and yawned again. “Whatcha doin’ there?”



“I was just cleaning up my lists. I made some calls. On the client side, we’re looking pretty good.”



“That’s great! I don’t have much to do now but sit around being unemployed.”



“Enjoy it. If this thing flies we’ll be pretty busy for a while.”



“Do you want some coffee?” she asked.



“Not that drip coffee stuff. I’ll make us espressos.”



“Espresso is like a religion to you.” She smiled and sat on the sofa to look at her phone. “Cheryl texted. She asked me to call her.”



“That’s it? She didn’t mention what she wanted?”



“Nope. I’ll call her when I get home.”



“So, you’re not staying?”



“Charlie, I’m sitting here in your underwear. Don’t you think I should get on some fresh clothes?



“Why? Is it opera night again? Are you going to some gala?”



“I wanted to have some lesbian friends over for a potluck. Get it?”



I handed her the espresso and sat beside her.



“Get what?”



“Nevermind. It didn’t work the way I though it might. You know, pot? Like a woman’s twat is like a pot.”



“You’re right. It didn’t work.” I took a sip of my espresso.



“I’m thinking we shouldn’t see each other until we have dinner at Jerry and Kathy’s.”



I had to think about that. Why would she feel not seeing me until then was a good idea? Maybe she thought it would help me clear my mind for the meeting with Cheryl. Not for the business aspect, but the personal one.



“You’re thinking I have to see Cheryl without the stink of our screwing hanging over me.”



“My thoughts exactly.” She laughed. “You really do need to shower, you know. You smell like Alexandria’s hoochie.”



“You don’t mean hoochie. That’s a young woman who sleeps around. Alexandria doesn’t have a hoochie.”



“Her twat, then.”



“I’ll shower in a minute… You might be right about taking a break, though.”



“I mean now, but also after you see her, if you guys start talking about being a happily married couple again.”



“I’m pretty happy with you. Maybe we should just get married.” I just tossed that out. I’m not sure why.



“Right,” said Carly. “You know how this works between us. We don’t do heavy. That’s what wives and husbands are for. We do light. What did that actor say? ‘Keep the arguments clean and the sex dirty’?”



“That was Paul Newman. He was talking about marriage.”



“Oh. Well, we don’t really have arguments anyway, but we do the dirty sex stuff.”



“Cheryl likes dirty sex too.”



“I think we all do,” said Carly. “I wonder if my mom licked my dad’s balls.”



“What you have is a dirty mind.”



“Sometimes, maybe. But I also like needle-point.”



“This conversation is going nowhere.” I looked at my watch. How could it already be five o’clock? I was glad I got some work done.



“I noticed that too.” Carly yawned once again like a lioness. It was the only way to describe it. Her mouth opened so wide, you could have stuck a canon in it. She only covered her mouth near the end. “I guess I’ll stay if that’s okay with you.”



“It’s fine. We can order up some food and finish The Tudors.”



“So, I guess you can take a shower now.” Carly wrinkled her nose.



I got up and went to shower. A minute later she joined me. She lathered me from head to toe and I returned the favor. After we dried off, she put on a fresh pair of my briefs and a clean t-shirt and sat on the bed to file her nails. I tidied up the bathroom, gathering the towels the women had left everywhere but on the towel racks.



To be honest, I would miss this time with Carly if Cheryl and I put our relationship back together. I felt sure Carly would still play a part in my life but knew it wouldn’t be the same. Even if we had an “open” marriage, my day-to-day life would be with Cheryl. We’d see Carly socially and I would see her separately at work. Would we still knock boots in the stockroom? That now seemed far-fetched, and it would be unreasonable to assume otherwise. I was looking for directions to a road that didn’t yet exist. There were no convenient answers.



“Did you smell those?” asked Carly, while filing a pinky. She blew on her nails and looked at them.



“Smell what?”



“Those towels.”



I hadn’t thought of smelling them. I seldom occurred to me to smell my towels other than when using them.



“No. Tell me, why do you always drop your towels on the floor? Alexandria does that too.”



“Are you my mom?”



“I’m just wondering. Cheryl always hung her’s up.”



“See, that’s why she should be your wife and I should be your hoochie… Did I use that word right?”



“Close enough.” She may have had a point. Cheryl was a true adult. Carly wavered between spunky coed and adult. You never knew where her head was at in any given moment. Cheryl, on the other hand, was steady as a rock.



That was the difference between them.






Chapter 16: Take My Wife, Please

REVELATIONS, RECRIMINATIONS & A GOOD SHOW


Though Carly and I kept our distance for the days leading up to the dinner at Jerry and Kathy’s and our meeting with Cheryl, we shared the ride there. As we lived near each other it made sense. It would have looked illogical had we arrived separately.



Kathy, who I hadn’t seen in a while, looked her usual sexy and attractive self, though now I was viewing her through the same lenses which had watched the video of her stark naked under her similarly attired neighbor. It was hard to view her without the x-ray vision of memory. She had changed her hair and for the better. It was now shoulder-length versus its usual short-crop and fell elegantly around her face. Like Carly, she looked effortlessly chic. Kathy wore a v-neck flannel popover laying open across the upper quadrants of her breasts. Her tight jeans completed the look.



She gave us each a hug, and after several minutes we concluded the preliminary chit-chat clarifying how long it had been since we last all saw each other. Jerry, a real laggard when it came to greeting guests, finally appeared, and I wondered how he and Carly would greet each other, now that they had intermingled their intimate bits. They merely hugged as Kathy smiled, not seeming to mind the presence of a “hoochie” in her foyer.



There was no sign of Cheryl.



We assembled in the kitchen where Jerry poured wine. It smelled of roasting prime rib, which Kathy removed from her oven with some fanfare to let the juices settle before being carved.



“Cheryl called,” said Kathy. “She’ll be a little late.” Hearing mention of a call reminded me Carly had missed one from Cheryl days earlier. I never heard the outcome.



We toasted and chatted over the usual stuff that appears foremost in the minds of people sharing a bottle of wine in the suburbs. Carly and Kathy seemed unusually chummy. I wondered if they were discussing pointers about sleeping with Jerry. I would have listened more intently, but Jerry was bringing me up to speed on his latest efforts on behalf of “Fuck Buddies”, revealing a surprising amount of good news.



The doorbell rang and, as Halloween had passed, we felt safe assuming it was Cheryl. Kathy responded to the bell, leaving the rest of us in the kitchen. A minute later Cheryl appeared looking fresh and pink-cheeked and, though not dressed to kill, which would have been over the top for this occasion, she was dressed to maim, wearing a revealing wrap silhouette top over tight jeans.



She gave Carly and Jerry a kissy hug before reaching me. I got neither a kiss or a hug.



“Hi, Charlie,” she said. “How are you?”



“Great, thanks. You?”



“I’m great!” Jerry handed her a glass of wine and a moment of silence followed. Cheryl sipped her wine revealing no discomfort.



“That’s a pretty top,” said Kathy, speaking to Cheryl. “You both look nice!” She was now referring to Carly as well. They discussed their outfits while Jerry and I sipped wine and listened, feeling no need to discuss our clothing choices for the evening.



Within twenty minutes we were seated around a nicely set dining table gorging on prime rib. Jerry and Kathy were on a carnivore diet, which explained the lack of sides aside from a crisp salad containing an inordinate amount of ingredients. I must have eaten two pounds of beef, which was fine with me. The wine flowed throughout.



After our nice dinner, Cheryl, looking at the three Fuck Buddies co-founders, got the ball rolling.



“So, you guys wanted to talk about business.”



“That’s right,” said Jerry, smiling. “I guess now is as good a time as any.” He left us to gather whatever he had prepared for the meeting with Cheryl. When he returned, he drew us back into the kitchen, where he spread the information he’d assembled across the kitchen island. There were charts, graphs, pro forma profit and loss statements prepared by Carly, cash flow projections and staffing diagram showing Cheryl’s name alongside Jerry’s and my own under “account management”.



Jerry explained everything in detail and Cheryl listened without interrupting. When reviewing the staffing diagram, she tapped her name with a manicured fingernail.



“Kathy told me about this one.”



Jerry looked at Kathy. We had hoped to surprise Cheryl with the proposal of her joining the company.



“I just told her you’d mentioned something about it,” said Kathy. “I think it’s a good idea.” Kathy’s career elsewhere was already on a high track, a fact that made Jerry more willing to step out on his own. Only for Carly and myself was it do or die.



Cheryl drummed the counter with her fingertips. She went back and forth between the documents reading them thoroughly.



“What’s your worst-case scenario here?” she asked.



“Pretty much what you’re looking at,” said Jerry. “We’ve kept the numbers conservative all around.”



“It looks like you guys might have something here.” A cup holding pens and pencils sat on the counter by the sink. Cheryl grabbed a pen and crossed her name off the staffing diagram. “I’m not interested in a job.”



“Aw, I was really hoping you’d like the idea,” said Carly, sounding sincerely disappointed. “We could use you.”



“I have other plans,” said Cheryl, rather cryptically. “Look, this is all great and I’ll be honest. If Charlie wants to sell the house, I’ll go for it. But I’m not going to take a hit. I want every dime back I put into it. Charlie can do what he wants with the rest.”



Kathy patted Cheryl’s shoulder. “I’m sure they’ll all appreciate that, Cheryl.”



I nodded. “That’s fine with me. I’ll take the hit. I appreciate your willingness to help us out.”



“My pleasure.” She said this in a very business-like manner. “Listen, now that we have that out of the way, I’d like to talk. I want you all to listen.”



“We can go in the living room,” said Kathy, and in such a way to suggest she knew this was coming. “I’ll open more wine and take it in there.”



“Okay,” I said. I had no idea what Cheryl wanted us to listen to. It felt like we were all headed to the principal’s office. We assembled on the sofa and occasional chairs in the living room and gave the floor to my ex-wife.



She shifted her chair around so it faced the group head-on rather than from an angle. After a stern look in my direction, she began her spiel:



“You all know I cheated on Charlie at my class reunion,” she began. “Let me summarize what happened. I’ve never denied it. I’m the one who told Charlie about it. I had reason to believe he might be okay with it, and I’ll tell you why. Charlie and I discussed this already over a recent lunch, but I want you all to hear it with Charlie present. I don’t think he really understood where I was coming from before.”



Cheryl told everyone about our trip the Caribbean, our fling with nudism, and the ensuing conversations about her being naked around other men and the effect it had on me in particular, and on us as a couple. She then discussed how we had speculated about her sleeping with other men, and how that idea excited me even more. She emphasized we had made love after like two horny teens. I hadn’t shared our story in such fine detail with anyone. As Cheryl summed up the trip, I detected a look from Carly that was not exactly “warm”.



“Kathy’s known all along about this,” said Cheryl. “She’s been my rock. Jerry didn’t know before, or that after I told Kathy about our Caribbean trip, she warmed up to the idea of her and Jerry having an open marriage.”



Kathy nodded. “That’s true, Jerry.”



“So, after all that, Charlie threw a fit when I did sleep with another guy, and two months later were officially divorced. I was kicked out of my marriage. I’d gotten a Scarlet Letter pinned to my lapel. I’m now living in a ridiculous house Charlie and I bought as an investment. Anyone who thinks I made out like a bandit in the divorce is wrong. Living there has been a nightmare. It had been Charlie’s and my dream, and then it became like a coffin to me.



“Three months later, Charlie is sleeping with Carly. She called me before anything happened and ask how I’d feel if they got together. I told her I was fine with it, and I was. I have nothing, and I mean nothing, against two people who like each other having sex. A month later, Charlie picked up with another woman, a girl really, and started having sex with her too. I knew Carly was fine with it. So, why couldn’t Charlie have been fine with me having sex with a guy I knew in high school, and had sex with a hundred times before? You see where I’m headed here?



“It was fine for Charlie to have sex with two women, but I was a slut for sleeping with an old boyfriend. It didn’t seem fair. And then Kathy had sex with their neighbor, and Jerry was fine with it. I am too. I’m happy for them. I think it’s great. And then Jerry has sex with Carly, and Kathy is fine with that, which I also think is great. But I’m still a slut, right? Do you see how it looks to me? It doesn’t look fair.



“Charlie has never put two and two together this whole time. He’s never called me to apologize for overreacting. Then, all of the sudden, he offers an apology over a lunch. Why? Because he needs me to sell the house so he can cash in. What am I supposed to think of that?



“Anyway, he’ll get his money. He’s got two women he’s sleeping with, a business prospect that may work out very well, and what do I have? The money’s always been locked in the house. I’ve always had that. What I want back is my self-respect.



“What I want is for you to tell Charlie what you really think. Do you think he acted correctly? If so, well, I need to know—I’m not talking to Kathy here. She’s with me already. I see you’re all getting along and having a great time. You’re fucking and laughing and enjoying each other. None of you is wearing a Scarlet Letter. I’ve been wearing one while sitting in a big, empty house, and why is that? Because I fucked someone who wasn’t my husband.”



We sat in silence, and I wasn’t sure what to expect next. I had been called onto the carpet, and I completely saw the logic that put me there. No one would have thought I acted irrationally in 1950. This wasn’t 1950. The times had changed, but I had locked myself in a mindset thanks to my own indiscretions in college.



“You fucked up, Charlie,” said Carly. “You never told me about what you told Cheryl in the Caribbean.”



“I mentioned it.”



“Not what Cheryl told us.”



“That’s true, Charlie,” said Jerry. “I never knew the full story either. Kathy never mentioned it.”



“Jerry,” said Kathy. “I told you to talk to Charlie, even before their divorce. You told me it wasn’t your business to tell Charlie anything. We had an argument over it.”



Jerry nodded, perhaps feeling it wasn’t the time for them to have a separate discussion about who knew what when. He turned to me.



“Charlie, I understand Cheryl’s point of view. I think you need to give that whole situation a review. Maybe things could have worked out differently between you two.”



I didn’t disagree with anyone’s comments, even Cheryl’s. I didn’t feel cornered now. I saw the light. I’d let a marriage evaporate over a situation that amounted to nothing more than a misunderstanding. I had told Cheryl it excited me to think of her with another man, and in such a way that she thought I would go for it. Though she took liberties interpreting what we had discussed, she hadn’t made anything up.



I mustered my courage.



“Cheryl, again, I’m sorry about how I reacted, and not because of the house and my need for the money. We should have talked it out. I never wanted the divorce either. I was just locked in a frame of mind that saw no alternative. Now I see things differently. Kathy and Jerry have opened my mind. So has Carly. The idea of you with another man did excite me. I told you it did, and now I know I mean it.”



“And can could handle it, Charlie?”



“Knowing what I do now, I would have reacted differently when you came back from your class reunion. I’m not saying I would have been thrilled. That’s something we would have to talk about.”



“I know that. I shouldn’t have done it without your consent. But what if I now wanted to sleep with Jerry? Would I have your consent? Could you handle it if I slept with him? Would you still love me if I did, and want to be married to me?”



I looked at Jerry, now showing great signs of discomfort. Had he already slept with Cheryl? No, that didn’t seem probable. It was purely a rhetorical question. Kathy looked as calm as ever, apparently unruffled by the idea of Jerry having sex with Cheryl.



The words weren’t coming, so I nodded.



“Not good enough, Charlie. Say you could handle it. Say it would excite you.”



Now I did feel shoved into a corner. Jerry was right there. I knew thinking about the prospect had excited me. It had excited me to see him sleep with Carly. Why would it be any different if he slept with Cheryl? I liked Jerry. I wouldn’t mind sleeping with his wife. It wasn’t like Cheryl was asking if she could go out and bang strangers. She only wanted to do what I wanted to do too, more or less. I had to man up, though I knew I would feel the slings and arrows of panic ripping through my heart to see her make love to another man. I also knew my cock would respond differently.



“I can handle it, Cheryl. I promise. Things are different now.”



“Then let’s prove it.” She stood and pulled off her top. Had we not all already been silent, a hush would certainly have fallen over the room. Cheryl smiled at Kathy, who nodded, suggesting she consented to whatever was on Cheryl’s mind.



Cheryl didn’t leave us in suspense.



“I want you to fuck me, Jerry. Right here.” She grabbed his hand to lift him out of his chair. He shot a look at me shaking his head. He appeared as surprised as I did. A quick glance at Carly suggested she was also not expecting this turn in the evening, though that could have been a front. She never told me why Cheryl had called. But only Kathy seemed fully in on it. Of course, she had to have given Cheryl her consent beforehand. She was in on this. Jerry clearly was not.



Cheryl started unbuttoning his shirt.



“Cheryl,” he said. “What are you doing?”



“We’re going to fuck each other in front of Charlie. Kathy said it was okay.”



He looked at Kathy. “Don’t you want to, honey?” she asked, as if she was offering a fresh slice of pie. “It’s okay.”



Cheryl pushed his shirt off his shoulders and started on his trousers. “Don’t you want to feel my breasts, Jerry? You can take off my bra. Charlie loved to do that for me.” She looked at me. “Didn’t you Charlie?”



Jerry watched Cheryl undo his trousers and pull down his zipper. Jerry’s hands didn’t move. Perhaps his brain was momentarily disconnected. Cheryl grabbed his hand and placed it on her breast, then opened his trousers as she slipped a hand into his briefs.



“Oh, Jerry. I think you do want to fuck me!” She looked at me. “Isn’t that sweet, Charlie?” She pulled his cock out of his briefs and held it. “Jerry, reach around and unhook my bra.”



He followed her instruction. Cheryl let go of his cock so she could remove her bra and unbutton her jeans. She pulled down her zipper and pushed her jeans down.



“Jerry, feel me.” There was no question what she meant for him to feel.



He was barely up to speed with the breast fondling business, and now she was telling him to fondle her pussy. I viewed this as moving quickly. I was in a state of shock from the moment she stood and removed her top. I was only now aware of my local situation, which was throbbing. My cock was in pain, literal pain. Watching Cheryl’s hand holding Jerry’s cock wouldn’t compute. Her manicured fingers were holding another man’s cock. I wanted to intervene. I wanted to stop the proceedings and have a good cry. I was gripped by unrelenting jealousy, but all I felt was erotic fervor.



I glanced at Carly. The whole of her attention went to the vertical seduction unfolding before her. Only feet away, my ex-wife stood topless with another man’s hand on her breast. She was holding his cock, and not just holding it, but stroking it now too. With disbelief, I saw Cheryl go in for a kiss. At first reluctant, Jerry gave into defeat. His arms went around her, her arms around him. His stiff cock jammed into her belly.



After the embrace, Cheryl got to her knees. This could only mean one thing. She pulled Jerry’s trousers and briefs down to his thighs and grabbed his cock. She looked at me with no emotion showing on her face and kept her eyes fixed on my own as she took Jerry’s cock into mouth. Her right hand rose to coddle his balls. She released his cock so she could lick them. Her tongue swirled around his scrotum, her eyes still locked on me. Apparently satisfied that I’d had enough, she stood to remove her jeans and panties. With a hand on Jerry’s shoulder, she stepped out of them and flicked them aside. Without instruction, Jerry removed his trousers and underwear and they embraced naked standing in the living room.



A look at Kathy revealed she was enjoying the show. Leaning back into their sofa with her knees on the seat cushion, her right hand held her ankles. She saw me looking and smiled. It was a Mona Lisa smile, as in indecipherable.



Jerry was now completely over his discomfort. His hands squeezed Cheryl’s bottom as they kissed, their bodies firmly pressed together. I felt like a victim of abuse, a cuckold, but willingly so. I couldn’t leave. I didn’t want to. I wanted to watch my ex-wife fuck another man.



Cheryl whispered into Jerry’s ear and laid on the floor. He laid beside her on his side and ran his hands over her breasts. She had one arm around his shoulders with her other hand resting on her belly. She laid there and let him fondle her. As his hand roamed lower, she separated her legs and raise her left knee. I saw his hand cup her between her legs. Her belly swelled in response as her fingers played in his hair. His middle finger slid into her pinkness. Her lips gripped his fingers as they moved up and down. Her breasts heaved gently as she looked at me again, this while another man’s hand felt her wetness and heat, a wetness and heat that used to belong only to me.



Cheryl pulled Jerry down for a kiss as his fingers worked more furiously. She was lifting her bottom now, raising her pelvis to follow his motions. She released quiet moans. She wasn’t one to vocalize much during sex. Her pleasure operated more closely to her soul. She went deep where Carly opened up in every way imaginable, filling the airwaves with her ecstatic energy.



Cheryl’s leg rose over Jerry’s side as she pushed his flat. She rolled on top of him and rubbed herself over his cock. I wagered this was it. She would now reach down and direct his cock into herself, a moved she’d done with me a thousand times before. But instead, she shimmied up his torso, dragging her wetness over him. She landed her puss on his face. I saw his tongue reach for it, saw her settle onto it, and then saw her roll her pussy back and forth, gliding herself over his tongue.



A thousand dull steak knives pierced my skull. I watched her ass, now rolling over his face. His cock, lacking a current duty, stood straight over his belly and swayed. No one had dimmed the lights in the living room to set the mood, and the brightness of this display was overwhelming.



Carly remained transfixed. Kathy watched with a smile on her face. I was sure the color had drained from my own, but no one other than Cheryl would have noticed. She continued to stare at me as she rolled her pelvis over Jerry’s tongue. Her moans of delight were louder than her usual fare. She was really driving it home.



I wanted to strip and mount her from behind. I even wondered if she would have liked this. Before I could settle the argument with myself, she rolled off Jerry and laid flat. She opened her legs as wide as they would go and held them in the air. This was how she liked to be fucked. Her legs always went into the air when we made love.



“Fuck me, Jerry,” she instructed. He moved between her legs, kneeling. She lifted her pelvis encouragingly. He pulled her legs until they rode up and rested on his thighs. He guided his cock in and she began at once to gyrate her pussy around it.



She bit her tongue as she looked at me. Her eyes watered and became dreamy. Her body shook as he lunged into her, her breasts jerking with each thrust. She was completely submissive, her legs rocking the air, her bottom tilted upward to offer herself to Jerry. He grunted convincingly. I could see his balls swaying beneath his cock into Cheryl’s ass. She gasped with each thrust. Her eyes closed. Her toes pointed download as she lifted herself with ever more energy into Jerry’s cock. Her face contorted with blissful torment as she bucked into him, now overcome with orgasm. Jerry grunted furiously as he spilled his seed into my ex-wife, who whimpered during her final submission.



Jerry fell over her. Her calves curled over his back. She pulled him into her as she rocked them both gently back and forth.



After several minutes, Cheryl tapped Jerry’s back. He rolled to her side. She stood and began dressing, very much taking her time. She didn’t look at me again. Once she had her shoes on, she went over to Kathy, whispered in her ear, kissed her cheek, and nodded.



And then she left.



Jerry, still naked on the floor, rose and put on his clothes as we all sat silently watching. Once he was dressed, Carly broke the silence.



“Holy fuck,” she said.



That about summed it up.






Chapter 17: Reap What You Sow

AT LEAST THE WEATHER WAS NICE



A week later I was sitting in my small apartment in the middle of a grand funk. After Cheryl’s demonstration the week before, when she so ruthlessly screwed Jerry just feet from my disbelieving eyes, I left Kathy and Jerry’s house alone. Carly stayed to help with the dishes. Jerry appeared to want to talk, but there was nothing really for him to say. I told him we would speak later, shook his hand, and walked out of the house. Embarrassingly, I had left my phone in their kitchen, and had to return for it. Otherwise, it was a pitch-perfect departure.



I hadn’t spoken with any of them since, aside from getting a message from Carly that she had a family matter to attend to out of town. All of the business prep was more or less in the bag, so there was nothing to do there but wait for the money.



A realtor came into the city to have me sign listing forms for the house. I had hoped Cheryl would have undertaken the duty. I saw her signatures on the forms. All I could think of while seeing them was her lying on the floor under Jerry, his cock gamefully hiding in her nether regions. The way she had held herself up so his cock would align perfectly anguished my mind. The fact of them screwing was one thing. The method was quite another. She appeared so eager to offer herself to Jerry. That was the thing.



Here, Jerry, feel my breasts! I’m going to hold your cock! Oh, Jerry, now I’m going to put your cock in my mouth! Eat me, Jerry. Here, let me put my pussy on your face! Fuck me, Jerry! Here’s my pussy!



And then she had the gall to enjoy a terrific orgasm in front of my bleeding eyes.



I thought of calling Alexandria. I’d always found her presence soothing, and she knew how to analyze a situation with her unsullied vision. But I knew she would think it was a booty-call. I wasn’t sure sex would offer me any succor. It was sex that had gotten me where I was, the whole throbbing mess of it.



We all wanted sex and virtually all of the time. Why not have sex in the living room when company was hanging around? Though “cocktail parties” seemed to be a thing of the past—no one called them that anymore—I imagined a new protocol, where guests would randomly have sex with each other:



“Honey, could you hold my drink, please? I’m going to fuck our host, and I think Roger would like a shot too.”



The more I thought of it, the more probable I thought it might be in the not so distant future. Why not? It wouldn’t be swinging. It would just be being courteous. “Oh, you’d like to have sex with me? Okay. Hold on while I run to the loo first.”



To escape my thoughts I wandered the streets. Even in colder months, women couldn’t hide their charms. Sweaters tended to highlight their breasts. Jeans were worn in any weather, and a women’s buttocks looked especially alluring in them when they also wore short-cut leather jackets, their hair dancing in the chilled breezes around their shoulders. I wandered into an upscale department store for a look-see. They never let me down. There were beautiful women everywhere, and to them I felt invisible.



I wondered how much sex they were all having, which is never a good idea while in a slump. A woman shopping for cosmetics had removed her coat to receive a demonstration. Her coloration and body were similar to Cheryl’s. Her ribbed sweater fit her tightly and accented the rolling curves of her bosom where the wool or cotton ribs narrowed or widened. She stared into a mirror as I stared at her body. My own body began to ache.



I again thought of Cheryl lying naked under Jerry. It didn’t help my mood. I wondered if they had been together since, and perhaps with Kathy as well. Why not? She’d crossed the open marriage threshold. What was to stop her from sleeping with Cheryl as well?



Most daunting was why Cheryl put on that demonstration. Once her post-coital moment with Jerry was complete, I had half expected her to come over, kneel in front of me, and say, “We’re even now”.  She could have then grabbed my hand, pulled me up from my seat, and declared her love, now that all scores were settled.



But all she did was leave. The demonstration was meant to drive a sword into my gut and give it a twist. It wasn’t meant as a precursor to our reconciliation.



I left the department store in a deeper funk.



Once home, I cranked up the heat and sat on the sofa with a large tumbler of scotch. It was doing its job rather well and soon my sadness mingled with a heavy dose of nostalgia for my prior life. I looked at Cheryl’s naked pictures on my phone, which gave me an erection. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with it, but removed my trousers anyway. The thermostat had responded promptly to my request for more heat.



The heat reminded me of how Carly liked to keep the room temperature, and this reminded me of the video we’d made. It was on her phone, not mine, but I did have naked pictures of her as well. I looked at them.



Was Carly really in the midsts of a family situation that drew her away? Or was she hiding from me? I had expected to hear from her after Cheryl’s lascivious demonstration with Jerry. It was odd that I hadn’t. I looked at her pictures and longed for her. I looked at Cheryl’s naked pictures again and long for her too. I was in a state of advanced longing and painful erection when I heard a key in my door. Numbed by the scotch, I simply looked over my shoulder.



It was Carly.



“Hey!” she said, letting herself in. She had a heavy bag. Maybe she was thinking of moving in.



“Hi,” I said. She looked cute in her cold weather gear. Her cheeks were beaming.



“Jesus it’s hot in here.” She unraveled herself from a scarf and heavy coat.



“I thought that’s how you liked it.”



“Huh?” She kicked off her boots, which flew in two different directions. She came around the sofa and looked at me. “Were you beating off? I can come back later.” She grinned and sat.



“No!” I was still holding the phone, and it still showed an image of her naked. I put it down.



“Okay. Why are you sitting in your underwear and socks? It looks goofy.”



“I was too warm.”



“No kidding… What are you drinking?”



I told her, and she requested one for herself. I got up to prepare it as she grabbed my phone.



“I’m glad you like my pictures. I should send you the video of you coming on my face. God, I’ve looked at it like a thousand times already.”



I handed her a drink.



“Cheers,” she said. She took a large swallow and winced. “I’m not really a fan of scotch. I have no idea why I asked for it.”



“I have vodka.”



“Okay.”



Once we had her drink sorted out we both drank quietly. The hum of the city provided a soundtrack, as did my wheezing radiators. I was happy for her company, but didn’t understand why she suddenly appeared after a week of silence.



“I thought you were dealing with family issues.”



“My mom found a lump in her breast and went off the rails, so my dad asked me to stay with them. It’s not like I had anything else to do. Mom went on a kind of bender, so we drank a lot. Turns out she had a benign cyst.”



“I thought I would hear from you…”



“After Cheryl banged Jerry? That was something. She’s got such a pretty puss. I’d never seen it in action before.”



“Right. I thought you would have called after something like that.”



“I knew you had to stew, Charlie. Look, Cheryl was right about everything.  I shouldn’t have let you fuck me because that took the pressure off. I should have told you from the beginning you were a douchebag.”



“Thanks.”



“You have a wet spot on your underwear. You were beating off, weren’t you?”



I looked at my briefs. Carly was correct about the wet spot. There wasn’t much to be done about it so I ignored it.



“So, why are you here if you think I should be stewing?”



“Cheryl called me. She’s worried about you. I was on the train back into the city, so I came over. I was going to call you anyway.”



“Why is she worried? I got the impression when she left that night it was her final fuck-off to me.”



“She didn’t say,” said Carly. “I didn’t ask. I just said I’d check in and see how you were doing. Now I can tell her you were beating off to her pictures.”



“Why do I feel like strangling you right now?”



“The truth is hard to hear sometimes. People react in lots of different ways.”



“Well, why do you think she’s worried about me? I got the impression she didn’t care anymore.”



Carly drifted into her thoughts so I refreshed her drink. I was still working on the one she’d declined.



“She made you watch her fuck Jerry. Maybe she’s worried it was too much.”



“She wanted to prove whether or not I could handle it.”



“Could you? Did you? You’re sitting in your underwear drinking scotch looking at naked pictures of her on your phone and your dick is leaking. Does that sound like a healthy response? I mean, why haven’t you called her to beg for her back? That’s what she’s waiting for, you goof.”



“Do you really think so?”



“Yeah. She knows she crossed a line with that performance, but felt she didn’t have a choice. Now she’s waiting for you to join her on the other side. I’ll tell you something, Charlie. I almost joined in when I saw them fucking. I’m not talking about Jerry, either. I’m talking about Cheryl.”



“Maybe we should give Alexandria a call.”



“I’ve thought about her a lot too,” said Carly. I worried I was losing her to the other side.



“I guess that means you’re bi now. One of us is making strides. At least there’s that.”



“I have a surprise for you,” she said. “It’s kind of related.”



“What is it?”



“I’ll show you.” She stood and pulled off her jeans and panties. Nothing looked out of order from the side or when she faced me. She looked disappointed, then realized the problem. She sat sideways on the sofa on her back and opened her legs while raising them. This woman had no shame.



“What do you think?” she asked.



I still wasn’t with the program. “What?”



“I had my lips and butt waxed. I wanted to look like Cheryl there.”



She was right. She was bald in both areas. How it hadn’t struck me at first I couldn’t say. It was quite a difference, and I liked it. Above her lips her pubic hair was normal. Though I’d gotten a good look, she left her legs open and in the air while holding the back of her thighs.



“Well?” she asked.



“It looks nice.”



“Lick me. I’ve been dying to feel your tongue there.”



“Carly, I can’t be doing that while thinking of getting back with Cheryl.”



“Well, I can’t do it.”



She looked at my lap. “I can see you liked it. Your cock is dripping again. Come on, just touch me.”



Before I could respond, my intercom buzzer went off. We were both startled. I felt like we’d been caught by my parents in the cellar fooling around on the used sofa, and my girlfriend was naked from the waist down. Parents got the wrong impression from that sort of thing.



“Maybe it’s Alexandria,” said Carly, looking hopeful. She hadn’t changed position. Her legs were still spread open and up in the air. Even if it was Alexandria, Carly was not in a proper position for greeting guests.



“She still has my key, remember?”



“Yeah. Well, go see who it is.”



I went to the intercom box and pressed the button. The voice squawking through the tiny speaker belonged to Cheryl. To say I freaked out would have been an accurate assessment, which delayed any and all response.



“May I come up?” she asked, impatiently.



“Oh, right. Sure.” I pressed the button to release the front door lock.



Carly dressed frantically, at which she was surprisingly efficient. I felt this was a good idea and followed suit. By the time Cheryl reached my door, Carly and I were properly attired. I let her in.



“Hey, Charlie,” she said, before noticing Carly. “Oh, hey, Carly. I thought I might find you here.” Cheryl turned to me. “I just spoke to her a couple hours ago. I was worried about you. You smell like scotch.”



I nodded. “There’s a good reason for that. I was just having a drink with Carly.”



“Do you have any more? I could use a drink too. It’s freezing out there. Not in here, though.” She removed her heavy clothes. Of course, she was wearing a thin, ribbed sweater. She knew how much I liked them.



She joined Carly on the sofa, who now looked indecisive.



“I should probably let you two talk,” said Carly.



“I actually wanted to talk to both of you,” said Cheryl. “I envy the relationship you two have formed. I’m jealous.”



I made Cheryl a scotch rocks and we all sat sipping our drinks. Dusk lent its dark hues to the small bit of sky visible above the apartment buildings across the street. I wished I could have lit a fire, not that one was needed.



“We’ve always been friends with Carly,” I said, picking up from Cheryl’s last comment. “She’s your friend as much as mine.”



Cheryl felt my comment ignored certain critical facts. “You know what I mean, Charlie.”



“She’s talking about the sex stuff,” said Carly, unnecessarily. We all knew what she meant.



“I am,” confirmed Cheryl. “I’ve never had that kind of relationship until recently.” I hoped she was referring to Jerry and no one else. Had they slept together since that night?



“You told me at lunch you were sleeping with someone,” I said, hoping to remove any doubt on the former matter.



“That wasn’t the same thing. We were dating. It’s not like having sex with a good friend you’re not intending to date.”



She had used the past tense referring to the dating.



“Until I slept with Jerry, I’d never just slept with a friend. It was always someone I was dating. I would have never thought of having casual sex with anyone, ever.”



“And you liked it with Jerry,” I said, to show I wasn’t oblivious to the obvious.



“I did like it. And I liked that you were watching me have sex with him. You too, Carly. That’s what got me so hot. I hadn’t come like that since I was with you, Charlie.”



I avoided saying I’m happy for you or good to know. Instead, I remained silent.



“Tell me, Charlie. Did you like watching me have sex with Jerry?”



I had no choice but to tell her the truth. “Yes.”



“And what about you, Carly? Did you like watching me with Jerry? You had him first.”



Carly was surprised to be included in the discussion. She looked at me but I remained expressionless. I was actually interested in the question.



“It got me kinda hot too.”



“Where are you going with this, Cheryl?” I asked.



“I’m getting things on the record, I guess. I expected you to call me. I’ve been waiting all week to hear from you. That’s why I called Carly.”



“And what was I supposed to say?”



“Honestly? I have no idea, but I think I wanted to hear you say you wanted to give us another try. I didn’t want to hear you say it before I slept with Jerry. I wanted to know you were really okay with it.”



In other words, she couldn’t have taken me at my word.



“I know it was harsh, Charlie. But for almost four months I’ve been imagining you and Carly together, and you and your Latina girlfriend. I guess I wanted to get even.”



“I get it,” I said. “It was harsh, but also very bold of you, to say the least. It did excite me to see you with Jerry. I like him. I’ve always loved you. I did feel some pain, but maybe it was the pain of really knowing how I felt about you, and how much I missed you.”



“Aw, that was sweet, Charlie,” said Carly, sort of sticking it to the moment.



Cheryl smiled. “Thank you, Charlie. Would you like to kiss me?”



Lord yes I wanted to kiss her, but I held back. It suddenly felt awkward having Carly there. Cheryl sensed I might be feeling that way.



“Carly won’t mind, will you Carly?” she asked. Carly smiled and shook her head.



I kissed Cheryl for the first time since kissing her when she came home from her class reunion. An hour later, she’d told me about her infidelity. We hadn’t kissed since.



She rubbed my thigh after we finished kissing.



“Are we all better now?” she asked. “I mean, this is a start, right?”



I nodded. She turned and gave Carly a warm hug, then held up her glass. “Do you have any more of this stuff?”



I made us all another round. As I fussed with an iceberg in the icemaker, I wondered where Cheryl and I now really stood. There had been no real declaration about the future. Were we getting back together? My desires laid in that direction, but looking at the two women on the sofa made my heart skip a beat. What would it mean for Carly and me?



Why was I being so damn greedy? Why did my mind even go there? Maybe it was the fluoridation in the water. Perhaps as the quacks had claimed, it was drilling tiny holes in our brains into which all of our logic would swirl away as if down a drain. I couldn’t have everything.



Where did Jerry and Kathy’s neighbor Carl fit into their lives? Did they see him every day? Did she consult him when wondering about what to make for dinner? Did they sit and watch The Tudors together at night while she fondled their dicks?



Where would Jerry fit into Cheryl’s life, beyond the obvious? Would they become inseparable chums? Did we all need to buy one big house and call it good? Draw straws each evening to determine who would sleep with whom each night? That last one didn’t actually sound so bad, but was hardly the point. The point was, I didn’t know where we stood as a couple.



“Hey brooder,” said Carly, speaking from the sofa. “Are you fixing us drinks or what?”



I had been standing looking at the freezer’s iceberg while lost in my thoughts. I tossed the iceberg into the sink and whacked it with a hammer. I gathered the result into three glasses and finished making our drinks.



Cheryl and Carly carried on with the type of conversation where they talked over each other. They were five minutes into it when I heard Cheryl say, “Well, Charlie and I…” in reference to something. If there was any single marker for coupledom, it was couplespeak. The inclusion of my name with an “I” qualified as much as saying “we”.



A moment later, Carly said, “That’s what Charlie and I thought too…”. Weren’t they aware I was listening to them?



Ten minutes further on—it really was like I wasn’t there—Alexandria came up as a topic. My short hairs stood on alert. I wondered where they were headed. Confoundingly, Carly whispered into Cheryl’s ear. I felt that was unfair.



“What’s that?” I asked. They both seemed startled to see me.



“What’s what?” asked Cheryl.



“I just heard Carly say something about Alexandria, and then she whispered to you.”



“That was nothing. Girl talk,” said Cheryl.



“I told her Alexandria ate me out,” said Carly. “You kinda already knew about that, Mr. Busy Body.”



Here we go, I thought. Cheryl was about to know everything about my life after our divorce. Actually, this information about Alexandria was more a part of Carly’s life, but I was there too. I could have drawn diagrams if it would have been helpful.



Cheryl looked at me, thought of something, and shook her head. Whatever thought she’d just chased away made me extremely curious, but I didn’t pursue it, as Carly was eager to talk about her slide into bisexuality.



“It was such a rush,” she said. “I didn’t expect her to. We were just fooling around, and then her tongue was in my bush.”



Cheryl nodded. “You’re in one place, and a second later a whole new place.”



What was Cheryl talking about now?



“One minute you’re goofing off,” she continued. “And then you’re not anymore.”



Who was she referring to? Did she have personal experience?



“I told Charlie I thought I might be a lesbian now,” said Carly. “He just said I might be bi.”



“I know what you mean,” said Cheryl.



What did she think she knew Carly meant?



Carly rattled the remaining shards of ice in her now empty glass. It was a universal signaled familiar to good hosts and bartenders worldwide.



“There’s no more vodka,” I said.



“Is there any more scotch?” asked Cheryl, feeling helpful.



“She doesn’t like it,” I said.



“Well, could you run out and get her some?” asked Cheryl. Was she now slipping into hostess mode?



“Oh, that’d be sweet, Charlie,” said Carly. “You can get some decent ice too while you’re at it.” She sniffed her glass. “This smells kind of freezer-burnt.”



Though I didn’t suspect a conspiracy was afoot to get me out of the house, it was probably a good idea to give them space. Why should I hog any time with my ex-wife, with whom I now seem on track to getting back together? We would have the rest of our lives to sort things out.



I couldn’t quite decipher the mood now hovering between them. Discussing bisexuality seemed to have struck a chord in them both. It was not without interest from my perspective, but perhaps it needed to be aired out between them alone.



I put on my coat and boots and slipped out the door. A cold breeze was blowing in from the river. Buying ice on such a night seemed odd, but I couldn’t deny Carly’s request in view of the iceberg melting in my sink. I would have to walk six blocks to get it, only one block further than the liquor store which, for reasons of its own, saw no logic in supplying ice.



The line at the liquor store was extra long due to a looming deadline for the state lottery. The jackpot was over a hundred million. The idea of a lottery ticket buyer scoring that kind of boon annoyed me, but I was usually secretly gladdened when the bounty became the ruin for so many in the end. They couldn’t handle it.



I bought five lottery tickets anyway.



On the walk home a bus, possibly having a bad day and eager to take it out on a pedestrian, soaked my leg with slush. I had only a half block to go so the situation was by no means tragic. When I got to the apartment, the left leg of my trousers was frozen to my skin.



“That took a long time,” said Carly. There did not follow any suggestion they were worried about my welfare due to my long absence. If I was not mistaken, they were sitting much closer now. They could have shared two ends of the same banana without any trouble.



I put the bags on the kitchen counter and retreated to the bedroom to remove my frozen trousers. I wasn’t in the mood to fish out another pair, so I removed my sweater, shoes, socks, and t-shirt, and put on a robe. I thought I may as well be comfortable, and as I had become accustomed to the cold, the apartment now felt like a nuclear furnace.



“What did you get?” asked Cheryl from the sofa. Both of them looked at me like two children hoping I got them treats.



“Vodka, more scotch, ice, and a bottle of Benedictine.” I knew the Benedictine was Cheryl’s favorite liquor. It was on sale.



“Oh, nice!” said Cheryl. “But I’ll have a scotch first, please.” She rose from the sofa to bring me their glasses. She rinsed them in the sink and used a hand towel to dry them. As I poured their drinks, she watched with her hand on the small of my back. It felt wifely.



We returned to the sofa. Cheryl sat next to Carly, but not as close as when I had walked in. It made me wonder what they’d been up to, so I asked.



Carly spoke first. “We were discussing spray starch. We both like the same brands.”



Cheryl laughed. “We were talking about sex, Charlie. What else?”



“What is there to discuss about it that we haven’t already covered?”



“Carly and I both feel we might like women too.”



We already knew that about Carly. I was surprised to hear Cheryl say she might be interested in women too, though Carly has mentioned intuiting something about Cheryl coming onto her.



“Why did you put your robe on?” asked Carly. “Do you have something in mind?” She snickered.



“I was splashed with slush by a crosstown bus, so my clothes were wet.”



“You poor dear,” said Cheryl.



“We should warm him up,” said Carly.



“It’s warm enough in here to do the job,” I said, before fully computing Carly’s comment. What had she meant exactly?



“I don’t know, Carly,” said Cheryl. “Do you think Charlie needs help warming up?”



“What are you two talking about?” I asked.



“Cheryl’s going to sleep with you tonight, Charlie,” said Carly. “Unless you have other plans, of course.”






Chapter 18: Hoochie Coochies

SETTING A NEW COURSE



I had no other plans. I looked at Cheryl, who smiled, but otherwise betrayed no emotion. I wondered if Carly was merely speculating or simply having fun with me at my expense. Had they discussed it while I was away getting their liquor and ice? In any event, I wasn’t well versed in handling these situations. Was I supposed to strip and jump into bed? Was I really there yet? Wasn’t there unfinished business still hanging in the air? Were Cheryl and I getting back together or were we just going to have sex now? I was agreeable to the sex in any case. Cheryl was a beautiful woman and knew how to play me like a fiddle.



But I wanted there to be more on the table.



I didn’t react to Carly’s question or Cheryl’s smile.



“I guess he’s not into it,” said Cheryl, attempting to frown. “That just leaves you and me, Carly.” Cheryl grinned and Carly nodded excitedly. Clearly, there was nothing essential about me being in their plans. I rose to fix myself a stiff drink, noting my silence appeared to put them off their game.



They didn’t speak while I prepared my drink. I returned and sat in a chair facing them on the sofa. There was no point in dithering. I wanted to know where Cheryl and I stood. Having Carly hovering forced me to choose my words carefully.



“Cheryl,” I said. “I’d love to sleep with you. There’s no question in my mind. But I’m curious to know where we stand. Do you want to give us another shot as a true couple, maybe even remarry? Or do you just want to have sex with me, say, as a friend?”



“How about all of the above?” asked Cheryl. “Let’s see where it goes and not try to think too hard. We already know we work as a couple, Charlie, but can we work as a couple and live like this? Can we enjoy other people too?”



I thought about “other people”. It seemed too broad. It was too broad, and I didn’t want that kind of marriage. I didn’t want an open marriage if it meant a free-for-all. There had to be some specificity. Otherwise, we’d end up where we were six months earlier. Her sleeping with Jerry made sense in that he was known entity we both liked very much. That put Kathy in the same boat, and Carly was a good friend to us all. I could say yes to all of them, in whatever which way they wanted to enjoy each other. But to drag in a stranger? No. I didn’t want to be open to that possibility. I had to be clear on this point.



“Cheryl, I have trouble when you say, other people. If instead, you said you wanted to sleep with Jerry too, I could deal with it. If you said you wanted to sleep with anyone you wanted, and I would just have to go along with it, I wouldn’t be able to.”



“Charlie, I didn’t mean it to sound that way. Of course, we’d have to discuss it, and be completely open with each other. I don’t want you off running around with any woman who wants to sleep with you. That’s not what I’m saying at all.”



“So, what are you saying? You’d like to sleep with Jerry again? Is that it?”



“Yes, and I think you want to sleep with Kathy. I know you like to sleep with Carly. That’s all okay with me. What I’m saying is, we’ll be open to the idea of sex outside our marriage. From there, we’ll talk.”



“So what do we do now?” I asked.



“Tonight, the three of us are going to make love. Tomorrow, we’ll start sorting out the rest.”



“Guys?” said Carly, possibly feeling left out. “May I say something?”



“Of course,” I said. Cheryl nodded.



“Look, I’m not shopping around for married couples to bang. I like you guys, and Kathy and Jerry, but what happened with Charlie and Jerry and me wasn’t just the sex. We’ve been friends for a long time, and when you two divorced, and you fell into such a slump, Charlie, I wanted to help you out. I thought if we had sex, you’d feel better. Plus, I wanted to enjoy sex with you.



“I wasn’t hoping we’d become a couple, not ‘cause that wouldn’t be nice and all. We just didn’t need to go there to enjoy each other. It was no strings attached deal, right? And then Jerry came along, but only after he and Kathy had started their special arrangement. It just happened to all work out.



“And then I had that experience with Alexandria. That was just a fluke, right? You were there, Charlie, you know. So, now I’m looking at Cheryl in a new way, and I’m thinking the idea of you getting back together is great, but I don’t want to lose you two, so I’m sitting here and, as Charlie said, Cheryl, the idea of ‘other people’ doesn’t sit well with me either. I don’t want Charlie to drag me to bed with other people. Do you get what I mean?”



We nodded.



“You like things the way they are,” I said. “That’s what I’m saying as well.”



“Yay! I was hoping you would say that,” said Carly.



Cheryl took a sip of her drink, looked out the now dark windows, smiled at a sudden inspiration, and took Carly’s hand.



“That’s all I’m saying too, Carly. I like where we are now, or where we’ll soon be.” She leaned over and kissed Carly on the lips. When their kiss broke, they looked into each other’s eyes, eyes that now viewed each other in a new way. They whispered and nodded and once again I felt invisible.



I wasn’t sure what to do. Their kissing had signaled an intention. I was all for them enjoying each other sexually. How far they would actually go remained a mystery. Carly, who resisted performing oral sex on Alexandria due to her hirsute nature, had already expressed a fondness for Cheryl’s pristine situation, and had gone as far as to mimic it by having herself waxed. I’d seen the proof barely an hour before. Visualizing either one of them performing oral sex on the other escalated my erotic ardor beyond all practical measure.



No doubt it would be a big moment, should it occur, but wasn’t the real story here the reconciliation between Cheryl and myself? Shouldn’t we now be ripping each other’s clothes off in a fury of passion and urgent desire? This likelihood seemed to have been upstaged.



After some further whispering amongst themselves and several kisses, Cheryl turned to me.



“Let’s have that Benedictine now, Charlie. We should celebrate.”



I collected the Benedictine and three snifters and joined them on the sofa. We clinked our glasses in silence, after which Cheryl leaned over to give me a proper, lingering kiss.



“Oh, Charlie,” she said. “I’m been dreaming of this ever since we split. I’m so sorry about everything. I really am.” We kissed again.



“Me too,” I said. “We can thank Carly for helping me keep it together.”



“Aw, thanks, Charlie. Does this mean we can still bang in the stockroom?”



Cheryl gave her a look. “I didn’t know about that.”



“It was safer than doing in our offices.”



“I didn’t know you did it in the office at all. You never mentioned it. It sounds kinky.”



“It was,” said Carly. She thought for a moment. “Hey, tell us about your class reunion. Charlie wants to know.”



Cheryl looked at me as I was shaking my head. Carly was taking a leap there. “She’s just kidding around,” I said.



“No I’m not,” said Carly.



“There’s not much to tell,” said Cheryl said. “I don’t mind talking about it. It might put that whole thing to rest for good. What do you think, Charlie?”



It wasn’t like I hadn’t imagined Cheryl with her high school sweetheart. I had already envisioned it a hundred different ways, including who started what and when. The only way to completely disarm the fact of the infidelity was to examine its minute detail. At least, that was the theory that popped into my head as I sat sipping the Benedictine.



“I think we may as well have it out in the open,” I said. “Otherwise, Carly will keep bringing it up until you do.” I smiled at Carly. She may well have felt airing out “The Affair” business essential to Cheryl and me having a truly fresh start. I didn’t think the sordid details were really foremost in her mind. That was my job.



“Well,” began Cheryl. “Our whole class assembled for a banquet at the Marriott, where most of us had taken rooms. It was the usual stuff. I saw Jay, my old boyfriend, right at the start, and we hung out with Julie, my best girlfriend from high school. By the time things were winding down, we were all pretty drunk.



“During the evening, Julie found our old buddy Jimmy, and the four of us went to Jay’s room for a drink. Julie kind of hooked up with Jimmy right away. They sat on one of the beds drinking, and I leaned on the dresser talking with Jay. After about a half hour Julie and Jimmy were making out, and all of the sudden Jimmy had her blouse off and she’s laying there kissing him while he’s feeling her up. I laughed at it, just assuming Julie had too much to drink. She was married too.



“Jay started getting a little touchy-feely. It was just little stuff, like putting his hand on my shoulder. I could see he had an erection. As things got heavier between Julie and Jimmy, Jay and I were both getting drunker and the mood was kind of set. Jay came in for a kiss and I let him. Then my arms were around his shoulders and we were kissing big time, pressing our bodies together. I tried to resist at first, but I’d slept with this guy loads of times, and he knew my hotspots.”



Cheryl paused and looked at me. I nodded, and she continued.



“So the next thing I knew, my blouse was off and he was pulling down my bra and kissing my breasts. I was startled not just by what I was doing, but Julie was now giving Jimmy a blow job. And the lights were on and everything. She didn’t care what we saw. That’s kind of the vibe I got too, and soon, Jay and I were on the other bed taking each other’s clothes off. The next time I looked over at Julie, they were fucking.



“Jay finished getting my clothes off and I just said, okay, let’s go for it. He went down on me and from there, I was gone. When we started fucking, Julie and Jimmy were done by that point and just watched us. That really turned me on.



“I bet Charlie has a monster erection right now,” said Carly, reaching across Cheryl to explore my lap. “Yup.”



“Charlie already knows that before him, Jay was the only other guy to give me a vaginal orgasm. I told Charlie the first time we made love. I stayed with Jay overnight, and we did it again that morning. Then we all said goodbye. I haven’t heard from him since. He has no idea I got divorced because of what we did.”



Though she was spare with the exact details, I could see how Cheryl had been caught up in the moment. Who hasn’t been there? The first time Carly and I made love, she’d removed her panties and bent over the desk in the office. I didn’t have to think twice. Neither one of us thought to lock the door.



The clencher for me regarding what Cheryl told us was she said she never talked with “Jay” after leaving the reunion. This was important in disarming the fear of an aftermath, a continuation involving cheap motels and hastily arranged afternoon trysts.



With those fears extinguished, I imagined her leaning on the hotel room dresser chatting with Jay, a moment of transition, a kiss, a hand falling to her breast, a swift reflex involving a sharp drawing in of breath, a momentary tightening of her musculature, then complete submission. As Jay’s hands roamed her body, she felt a sweet tingle, her intimate bits signaled their enthusiasm, and the decision was made. A quick move to the bed followed. Once undressed with her legs spread, he descended on her with an eager tongue, then, as he had done many times before, penetrated Cheryl with his cock.



This quick review had the effect of inserting a sharp instrument into my heart. But strangely, rather than pain, I felt an immeasurable desire to take Cheryl right there on the sofa. I wanted to rip her clothes off, flip her over, and fuck her like a deranged bull.



So I did.



Without so much as a precursory kiss, I stood and pushed Cheryl down onto the sofa. Standing above her, I removed my robe, then reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, pulled down the zipper, and began pulling them off. She lifted her bottom in response, then pulled off her sweater and removed her bra.



“Oh, Charlie!” she said. “Yes! Fuck me, Charlie!” She scooched to the end of the sofa and opened her legs. I looked at Carly, whose eyes were fixed on the view of Cheryl’s now opened legs, and tapped her shoulder, nodding to the occasional chair I’d occupied earlier. She moved to it as I kneeled on the sofa over Cheryl.



“Just fuck me, Charlie!” She lifted her legs higher as I rubbed my cock up and down. I could see she was already quite ready. She lifted her pelvis, offering herself to me, and I buried my cock.



“Oh, oh, Charlie… Oh my God… Oh, oh, oh… Yes, Charlie… You’re back!”



I pulled her bottom up over my thighs. Her hips gyrated. Her warm, glossy folds felt like no other woman’s. I’d come home. We slipped into our usual rhythms, syncopating our movements to perfect mutual effect. She pulled her legs even higher, her hands gripping behind her knees. She moaned delightfully, in her most familiar way, moans I’d elicited thousands of times before.



I grunted fiercely. I looked at her, knowing Jay had looked at her in this exact same way, as had Jerry the weekend before. My ex-wife, her velvety center raised into the air, as it had been with them, willing three men’s cocks to savor her in this way. I watched her lips curl over my shaft as I penetrated and she heaved, those lovely satiny lips.



“Oh, Charlie… Oh, oh, hmm…” She bit her lip as her toes extended and her eyes closed. She released her deepests moans, the ones that arrived when she orgasmed. She clenched down hard. My only choice was to follow her into the abyss. We sank together into ethereal realms of pure existence and blessed communion.



I fell on top of her. We panted into each other’s ears. She stroked my back as final twitches from her orgasm rippled through her body, forcing her to clench down further on my cock. We kissed in that breathless way couples do when expended of energy but still clinging to the oneness. After several minutes of tender petting and stroking, I rose as Cheryl’s leg came around so she could sit properly, after which she chuckled.



I followed her eyes. Carly, sitting across from us, had lowered her jeans to half mast. Her right hand was resting inside her panties and her eyes were closed. Sensing she had an audience, she opened them and released a sheepish smile.



“Hey, guys,” she said, while recomposing herself in the chair. She flung off her jeans. “I guess I got a little carried away there. That was awesome, you two.”



Cheryl smiled, leaned over and kissed my shoulder, then stood to put on her panties. “It was awesome, Carly,” she said. “Charlie is a bull.” She offered me another smile as she sat with a hand landing on my knee.



I signaled my agreement with a kiss. Certainly, nothing had been lost between us in the lovemaking department. It had in fact never been better. I poured us another round of Benedictine and sat back into the sofa. I was unsure how to follow what had occurred there. For the moment, I was fully sated, and wondered if Cheryl felt the same way, and also whether I’d preempted her and Carly’s other intentions for the evening.



But I knew how that worked. Both Carly and Cheryl often viewed a preliminary orgasm as a good start. I never knew beforehand what to expect. Some nights a single orgasm was more than enough. If drinking, there seemed to be a two-orgasm minimum requirement.



“So,” said Cheryl, after a brief moment of silence. “Tell me what you two have been up to.”



“Charlie had anal sex with Alexandria,” said Carly, devilishly.



“Oh, that’s nice,” said Cheryl. “I’m afraid I won’t be any help there.”



“No worries,” I said, with a slight sneer at Carly. “It wasn’t my idea.” For a second, I greedily wondered again if Alexandria might fit into the future, or Carly’s for that matter.



“You know about us with Jerry,” said Carly. “That was pretty awesome. I had them put their dicks in my mouth at the same time.”



Cheryl laughed. “Oh my. I can’t imagine that.”



“I had them lay on either side of…”



“No,” said Cheryl, interrupting. “I can imagine it, but doing it is another thing. What do you think, Charlie? Should I try it?” She laughed again. “I can’t say I’m opposed to the idea.”



“It’s when I knew I was a complete whore, Cheryl,” said Carly. “It removed any doubt.” Now she laughed.



I recalled the event in question. Jerry and I, while wincingly avoiding contact with each other, delicately maneuvered the tips of our cocks into Carly’s mouth. I then imagined Cheryl’s mouth agape awaiting the same prospect and my vitality was restored. Sitting there naked made it difficult to hide the fact.



Why would any husband want to see two dicks in his wife’s mouth? It was against all the more popular notions about how married life should be. Yet, in my case, the idea of it inflamed my passions for Cheryl, or more accurately, the two women now sitting in my nicely decorated living room.



Cheryl announced she was going to have a shower, but not in a way to suggest she wanted company. I didn’t view it as a rejection and actually wanted some time alone with Carly. She remained in her panties sitting across from me, an index finger sliding back and forth over her lips. She held the snifter of Benedictine in her other hand.



It hadn’t struck me as unusual that she may have masturbated as she watched Cheryl and me making love on the sofa. I wondered if it had been a success.



“Did you achieve a favorable outcome over there? I noticed you took your jeans off.”



“Oh yeah.” She smiled. “Did you?”



“I think so. I mean, the fire is still there.” I refreshed our glasses.



“I think you’re right about that… Cheryl’s pretty quiet when she comes. You must have been shocked when you first heard me orgasm.”



“Not shocked so much as afraid everyone in the office would have heard you.”



She laughed. “I guess everyone knows about us.”



I grinned, thinking it was probably true.



“I think she’s getting ready for me,” said Carly.



“How so?”



“When you were out shopping we sort of agreed we wanted to experiment with each other, so she’s having a shower to wash out your scum.”



“Good idea.”



“What I mean is, to get your cum out of her.”



“I figured out what you meant.”



“That stuff doesn’t have a shelf life, you know.”



“Jesus, Carly. I get it.”



She moved over to the sofa and let her warm palm rest on my knee.



“I think you guys will be fine,” she said. “I’m jealous.”



“You like things the way they are for you.”



“I know. But I also know that will change some day. Finding the right guy is going to be a pain. There aren’t many like you and Jerry out there. My sister can’t find anyone, and she’s hot.”



“You’re hot.”



“You haven’t seen her. I’m like luke-cold compared to her.”



“I don’t think there’s such a thing as luke-cold.”



She ignored my comment.



“Maybe I’ll just rely on you and Jerry until I take the turn, then I won’t care anymore.”



“What turn?”



“The switch. Menopause. My mother said she forgot about sex when she switched. That’s when I learned needle-point. She picked it up and taught me, and now she’s running out of things to needle point. My dad doesn’t seem too upset about her losing interest in sex. They’re both getting kind of fat.”



“I can’t imagine losing interest,” I said. “I’ll be honest with you. When I’m having sex with you or Cheryl, I can make sense of everything. Everything lines up. Before you rescued me after Cheryl left, nothing made sense. I’d lost my bearings, or something very much like it.”



“I know what you mean.”



“Know what what means?” asked Cheryl, who had stealthily rejoined us wearing a wrapped towel. She sat in the chair Carly had vacated.



“Charlie said the world doesn’t make sense to him without sex.”



“That’s not exactly what I said. I meant, when I’m having sex with either of you, I can make sense of everything. I have a clarity of mind that doesn’t exist at other times.”



“Like I said.”



“I get what Charlie means,” said Cheryl. She moved to the floor in front of us and drew her palms along our inner thighs. Her hands were still warm from the shower. Carly’s toes immediately stood on point as she watched Cheryl’s hand move slowly up her legs. When she reached their terminus, she palmed my cock and Carly’s puss. I gave the move high ratings.



“Is this okay, Carly?” Cheryl asked. “May I touch you?”



Carly nodded as she released her breath. Cheryl’s touch must have interrupted her autonomic nervous systems. With consent granted, Cheryl moved her thumb up and down Carly’s slit as she played with my cock.



“I think sex is a religious experience,” she continued. “We completely meld into each other, we can even meld with ourselves, our inner selves. Some people never go there. I think we’re special in that for us, it’s more than sex. It’s a place we go to connect and for nourishment.”



Cheryl rose over my lap and took me into her mouth. As she did so, her hand rotated over Carly so her fingers could massage between her legs. Carly’s head fell onto the top of the seat cushion as she spread her legs. This sent a signal to Cheryl, who responded to both of us with more vigor. Her towel fell off her boobs, which now rubbed over my thighs. She alternated sucking my cock with licking my balls and tickling my perineum, which she knew I loved.



After several moments, she lifted her head and smiled at me. She looked over to Carly, whose eyes were shut as she rolled her pelvis into Cheryl’s hand.



Cheryl stood and, taking us both by hand, led us into the bedroom. Carly stood by the bed as Cheryl lifted off Carly’s top and removed her bra. They kissed standing, tenderly caressing each other. Cheryl’s hand slipped into Carly’s panty over her ass, squeezed it, and pulled her into a tighter embraced. Their mouths were both open, their tongues groping. Lost in themselves, they both laughed when they broke. Carly smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, meaning to highlight her willful submission. Cheryl laid on the bed and Carly followed to lay half on top her.



Carly’s mouth landed on Cheryl’s nipple, which she sucked hard, drawing it into her mouth. Cheryl watched, looking somewhat dazzled, then smiled at me.



I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at them. Carly’s ass rose and fell as she rubbed her pelvis into Cheryl’s thigh, then up over her center. Cheryl slipped a hand underneath and fingered Carly, whose attention to the fact was immediate. She sat up, her legs straddling Cheryl, and rocked over her fingers. Her head fell back as she moaned, her usual preliminary to the pending full-on narration.



“Oh, Cheryl… My God!… Your fingers are inside me! Oh, oh…ah… My God!” She reached and held Cheryl’s breasts as she ground into her fingers. “Oh, fuck! Cheryl… Don’t make me come yet… Oh, God!”



Cheryl removed her fingers and rolled Carly to her side. She climbed over her and ground their pussies together, then slowly moved her body down Carly’s legs. She repositioned herself between them after spreading them further apart.



“God, Cheryl, you’re not, are you? Oh, fuck!” She pounded her head back into the pillow as her breasts heaved. “Jesus, Cheryl! I can’t let…”



Before she could finish, Cheryl’s tongue descended on Carly. I watched it lick up and down, causing Carly to spasm with delight, though she remained shrouded in disbelief. Cheryl was going down on her! Her mouth was on her pussy! Her tongue inside it! Whatever this was doing for Carly was doing two-fold for me. Cheryl’s ass bobbed in the air as she bent over Carly, and it took all of my will-power to leave it alone. I wanted them to have their own space.



Cheryl’s tongue flicked Carly’s clit as she placed two curved fingers inside her lips. Clearly already quite primed, this drove Carly over the proverbial hill. Her body erupted in every direction as her muscles contracted and released. Her blood vessels nearly burst on her face as she bit her lower lip. Cheryl held on until Carly’s hand indicated, with a push on Cheryl’s shoulder, that she could take no more.



“Oh Jesus, stop! Oh my God, Cheryl… Oh fuck…” she panted.



Beads of sweat lined Carly’s forehead. Her hands gripped the sheets as a final tremor leaped through her body. Cheryl rose over Carly, leaving tender kisses along the way. Once over Carly’s face they kissed, then Cheryl laid at her side, smiling beautifully. Her chin and cheeks glistened with Carly’s musky nectar.



I found I couldn’t move. I was so taken by this hallucinatory, dreamy sight of my ex-wife, the Sex Goddess, her lips still shiny from Carly’s lush appreciations, their naked bodies brushing, their breasts still rising and falling with excited breaths, that I wanted to savor the moment.



Carly raised a knee and rocked it back and forth as a hand landed on Cheryl’s upper thigh. Still breathing deeply, she turned and kissed her cheek.



“My God, Cheryl,” she said. “You really did it!” She chuckled.



“Was I okay?”



“Oh God yes! We won’t need Charlie after tonight.”



Thanks, I thought to myself. As long as I could watch I might be fine with not touching them. It was up in the air at this point. My cock had leaked precum throughout their exhibition while straining for attention. One false move and I could be ejaculating into thin air.



“Charlie,” said Cheryl. “Could you get us some water?”



I left to get them each water. When I returned, they were lying on their sides facing each other, their beautiful rumps and hips drawing my eyes. I wished I had drawing skills, as I would have happily sketched them all night. They sat up to drink, their breasts swinging in fine arcs, their centers still aflame. Carly put their empty glasses on the nightstand and looked at me, then Cheryl.



“Poor Charlie looks in pain,” she said, noting the state of my revived erection. “Too bad he’s not a woman.” She laughed.



Cheryl, taking pity, reached over to engage my cock with felicitous fingers. They curled around the shaft and my seeping precum assured a slippery playground. She lightly fondled me while offering Carly a sweet kiss, which seemed to revive her. She briefly sampled Cheryl’s breast before moving her hand to my cock.



“Charlie,” she said. “Bring yourself up here closer, up on your knees.”



I rose onto the bed and kneeled in front of them as they rearranged their bodies so each could slide their lips up and down my shaft. I watched in awe. Only their lips now held my cock, freeing their fingers to roam and play elsewhere.



They alternated taking me into their mouths. Carly sucked with determination, while Cheryl’s methods were mild and nearly serene in comparison. It was like being on the receiving end of an alternating current. After a fair amount of time—there was no need to rush, after all—Carly switched direction. She pushed Cheryl down and flat on the bed, then encouraged her to scoot up to the headboard. She did this while reorienting between Cheryl’s legs. Once settled in, she turned to me while wiggling her bottom.



“Fuck me, Charlie.”



“Are you sure?” asked Cheryl, knowing what was to follow for her. Carly’s head descended as Cheryl spread her legs, suggesting she was prepared in any case. When the former’s tongue made its first contact, Cheryl’s usually calm demeanor seemed to evaporate. “Carly! You don’t have to do this! Oh God!!! You’re doing it!!!”



Having ignored Cheryl’s protests, Carly’s head now bobbed over Cheryl’s blossoming center, her head movements telegraphing she had crossed the threshold. She was now tasting another woman’s sex, and this actioned seemed to enliven her, meaning to say she found it to her liking. There was no question whether Cheryl also found it to her liking. Her startled eyes were riveted to Carly’s deft attentions, whose backside was inches from my hovering cock.



I slipped inside Carly and felt the warm rush, savoring it. There was nothing like this, this being inside a woman, feeling your shaft sliding along this most intimate passage. Carly moaned, and whether it was meant for me or her excitement with Cheryl I couldn’t know.



Cheryl’s face assumed a euphoric expression of delirious absorption. As Carly licked and probe with her tongue it meant my situation was hopeless. Watching my cock slide in and out as her tongue delivered enraptured excitement to my ex-wife sent me over the precipice.



Though I wouldn’t know how it went for other men, in my case, when my cock begins to stream into a woman, and especially in the current circumstances, my brain becomes anesthetized. For a few seconds—I know it’s really no longer than that—I enter paradise. None of the miseries of the world have admittance there. It’s a joyful place, where extremes of happiness dwell and bath you in love. It is not sordid in the least. It is but your reward for sharing the essence of life. Why look at it any other way?



Carly continued to rock back into my cock which for me now felt like a post-coital massage. Cheryl, whose eyes had flipped into the back of her head, had spread her arms so her fingertips could hang from the headboard for support. Her legs were raised straight into the air. Carly’s fingers now worked their magic in sync with her tongue. I could tell, based on the angle of her arm beneath Cheryl’s bouncing thighs.



Cheryl bucked as best she could into Carly’s face by kicking her legs. She began to moan in her quiet way, long whimpering sounds acknowledging her final submission, then deep groans as her body recoiled before completely letting go. She felt her orgasms at the level of the atom. They boiled and erupted in a frenzied but internal leap into empyrean delight.



Once the final furies dissipated, she pulled Carly up and over her still trembling body. I laid beside them and listened to their breathing. Soon, Carly snored, almost imperceptibly. I looked at Cheryl, who smiled and then looked with adoring eyes at Carly. She rubbed her hands lovingly up and down Carly’s back, then rolled her over to her other side.



Once Carly was settled, Cheryl nestled into me, drawing a leg over my thigh. Her palm stroked my chest. She kissed my cheek then drew a long breath.



“We’re going to be okay, Charlie.”



“I think so too.” I kissed her forehead.



“We’re going to make it this time.”






Chapter 19: Success

SIX MONTHS LATER



“To Fuck Buddies,” said Carly, toasting the success of our new business. The actual company name was Matrix Designs as Picasso was a fan of the movie franchise.



As for Picasso, as well as our eight recent hires also celebrating with us, he wasn’t in on the Fuck Buddies joke, and they all gave Carly a face suggesting they were baffled by her toast. None of us filled them in, and how could we? I was standing by the floor-to-ceiling windows of my new apartment admiring my new home. Cheryl had done a superb job of decorating.



“We couldn’t have done it without Cheryl,” said Jerry, offering a second toast, and now nearly as drunk as Carly. We’d been festive all afternoon after paying ourselves back our investments in Matrix, now a promising packaging and point-of-sale design company.



Cheryl bashfully acknowledged the toast by raising her glass. It was her consent to sell the house that gave us the bulk of our seed money. Jerry gave her hug, which evolved into them standing arm in arm.



“They make a handsome couple,” said Kathy, standing beside me. She laughed at her remark.



“They do. It’s too bad Cheryl’s out of commission,” I said, somewhat wryly.



“I think she’s keeping him happy.” Kathy’s arm went around my waist. “It’s the least we can do for our successful men.”



∞∞∞

Following the night when Carly and Cheryl first exchanged their sapphic inclinations, and after Cheryl and I agreed we were back together for good, an agreeable calm settled over everyone.



We had successfully reconfigured our lives.



Carly was now around more than she was not. She and Cheryl’s relationship, deepened by their mutual lust, was enriched in other ways too, as was my relationship with Carly. In most of the world’s eyes, we would have been viewed as a threesome, though Cheryl and I simply felt we were all very close. Yes, when Carly spent the night, we all shared a bed, but we didn’t always have sex. Elsewhere in our lives, the women often paired up against me on movie nights or when selecting a restaurant, but I greeted their occasional dominance with delight.



Occasionally, it was I who got to play the dominant role.



One morning, when Carly had been unnecessarily grumpy over the absence of Nutella from our household, I playfully bent her over the kitchen counter and pushed her panties down, half of her outfit at that moment, the other half being one of my t-shirts. I told her she was a bad girl for complaining and needed to be punished.



“Oh, God! Yes please!” she pleaded, spreading her legs. We screwed in the kitchen while Cheryl read her email at the dining table a few feet away. Barely distracted, she only managed to say, “You guys…”



This highlighted the often casual side of our sex life. We weren’t rabid sex fiends, but nor were we shy about wanting and having sex. I looked at it as a happy middle ground. We didn’t have to be ashamed or disappointed when our desires were out of sync, though this rarely happened. Being around two women meant I was especially susceptible to arousal, and Cheryl and Carly did their best to assure my comfort, though not without occasional playful complaints.



Kathy and I hadn’t consummated the full range of possibilities existing for us. We wisely chose to acknowledge our mutual desire but keep it downrange. There was only so much we could manage as a group, particularly as Kathy, Cheryl, and Carly had all now slept together. They celebrated their newly minted woman-love lifestyle by spending a weekend at, and shocking the residents of, a quaint B&B in Vermont.



As mentioned, Cheryl was out of commission vis-a-vis Jerry because we were trying to get pregnant. This isn’t to say they didn’t still mingle. They did, but not out of sight or without the knowledge of the rest of us. Only intercourse was off the table.



On Jerry’s birthday, the three women treated him to an all-naked massage in Carly’s apartment, followed by every imaginable entertainment one might suspect pleasing to man in the presence of three lovely, naked women. Kathy suggested on my own birthday we might finally consummate a new relationship. It was a nice idea, but it didn’t need to happen. I liked the idea of saving it with no ridged timeframe in mind. It was like existing in a permanent Christmas Eve.



When you know you’re going to sleep with a woman, when there is absolutely no doubt about it, it takes the pressure off. Broaden this idea and plug it into a typical long-term marriage under stress. I guarantee the stress will evaporate immediately. “Yes, honey, you can sleep with our good friend Ted. I want you to be happy.” Chances are, that’s all it would take to mend a broken marriage, the joint commitment to acknowledge the facts:



We all liked sex. We loved our friends or at least a few of them. We all liked variety.



Within thirty minutes all of our guests had left, leaving Cheryl, Kathy, Carly, Jerry and myself alone in our new apartment, and just in the nick of time. Caryl, Jerry, and Cheryl had begun mauling each other on the sofa.



“They’re like a bunch of horny teenagers,” said Kathy, as she and I tidied up. “I hope Cheryl remembers she’s trying to get pregnant with you, not Jerry.” She chuckled.



“You mean, I should have ‘the talk’ with Cheryl so she knows how all that works.”



“That’s right. I would talk with Jerry but I think he’s kind of drunk.”



“That can happen with enough booze. There ought to be a law.”



“Oh, look,” said Kathy. “They both going down on him now.”



“They probably want to get him out of the way so they can have a go at each other.”



Kathy laughed. “I don’t think this is the typical after-party gossip you’d hear with most people.”



“I don’t know anymore. Are we that special?” We’d finished up the kitchen, which overlooked the living room thanks to an open floor plan, and sat at the kitchen island.



Kathy poured wine as she reflected. I looked at Cheryl, now kissing Carly as their mouths hovered inches above Jerry’s cock, which they were both stroking.



“The couples I see in my practice are stressed over two things,” said Kathy. “Money or sex. And when I drill down, it’s usually just the sex. After three or four years they’ve lost interest in each other, but not in having sex.” She took a sip of wine as she surveyed the three on the sofa. “And they blame each other for their not having sex, and they’re right. They’re not having sex because they vowed not to have sex outside their marriage, and they not having sex with each other.”



“Do you ever tell them to have affairs?”



“God, no! I could be sued for malpractice. But I do ask if they’ve ever thought of it, but that’s just me being nosy.” She chuckled. “To tell you the truth, six times out of ten, they’ve both usually let themselves go by the time they see me. It’s their way of saying ‘Don’t touch me’ without actually saying it.”



“They’re digging their own graves,” I said, feeling I was above the fray when it came to understanding the dynamics making for happy marriages.



“A year ago you left your wife because she had an affair.”



Of course, Kathy was right. A year ago I was below the fray. I had been a knucklehead. I’d ignored my own very open discussion with my then wife about the exciting prospect of her sleeping with another man, or at least exciting one in some way, such as she was presently doing on a sofa twenty feet away from me. There were three of us sitting at our kitchen counter. Kathy, myself, and my erection.



“Well, I’ve seen the light, then.”



Kathy laughed. We heard Jerry grunting in the background, along with smacking sounds and other indications he might feeling a tad blissful at that moment. I looked over to see Cheryl wiping her chin, which escalated the situation in my trousers. My ex-wife and soon to be new wife was wiping another man’s ejaculate off her face.



A moment later Carly was beside us.



“What are you guys talking about?” she asked, while pouring herself a glass of wine. Her top was open and her hair was in its usual disarray, with one long strand stuck to her cheek. Kathy tidied her up.



“We were discussing what a whore you’ve become,” I said.



“I could have told you that.” She took a sip of her wine. “When are you two going to bust your cherries?”



Kathy laughed. “I’m afraid mine’s busted already.”



“You know what I mean… Hey, I can hold Charlie down for you. He’s always got an erection.” She felt me. “Yeah, he’s ready.” She gave me a kiss.



A second later Cheryl was on my other side.



“Hi!” She saw the wine and went to fetch a glass. When she returned, she kissed me too and poured herself a drink. Having your soon-to-be wife kiss you after performing oral sex on another man, and not objecting to it, proved how above the fray I’d become.



“Jerry fell asleep,” she said. “He’s pretty drunk. I think I may be too. What are you all talking about?”



“Charlie and Kathy,” said Carly. “They’re going to do it.”



“Really?” asked Cheryl. “I’m so happy for them both.” She grinned and took another sip of her wine. “Charlie, let’s get your clothes off. You don’t want to be rude.”



“We’re not having sex,” I said. “Kathy and I have decided to wait.”



“For what?” asked Carly, with a slight titter. “Your wedding night?”



“Don’t be pushy, Carly,” said Cheryl. “Maybe Kathy wants to wait too.”



Carly looked at Kathy. “Really?”



“I’m following Charlie’s lead. I like waiting, but if he’s changed his mind, I’m ready. I’m ready for something tonight.” Cheryl ambled over to Kathy and gave her a suggestive kiss.



“See, Charlie?” asked Carly. “She’s ready now, plus, we want to watch.”



Perhaps the intention of waiting did form an unnecessary restraint. When Kathy said she was ready for something, I knew my resistance would fail. Sitting on the stool next to me with her legs apart, it was hard not to imagine them minus their tight jeans. Up to this point, I’d only seen her nude in the video with her neighbor. Recalling my first impressions, I was now eager to see her naked for real. The best-made plans are the ones you can put aside in a pinch, and waiting any longer to sleep with Kathy now seemed unthinkable.



But being a thinker often meant my actions were delayed, and in this case, to the extent that Cheryl and Kathy had drifted into a private space of petting each other like two teens warming up. I stood and unbuttoned Kathy’s blouse, which drew their attention away from the petting. Cheryl watched me with her hand on Kathy’s shoulder. As I was occupying the space between Kathy’s open legs, she gave me even more room.



I opened her blouse and palmed her breasts over the bra. They were larger than Cheryl and Carly’s, but not by much, and felt firm in my hands. As I was in no hurry, I lingered like a small child enamored with a new, shiny toy. I rubbed her nipples with my thumbs, which elicited a deep breath from Kathy, who up to this point had simply watched too. She put her hands on my shoulders and drew me in for a kiss.



As first kisses go, it rated rather near the top. Her tongue, being not the least bit shy, gave me a thorough exam, which I reciprocated. I was now pressed into her, my cock aligned perfectly with its future host. We ground into each other, she still seated on the stool, me standing firmly between her legs and rolling my hips into her.



I reached around to unclasped her bra, then pulled it up and over her breasts as she removed my sweater and t-shirt. She pressed her naked breasts into my chest, and we hungrily resumed kissing. Cheryl, now sitting on the stool I vacated, watched, with Carly leaning over her back with her chin resting on Cheryl’s shoulder.



Kathy unbuckled my jeans and pushed them along with my briefs down over my buttocks. She held my cock in the palm of her hand, pressing it against my belly before gripping it in her fingers. She gave it a squeeze, causing precum to spill over her thumb, which she circled around the crown.



With our lips and tongue thoroughly introduced, I pushed Kathy’s blouse off her shoulders and finished removing her bra. I kissed her neck, her ears, the mounds of her breasts and nipples. She returned a theatrical response, producing long sighs and a heaving bosom. I paused to admire my view.



It happens so few times in a man’s life when he holds a new woman’s breasts in the palms of his hands, or tastes her lips and tongue, or feels her hot breath on his neck. It was a given that in a few moments, Kathy’s jeans and panties would come off, and for my benefit. Yet another woman was letting me fondle her secrets, enjoy her flesh, taste her delicate folds and feel them with my fingers. These were no small things. I treasured each and every woman who made love to me, not to suggest there were more than a few that had.



I felt Kathy’s crotch over her jeans and she melted. It was really like that. She landed her head on my shoulder, purring into my ear, and let me play. Feeling a woman there, through the fabric, added tension, as in the so close variety. I recalled the first girl I felt this way. It was easy to do, as it’s our first sexual encounters that feature foremost in our mental erotica files.



Having taken this as far as we could go while sitting and standing in the kitchen area, Kathy got off her stool and kneeled in front of me. She held up my cock and licked my balls, slowly and tenderly, then licked up my shaft with a flattened tongue. As she put it in her mouth our eyes met. She opened her lips wide, took me in as far as she could, then sealed her lips around the shaft as she slowly drew my cock out of her mouth. Once done, she closed her eyes and began sucking in earnest.



To my right remained Cheryl and Carly quietly watching our every move. The latter had freed the former’s breasts and was gently fondling them.



Kathy stood erect and unbuttoned her jeans, pulled down the zipper, and then shimmied out of them while steadying herself with one hand on my shoulder. She slipped off her panties and, in a surprise move, hopped onto the island, which involved pushing several items out of her way, and positioned herself with knees raised and legs open. She leaned back on her elbows.



“Eat me, Charlie,” she said.



Her vulva and labia, both minora and majora, signaled they were eager for me to follow through on her request. She twirled a finger over her clit and moaned as I bent into the task, my tongue flat, which I drew up and down her slit. Unlike Cheryl, and even more exuberantly than was Carly’s usual form, she moaned elaborately. I looked at her face as I teased her pussy with short strokes and butterfly tickles. She looked as if she was about to scream, as one might do if in extreme agony. She put a hand behind my head and pressed it into her, burying my face in her neatly trimmed bush, proving her impatience with the butterfly treatment.



I curled my tongue and felt the hard nub of her clit. Her legs squeezed my head and released it, then squeezed again. I focused now, licking the bottom of her slit, my nose rubbing her clit, then dropped my tongue further still, licking her perineum and rectum.



This was received favorably. She bucked into my face with an urgent appeal. I moved my tongue back to her clit and slipped in two fingers, curling them up and beyond my tongue’s reach. Kathy exploded, bucking wildly. My head was once again pressed into her bush will full force, and to the extent that breathing was impossible. Her musk became my consciousness. She trembled beneath me before final spasms caused her to release my head as she fell back on the counter.



I kissed her thighs and heaving belly.



“Oh, Charlie Cochran, you bad, bad boy,” she said, chuckling lightly. “Oh, God! That was nice, Charlie, so nice!” She panted. “I am glad we waited… Oh, God… I just can’t believe it we’ve done it! No wonder the girls like you so much!” She sat up to kiss me. I was soaked, of course, but she didn’t mind, which she proved by licking my cheeks. “Oh, I think I drowned you, Charlie!” She laughed, while rubbing our faces together.



She looked at my weeping cock and jumped down from the island, which she then bent over while spreading her legs.



“Fuck me now, Charlie.”



I obliged.



Once again another first time. As I sunk my tip into Kathy she rocked into. As I pressed in more, she gasped as her body jerked. I took my time. A new man’s cock was inside her now. I wanted her to feel every centimeter, every micrometer, of this journey. My cock was in new territory. As it slid in and out, to near full escape then back into its limits, her watery richness held me snugly, clasping and bearing down. I rocked into her with steady, delicate force, watching her lips curl over my shaft. She moaned and groaned submissively as her lovely bum rolled into me. Take me, it suggested. I’m all yours. Pound into me if you like! Let me feel your cock inside me!



She felt my first pulse. “God yes! Charlie! Come inside me!”



I crossed the final frontier. I came hard, pounding Kathy’s backside with uncontrolled enthusiasm, which sent ripples through her flesh. I drained into her, squeezing my muscles. She grunted hard, as did I. When I was spent I fell over her back. She gripped my hands and squeezed them while turning her head to kiss my cheek.



A hand rubbed my bum. It belonged to Cheryl, now stroking my backside.



“Good work, honey,” she said. I heard a chuckle as she whispered something to Carly, now standing on my other side.



“Do me, Charlie!” said Carly, enthusiastically. I hoped she was kidding.



“I think we need to let him rest,” said Cheryl, patting my back.



I stood and Kathy rose from the counter. She turned and embraced me in a very loving way, which involved rocking us back and forth. She let me go with a kiss.



“Can we stay over?” she asked. “I don’t want to wake Jerry. I can sleep on the sofa with him.”



“Sure,” said Cheryl. “I’m sorry we don’t have the guest room set up yet. You can sleep with us too, if you want. There’s room.”



“I’m not sure I’ll be able to let Charlie sleep.” She grinned, and gave me another kiss.



“He’s got all weekend to sleep,” said Carly. “Anyway, he’s got to do me next.”



“What about me?” asked Cheryl. “I’m the one trying to get pregnant.”



I felt they could settle it between them.



I poured a large glass of wine and stood by the tall windows to look at the city. It was in its usual sparkling form, its million inhabitants in various states of joy or misery, each according to his due, I supposed. A woman in an apartment across from us waved. I waved back, forgetting I was nude by a floor-to-ceiling windows.



I decided it didn’t matter. Maybe the woman across the way would be naked on another night knowing I could see her and wave. What was there to be ashamed of? We were our truest selves in our naked form as our nude bodies told the world certain truths about ourselves. Either we were happy or we were not.



I was incredibly happy at that moment. I had no right not to be.



Carly joined me and waved at the woman across the way.



“You’re naked, you know,” she said. “That woman can see you.”



“I’m sure she’s seen naked men before.”



“Yeah, well don’t be getting any ideas. You have enough on your plate already.”



“You’re sounding possessive now.”



“Yeah.”



This sign of jealousy gave me a stir. I felt a tingle, or as Carly called them, an itch.



“I think I’m ready now,” I said, my cock beginning to illustrate the point.



Carly looked at it, bent down, and took me in her mouth. I looked at the woman in the other apartment. I could have sworn she smiled. Carly stood and took my hand.



I followed her into the bedroom.



The End
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