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Present Day

“So, he actually starts man-splaining to me what my own major is all about!” said Judith, as her hands nervously played with a lock of her closely-cropped, jet-black hair. Her very slender figure was clad in a dark pantsuit that looked out of place in the soccer stands.

“Maybe he was just trying to impress you by appearing knowledgeable,” Skyler mumbled. Nearly as skinny as Judith, Skyler had dyed blonde hair and wore a sequined silk blouse that she couldn’t possibly afford. 

“Anyway, after his stunning display of white privilege, that was the last straw, so that date was over,” said Judith curtly.

“Maybe if you let a man feel big and important once in a while, you’d have more luck,” replied Skyler, as she twisted a rogue lock of hair. Noticing a single discolored one, she deftly plucked it.

“Of course you’d say that. You’ve got a sugar daddy,” Judith shot back.

The whistle was blown, and the game was over. Judith and Skyler’s third roommate, Miranda, a tomboy and one of the team’s star players, walked over to join them as they filed out of the stands.

“Did you see that last goal? I scored a great assist,” said Miranda.

“Congrats,” Judith said halfheartedly. “I didn’t see it, though, Skyler and I were debating about guys again.”

“Guys? Who has time for ‘em?” Miranda said with a shrug. “Between practice and studying…”

“See?” Judith said. “Got Miranda on my side…”

“It’s only natural that I’m the only one that’s right, since I’m the prettiest. You’re just bitter than I get the attention from the cool guys,” said Skyler. “But both of you could certainly look a lot better if you just did something with your hair…”

“I’m an athlete, who cares about hair?” asked Miranda.

“Why should I try to look pretty just to satisfy the male gaze? This president of the feminist club isn’t just going to let this be a man’s world,” Judith retorted.

“Marilyn Monroe said ‘I don’t mind living in a man’s world, if I can be a woman in it’,” said Skyler.

“Quoting Marilyn? You’d be happier if we were all living in the 1950’s, wouldn’t you?” Judith shouted.

“They’re called the 'good old days' for a reason, aren’t they?” Skyler asked.

At that moment, there was a loud thunderclap, though neither rain nor lightning was anywhere to be found.

“Look at that!” said Skyler, pointing towards the street up ahead. “Look at all those old cars! And in such new condition!”

“Must be from some kind of car-collector’s convention or something,” said Miranda, as row after row of hardtop convertibles and big-finned sedans sped by. 

“Let me get my cell phone to take a picture…” Judith said. But when she reached into her purse, she couldn’t find it. “Damn—I think I left my phone in the stands or something,” Judith complained.

“Can’t find mine either…” said Miranda.

“Me too!” said Skyler. “And I just had it a few seconds ago…”

“Do those billboards look familiar to you?” Judith asked, pointing towards the sky. A Coca-Cola ad showed parents feeding soda to their toddler, apparently without any irony.

“What’s going on?” Miranda asked.

“Uh-oh…check out this newspaper rack,” said Skyler. The headline read 'Eisenhower Elected President!'

Their jaws dropped as they read the date:

November 4, 1952

“Okay, okay, this isn’t happening,” Miranda said.

“It’s like some kind of terrible nightmare,” Judith moaned. 

“At least we have a Republican in the White House again,” said Skyler.

“Skyler!?” Miranda shouted.

“Oh, come on,” said Skyler, “Just trying to make the best of things. Judith, you’re a sociology major, right? Shouldn’t the idea of studying this time be like a dream come for you?

“If it was for a day or two, maybe. But, Skyler, we don’t know how we got here or if we’ll ever be able to find our way back!”

The girls decided they needed some place to think and talk. But when they headed back to their dormitories, they found that the buildings weren’t there—it was just an empty lot. The buildings that they thought of as home wouldn’t be built for decades.

“So, we’re probably not enrolled in school anymore either, right?” asked Skyler.

“Crap—does that mean I’m off the soccer team?” asked Miranda

“No shit, you’re off the soccer team, Miranda!” shouted Judith. “This is the 1950s! Women’s sports weren’t a thing! Title IX funding wasn’t passed until 1972!” 

“Okay, we’re officially screwed. We’ve got nowhere to live and no cell phones, and I’ve only got about two hundred dollars in cash…” said Skyler. “Fortunately, the year on the denomination has changed, too.”

“Two hundred might be more than you think,” Miranda said. “Remember inflation? Money used to be worth more.” 

With Skyler’s two hundred dollars, the three girls soon found an apartment to move into. As the weeks went by, the grind of adjusting to their new circumstances took its toll, and before long, the quest to find out how and why they’d travelled back in time, as well as looking for a way home, slipped onto the back burner. Without any friends or family to turn to, they needed jobs, and fast.

December 1952

“So, first you gather the notes. Then, you type ‘em all up. You gals don’t know how to type, I’ll bet. I know it can be mighty confusing at first, but you’ll get the hang of it soon,” said Sam, a man with a slick smile and silver suit. 

“Alright, get to it, then,” he said, and left the room.

“Ugh, so patronizing,” said Judith. 

“You gotta remember, typing wasn’t so widespread back in the day,” Skyler began.

“No, I mean, working as secretaries! No prospect of real career advancement. No meaningful work…”

“Hey, I’d rather be outside. But we all agreed we’ve got to do something to bring in some dough while we figure out what to do,” said Miranda.

“I know, I know, “Judith said, her head in her hands. 

~

“Let’s see, how many notes did you get through today?” asked Sam, when their shift was done. “Skyler, you did forty-five sets. Miranda, you did sixty-five. And Judy…”

“Judith,” she clarified.

“Judith, huh?” Sam repeated. “Judith, you did just thirty-nine.”

“I…ugh…” she sputtered.

“It’s okay, I know you’re still learning,” he said, walking a little closer to her. “I’ll cut you a little slack—it’s nice to have someone so cute around here,” he said, before giving her a playful little smack on the bottom, and then quickly exiting the room.

“Woah, Judith,” began Skyler. “When’s the lawsuit coming? Oh wait, feminism hasn’t been invented yet.” 

“Aren’t you gonna get mad, at least?” Miranda asked.

But Judith wasn’t mad. In fact, she wasn’t sure what to feel. Sure, he was talking down to her, but for the first time since she could remember, she deserved it.  She was the worst performing member of the team, after all. And sure, slapping her ass was a sexist, unjust invasion of her personal space, but it was well within the cultural norms of their era. More importantly, it felt good. Damn good. Judith was tingling from head to toe. 

February 1953

“Thank God, quitting time,” said Skyler. “I can’t stand this place! So boring! Let’s all go to a bar or something!”

“Oh, I…I can’t,” said Judith quickly.

“Why not?” 

“It’s…it’s Sam. He asked me out on break. We’re finally having a real date!” she squealed. “I didn’t want to say anything earlier because I didn’t want the other secretaries to hear…”

Skyler rolled her eyes. “Dating your boss, eh? Good luck with that one. How about it, Miranda? Just you and me.”

“I’m sticking around, going to pull in some overtime,” said Miranda. “There’s a supervisor position opening up next year, and…”

“Wait, you want to stick around long enough to get promoted? Next year?” Skyler repeated.

“Well, what’s your plan, Skyler?”

“I don’t know,” Skyler said with a shrug. “I know I didn’t take school very seriously back in 2016, but damn, I do kinda miss it now. I wonder if I should re-apply to Columbia?”

“Columbia doesn’t admit women,” said Judith.

“Wait, what!?” Skyler asked. “You’ve got to be kidding me!”

“Yeah, it won’t until 1983,” she said. 

“I’ll be in my fifties by then!” she groaned. “And just think, I would have known more than anyone else there!”

“It’s too bad none of us majored in economics. Think how much we could have made if we knew what the stock market was going to do, eh?” said Miranda. “Anyway, good luck finding your bar. I’ll meet you back at the apartment around midnight.”

~

Judith met Sam outside the office building. He walked her towards his car, careful to be on the side of the curb. When he reached to pull the car door open for her, she tried to insist that it wasn’t necessary, but he stood there, holding it open and dutifully waiting. Car doors, she realized, hadn’t developed the ability to stay open when left alone.

It was a battle of the wills, but it was one Judith knew she was destined to lose. He wasn’t unjustly assuming he had the power; he in fact did have the power. The money, the car, the position as her boss, and the know-how to navigate this strange, old world.  

She could see the way the evening was going to play out in her mind: him taking her by the arm to unfamiliar places she wouldn’t be able find on her own, him paying for dinner with money she didn’t have. Egalitarianism in this time and in these circumstances was a theoretical impossibility. 

“All right, all right,” she said, finally stepping inside. Her indecisiveness came across only as charming coyness to Sam.

“Good thing you didn’t dawdle any longer, Judy, I was fixing to give you another spanking,” he said, using a tone of voice which made it difficult to discern whether he was joking.

“Oh, oh my,” she said. Was that supposed to incentivize her to move faster or slower next time around?

~

Skyler, looking svelte and classically beautiful with her tight-fitting silk dress and expertly done makeup, walked the streets stewing in a toxic mixture of anxiety and boredom. While Miranda was busy trying to get ahead in the corporate world and Judith was off on a hot date with a rich and successful man, she had nothing and nobody. 

She passed by a familiar coffee shop location near the college. But apparently, it hadn’t always been a Starbucks. Right now it had large paintings of flowers in the windows, and had a variety of odd-looking local newspapers in the front. 

She ordered a drink – something called a “Happy Trails,” and then took a seat in an oversized, plush chair. 

A slender man with shoulder length hair and a fuzzy beard took a seat next to her. Skyler rolled her eyes as she noticed him checking her out – totally not her type. She took a sip of her coffee and nearly gagged from the unexpected barrage of nutmeg and cloves on her palate.

“Hey there,” he began in a calm, mellow voice, either not noticing or not caring about her obvious disinterest. “Why so glum, sister?”

At first, Skyler didn’t reply, hoping her refusal to engage would drive him away, but he kept staring up at her.

“Well…if you must know,” Skyler acquiesced, largely because she had nobody else to talk to, “I’m just a little…lost, right now. You know?” 

“I feel you, I feel you. But don’t be sad.  Being lost is a good thing,” he said, nodding encouragingly.

“A…good thing?” she repeated. “I’ve got no boyfriend, a shitty job that I’ll probably lose pretty soon, how is that good?”

“Do you really want to be safely on the same superhighway as everyone else? Seduced by bourgeois consumerism? Having a cookie-cutter marriage to a cookie-cutter husband? Wasting your time here living the same life as everyone else? Never expanding your horizons? Trust me, in this society, getting lost is the first step towards finding your way to the right path.”

Skyler smiled a little. It was cute, how he was attempting to solve a problem that he couldn’t possibly understand. How could she make this clearer?

“I just…feel like I’m meant to be somebody else, you know? Actually, I feel like once, I was who I was meant to be…”

“Like, reincarnation?” he asked.

“Something like that,” she said with a little shrug.

“Far out! Look, I got to say…why wait to be fired by The Man? Why not just quit?” 

“And…do what?”

“Work here, maybe,” he said with a wink.

“Here?” Skyler asked. “I don’t even know if they’re hiring…”

“I own the coffee shop, babe,” he said. “Think about it.”

But Skyler didn’t have to think about it. She immediately rose to her feet and stormed out.

April 1953

“So, Skyler, our third quarter hasn’t exactly gone well, so we’ve decided to make some cutbacks…” said Donald, the manager of the department. 

“Oh, no…you don’t mean…” Skyler began.

“Yeah, we’ve got to let some of our lesser-performing new secretaries go. You understand, right?” he said.

“Well, don’t look at me! Judith is the worst one there!” she blurted. She felt guilty for stabbing her friend in the back, but she didn’t want to be singled out for being the worst, and she wasn’t.

“Oh, we had a talk with her this morning. Turns out she was dating a low-level manager. Can’t have managers falling in love with their secretaries, right? So we already dismissed her.”

Judith was fired because her boss made a pass at her? That didn’t seem fair…

“So that leaves you as the weakest performer, Skyler, unless…we can work out another arrangement,” he said slowly, patting his lap and winking at her.

“What do you take me for!” she spat.

“Hey, your friend Miranda was very cooperative!” he barked back at her.

Miranda…cooperated? Maybe she felt she had no choice…

Skyler, however, did have another choice, she realized. Without saying a word, she got up and headed for the door.

“Hey! We’re not finished here! Where are you going!?” he barked.

“To get a cup of coffee,” replied Skyler, running out of the room and rejoining her friends.

~

“Why didn’t you tell me you got fired!?” Skyler asked Judith. “And why didn’t you tell me that you did…what you did!?” she said, turning to Miranda.

“Oh, that?” said Judith. “No big deal. Sam makes more than enough money to cover both of us! That’s one great thing about this era.”

“Look, in this office, I get to be somebody important, and I’ve missed that off the field, so…” Miranda began.

“Look, I don’t want to hear about it. I’m sick of this place and I’m glad I’m leaving. In fact, we should start looking for new places to live!” Skyler said.

“Fine, if that’s what you’ve got to do,” said Judith. “But promise us you’ll stay in touch, Skyler!”

January 1961

“I’ll have a…regular coffee,” said the woman at the counter. “You’ve got one of those, right?” she said, squinting up at the brightly colored menu. 

“We don’t do ‘regular,’ here, but we do have ‘sensuous cinnamon,’ ‘free love French vanilla,’ and ‘harmony hazelnut,” said the barista, a woman with a tie-dye shirt and a charka bracelet.

The slight laugh lines around her cheeks were nearly obliterated by her plump, warm cheeks, framed by windswept, flowing brown hair. The shirt she was wearing showed off her large breasts. The fact that they rode a little low and that the outline of her nipples hinted through the fabric meant she was likely braless.

“Harmony Hazelnut, I guess,” said the customer, rolling her eyes a little at the New Age drink names. With blonde hair, gobs of foundation and way too much lipstick, she seemed determined to hide how she’d aged. 

The makeup did a nearly successful job covering up the light lines and bags on her face, while the excess lipstick was designed to cover up the small creases that had developed around the corners of her mouth. She was wearing a white sun dress that showed off her shapely hips, which had widened since she’d had kids. 

“Great, what name should I put down?” asked the barista.

“Judy.”

“Wait…Judith? Is that you?” asked the barista. 

Judy stared back at the nametag, which read “Sky.” 

“Skyler?” 

“Oh my God! It really is you!” said Judy. “I’ll give Miranda a call, we’ll have a proper reunion!”

~

“I’ll have a martini,” said Judy. “What’s your poison?”

“Do you have any organic juice blends?” Sky asked the waiter

Both Judy and the waitress just stared at Sky, dumfounded.

“Skyler, darling, so great to finally reconnect after all these years. Sorry I’m late…”

“It’s fine. And I go by Sky now, as in, the open sky…”

“Well, whatever,” said Miranda with a disinterested shrug, as she took a seat next to them. Her too-small pantsuit did a poor job hiding the fact that her figure had become decidedly bottom-heavy now. Her rear, though, was far from shapely—it looked like a flattened, wide square, possibly as a result of too much sitting. The athletic build that she’d worked so hard on achieving in her twenties had totally faded away.

Miranda’s hair, once closely cropped as to not interfere with her soccer games, was now tied up in a conservative bun. Her eyes, red from long hours at the office, looked tired, while her mouth seemed to be twisted in the expression of a perpetual smirk. “Anyway, I'm late because I had to smooth things over with a division manager.”

“She means blow him,” said Judy, as she leaned over and whispered in Sky’s ear. “She’s willing to do whatever it takes to climb the corporate ladder, you know, the slut.” 

Sky bit her lip and frowned a little. She wasn’t sure which bothered her more: Judy’s gossipy prudish attitude or the fact that Miranda had placed her own autonomy behind her quest for money and advancement in the capitalist sphere.

“So, what’d you think of the election last year?” asked Judy. “I voted for Nixon, of course. My husband says we can’t trust those Catholics.”

“You’re so wrong, Judy. When I got to see Kennedy in person, I swooned.” said Miranda. “He’s so much more handsome than he was on the old tapes I saw as a kid. He had my vote sewn up before he even started talking. What about you, Skyler?”

“Well, unfortunately, Eric Hass didn’t have ballot access in New York, so I had to do a write-in…” she began.

“Eric who?” Miranda asked.

“You know. Socialist Labor Party?”

“Socialist? Now, there’s an ugly word!” said Judy. 

“I don’t see how the word’s aesthetics have anything to do with…” she began.

“Well, explain to me how the poor are supposed to learn self-discipline if we just hand them the fruits of other people’s labor…” Judy began.

“Are you ready to order your meal?” the waitress asked, as she placed the martini glass in front of Judy.

“T-bone steak, rare,” said Judy.

“I’ll have the oysters,” said Miranda. “I hear they’re just great for…ah, never mind.”

“Do you have anything vegetarian?” Sky asked the waiter.

“I…uh…” the server mumbled.

“Darling, this is a steakhouse. What did you expect?” Judy said. “Just…get her a salad or something.”

“So, ‘Sky,’ is it? When are you going to get a ring on that finger, eh?” Judy asked. 

“Well, I’m an open relationship right now, with the man who runs the coffee shop…”

“Doing the boss, eh?” Miranda said, raising her eyebrow. “A woman after my own heart!”

“I’m not doing it to get ahead. We care deeply for each other,” Sky replied defensively. 

“He doesn’t care about you at all if he’s not willing to put a ring on that finger,” Judy said as she scrunched up her face in disapproval, revealing the start of a more than a couple of forehead lines. “But that’s how men are when they’re in that situation. You know, why buy the cow, when you can get the milk for free?”

“Well, we’re trying to explore dairy-free alternatives…” Sky said, before launching into a lengthy tirade on the evils of factory farming practices.

Judy rolled her eyes, and then took a big gulp of her martini.

~

“So, Skyler, when will we see you again?” Judy said, slurring her words a little. 

“I…I don’t know,” Sky replied. If they insisted on taking her to places like steakhouses, never would be too soon enough. “The bakery keeps me pretty busy…”

“Fine, be that way,” said Judy, rolling her eyes. “Miranda, you’ll always be a true friend, right?” 

“Me…oh, yeah, sure, you betcha,” Miranda said as she fiddled with her napkin.

June 1970

“Forced bussing? You’ve got to be kidding me,” said Judy, gazing at the television as she and Sam returned home after church. “They aren’t putting those Negroes in our daughter’s school, I’ll tell you that right now.”

“I agree with our pastor.  Race mixing is communism,” Sam concurred. “Sure as Hell hope Nixon keeps his promises and puts a stop to it.”

“I think that’s a safe best. If there’s one thing we know about Nixon, it’s that he’s honest,” said Judy.

“You wanna send the kids out to get ice cream while we…ya know?” Judy asked, winking a little as she tried to wriggle her hips at him suggestively.

Once they were married, Sam’s interest in Judy quickly started to wane. She’d done everything in her power to preserve her sex appeal, including wearing an ever increasing amount of makeup, getting an eyelid lift and a new procedure: breast implants. 

But the makeup had long since stopped making her look classy, instead giving her the look of an older movie starlet who was refusing to age gracefully. 

Her eyelid pullback gave her a perpetually startled look, and her breast implants left her with gravity-defying orbs, which looked out of place on her the rest of her body, which looked as though it was starting to melt a little from the shapeless film of flab she’d acquired over the years. Thanks to her habit of martinis in the evening and valium in the afternoon, she never seemed to have the energy to exercise.

“Maybe later,” Sam said, shrugging his shoulders with disinterest. 

“Tomorrow night?” she asked hopefully, trying not to allow her voice to crack.

“That reminds me, I’ll be working late tomorrow night,” said Sam. 

“Working late?” Judy asked, now failing to keep the panic out of her voice. That was highly unusual.

“Yeah, just wanted to let you know not to, you know, wait up.”

Don’t wait up!? Judy had heard enough. It was obvious what was going on – Judy just wasn’t good enough for him anymore. Her earlier suspicions were becoming confirmed - He was clearly sleeping with some hussy at the office – probably someone younger and thinner. Or, perhaps…

There was one woman who certainly didn’t fit that description, but who was indisputably brazen and flirty enough to make a play for her husband.

~

“Where is she?” shouted Judy, as she burst into the secretary’s room. 

“Where is who?” asked one of the young women perched over a typewriter.

“Where…is…Miranda?” Judy said, through gritted teeth.

“Oh, you mean Miss Williams?” said a male secretary with short, curly red hair. “I wouldn’t bother her if I were you. She’s scary.”

“Ugh. You’re all worthless,” said Judy with a low sigh. 

“Can I help you?” came a familiar voice from behind.

“Miranda! There you are! We need to chat about you and my husband!”

“Let’s step into my office,” said Miranda, taking her old friend by the hand.

“You…you have an office?” asked Judy, feeling a little surprised. 

“Of course, it’s the seventies,” Miranda said with a shrug, closing the door. “Now, what was it you were saying about—”

“My husband! Why are you sleeping with him!?” Judy shouted, stamping her foot. “Don’t you have enough men of your own to play with?”

“Why would you think that I’d sleep with Sam?” said Miranda.

“I…I just…” Judy began, before bursting into tears. “I don’t know! He’s just not interested in me anymore! I’ve tried everything to get the spark back, but…I’m sorry, Miranda, I’m sorry I assumed it was you…”

“It’s okay, all is forgiven,” she said, stroking Judy’s over treated, bleached blonde hair, which was done up in a bouffant hair style. 

“I’ve tried so much to hold my husband’s attention,” Judy said. “You don’t know the depraved things I’ve had to put myself through…I just hate to think that my best years are behind me, you know? Like all I have to look forward to is the kids growing up and leaving me!” 

“Hey, you’ve got plenty to look forward to. There’s company picnic coming up!”

“Yeah, Sam told me all about it. I’m not sure if I can go with him…”

“Then be my guest to the picnic!” she said. “It’ll be just like old times.”

~

“Hey, girl, why don’t you turn the frown upside down?” said a dorky young man with red hair as he sat down next to a nubile, skinny waif in a long, tie-dye sundress.

“Why should I?” she asked.

“My name is Marty. Let me buy you a cup of coffee, and I’ll tell you about everything that’s right with the world,” he offered.

“I don’t need your money or your pity,” she said, rising to her feet and exiting the store.

The man buried his head in his hands as the door slammed shut.

“You know, your approach is all wrong,” said Sky, who’d been watching the interaction from her usual place behind the coffee bar. “This isn’t the 1950s anymore. Women want to feel independent—in control. Not coddled and condescended. Don’t try so hard to be a charmer.”

“I knew it,” Marty said. “I’m always gonna strike out, huh?”

“Not necessarily,” she said, striding out from behind the counter towards the door, which she locked. Marty glanced around and realized that they were the only two people in the store. “You never know when you’re going to get lucky, Marty,” she said with a little wink.

“Sky…are you trying to seduce me?” he asked. 

“Maybe,” Sky said, as she sashayed towards him.

It was certainly unexpected. Marty, who came here fairly regularly, saw Sky as a friendly ol’ gal – someone kindly, and certainly old enough to be his mother. Yet, he couldn’t deny that he had taken an occasional glance towards her chest once in a while. It was obvious that they’d sunk a little low on her chest, as if she’d burned her bra a decade ago and simply refused to buy another. Her hair was long and wild, nearly reaching her butt, and with a few daisies tied around her forehead. There were, however, a few fairly prominent gray streaks emerging near her temples.

Sky closed the blinds and then slowly disrobed, her figure displaying the results of years of scarfing down uneaten muffins at the day’s end. Her arms shook as she threw her panties behind her and over her head. Her belly was soft, bulging and doughy, her hips had spread noticeably, and her thighs were full of cellulite and wriggled as she walked towards her young soon-to-be conquest. 

As Sky’s skills as a baker grew, so had her waistline, and given her rejection of “petite bourgeoisie” beauty trends, she didn’t care if anybody thought she ought to lose a few pounds. 

In the era of Twiggy, and the airbrush, and unsafe diet pills, Sky’s form stood out. Marty, who was an art student, thought her aesthetic was reminiscent of an earlier standard of beauty, perhaps the unapologetically curvaceous burlesque dancers of the turn of the century, or Peter Paul Ruben’s big, Baroque beauties. 

Had anyone asked Sky if she was proud of how she looked, she would have just shrugged and said her looks were more than up to the task of seducing young guys, which is all she needed them for.

Sky delicately undid every little button on Marty’s starched shirt, pulled off his suspenders, and then slowly hiked down his pants, revealing his bulging eagerness.

“Ever been kissed before, Marty?” she asked. He shook his head no. Sky leaned in and pecked at his lips a few times, before gently coaxing them open with the edge of her tongue. Then, she slowly penetrated his mouth, while her hand gently squeezed the indentation in his underwear. 

Marty let out a noise somewhere between a grunt and a squeal when Sky bit down a little on his lower lip. At the same time, she hooked her soft, out-of-shape arm around the back of his head to reel him in closer. Then she tucked her tongue under his and gently sucked at it.

With one smooth motion, she yanked off Marty’s underwear. Slowly, she straddled him.  Marty relished the feeling of his cock momentarily brushing against the smooth, soft, yielding flesh of her middle-aged paunch. 

Sky slid onto Marty, who reached up and latched onto her soft shoulders. His face was pressed against her neck, the flesh of which was just starting to gain a few little lines and folds, while Sky’s breasts flopped around Marty’s neck, propped on his scrawny shoulders. With each thrust, he felt their heavy weight shift and press down on him.

“You’re doing great,” she said encouragingly as her hands played with his hair. Sky intended this to be reassuring, to help him relax and prolong his performance. But Marty found both her gentle touch and encouragement to be surprisingly erotic, and he had to strain to avoid climaxing right then and there. 

As their lovemaking grew more vigorous, one of the little flowers fell from Sky’s hair, landing on Marty’s nose. It seemed deliciously sweet, though nothing topped the smell of Sky’s own skin, which she slathered with organic shea-butter every night. This left it softer and smoother than when she was in her twenties. Marty raked his fingernails across her back as he tried to drink in its wonderfulness. 

Soon, Marty came, the pleasure so intense that he fell asleep moment afterwards. Sky wasn’t satisfied, not by a long shot, but that hardly mattered. She’d become accustomed to that after so many young lovers. Seeing the peaceful state she’d lulled him into was more than enough for her, serving as the ultimate visual and emotional stimulus. As she slowly slid out of her, Sky applied her own fingers, cumming as she applied little kisses to his forehead.

~

“I bet you do this with a lot of boys, huh?” Marty asked, when he woke up a few moments later. Though his desire was physically spent, he couldn’t help but languidly gaze at her.

“Sure do,” Sky replied. 

“Don’t any of them ever…you know…get attached to you?” Marty asked nervously.

“Maybe a couple, back in the day,” said Sky with a throaty chuckle. “But I’m not exactly a woman you bring home to momma. I think guys just want that first notch on their belt, and then they want to move on to greener – well, younger – pastures, leaving the encounter as just a happy memory. It’s an arrangement that works well for both parties involved.”

“What do you mean there?” asked Marty.

“Well, I get a nice boost in confidence knowing I still got it. Guys like you feel a little more confident the next time they ask out a girl their own age.”

“Oh,” Marty said, his face falling a little. After thinking about what had just happened between them, Marty wasn’t particularly interested in going after girls his own age. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he thought that he must have been a fool to try to woo women who weren’t interested when such a gorgeous gem like Sky was here, right in front of him, the whole time. 

“Well, what if…uh…not that you should if you aren’t interested, but, you know…” he stammered.

“Out with it Marty,” said Sky. “You’re a man now, mean what you say, and say what you mean.”

“I don’t want a single notch on a belt. I don’t want just one happy memory.” Marty said. “Sky, do you want to go to a picnic with me?” 

“I don’t need you to take care of me, Marty. Don’t let a misplaced sense of guilt or nobility make this out to be anything else than what it was. You need to follow your own destiny.”

“Well, I want my destiny to be taking you to the picnic,” he said with a wry little grin.

“Why not?” she said with a shrug. She was sure he’d find an excuse to cancel. They always did.

July 1970

“So, Miranda, noticed your staff is super afraid of ya,” said Judy.

“Oh, that,” Miranda said, rolling her eyes. “I just have to have a reputation to get any respect around there.”

“Isn’t that one of your secretaries there?” said Judy, pointing off in the distance.

“Sure thing! Who’s that older woman he’s with, his mom? Oh, God, he just gave her a smooch on the lips!” Miranda said, wincing. “I can’t wait to rib him about this back at the office!”

“Wait a minute,” Judy said, trying her best to squint, even though her eyelid job made that nearly impossible. “That’s Sky!” 

“Sky, good to see you!” said Judy in a saccharine voice, her smile as phony as her bosom.

“Oh, God, that’s my boss!” Marty tried to whisper in Sky’s ear discreetly as he spotted Miranda. “Let’s get out of here!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” she said, his childish antics providing her with a great sense of comfort and relief. She’d initiated so many boys into manhood, and their response had been to run for the hills. The fact that Marty was still acting like a scared little kid…well, he still needed her.

“Well, we’ve got a proper reunion!” said Judy. 

“Let’s have a toast to that. I’ve got some ginger ale right here…” Miranda said, pulling out glass bottles from her cooler and pouring them into paper cups. When she thought nobody was looking, Judy poured a little rye whiskey into hers.

“To friendship!” said Judy, and they all drank.

“So, Marty…” Miranda began, and he twitched with shock.

“Y…yes?” he asked in a squeak.

“I was going to say, what did you bring to the picnic?” 

“Oh…oh…sorry. I’ve got some soft pretzels…”

“I’ve got potato salad,” Judy volunteered.

“I’ve got some brownies for desert,” said Sky.

“Hey, Judy, Miranda, good to see you!” Sam said, as he made his way over. 

“Hey,” Judy said softly.

“Miranda, I noticed a problem on the TPS reports,” said Sam. “Can I borrow you for a few minutes to go over the discrepancies?”

“You want me to work on my day off?” Miranda complained. “No way. I’m busy with my friends – that can wait ‘till Monday!”

“Sorry, it can’t…” said Sam.

“Alright, alright,” she said, slowly rising to her feet. “See you girls—and Marty—later,” she said. Both she and Sam disappeared into the crowd at the edge of Central Park.

“I don’t trust them,” Judy growled, grinding her teeth.

“You’re being paranoid.  Just relax,” said Sky.

~

“So, what’s wrong with those TPS reports?” Miranda asked, as they walked off the main road and onto one of the secluded dirt paths.

“There aren’t enough naked pictures of you in ‘em,” said Sam. 

“Well, we’ll just have to fix that,” said Miranda, leaning forwards and giving Sam a playful lick on the ear.

“You certainly put up quite a front today,” said Sam. “What was up with that?” 

“Judy. I think she’s onto us,” said Miranda. “She came to the office last week, saying she suspected we were…well, you know…”

“You didn’t say nothing, did you?” Sam said angrily.

“No, Sam, I didn’t ‘say nothing',” Miranda said, sarcastically mimicking his heated tone.

“Why the hell would she suspect us? We’ve been so careful…” Sam said, reaching out and pulling at Miranda’s pantsuit.

Miranda hadn’t done much to try to hold back the march of time. She’d trimmed her hair into a short bob. She’d packed on quite a few pounds, most of which had settled onto her lower body, giving her a flabby pear shape. Moreover, thanks to sitting on her ass all day, her rear had lost a great deal of its natural roundness, being compressed into a flat, lifeless, flabby pancake. 

Still, Sam was smitten. Partly, it was because Miranda could banter with him back and forth better than plain, dumb Judy ever could. Partly, it was because he needed something to do at the office to spice things up. But most importantly, it was because he and Miranda shared something special and completely unrelated to anything outside of sinful sensuality. 

No kids, no responsibilities, no awkward conversations about alcoholism, no financial difficulties. The few times Sam was able to get it up with Judy, he was always either thinking about Miranda, or at least about how things were with Judy when they were first dating. Those were the times.

Miranda bent forwards and wrapped her arms around a tree trunk, while Sam roughly started taking her from behind, pounding her flabby bottom and causing it to quiver violently.

“What was that?” Judy said, when she heard a soft cracking sound.

“What was what?” Sam asked, as he kept pounding away.

~

“I can’t believe it!” Judy said, sobbing. “It’s true! It really is true! My husband is cheating on me! My whole life is over!”

“Well, maybe you should make a break with your socialized role. Get a divorce, move out, and get a job. Go find your inner self,” Sky suggested.

“I’m not going to be able to do any of that hippie bullshit! Who’s gonna watch the kids!” 

“Maybe they need to learn to explore the world on their own,” Sky said. 

“The world is a cruel and heartless place! It’s got violence, crime, drugs!” Judy said, breathing heavily.

“You need to chill out,” Sky said, rubbing Judy’s back. “Here, have a brownie.”

“Thanks…” Judy said, eagerly chowing down.

~

“You know, Sky?” said Judy, several minutes later. “I actually feel…just great. Those brownies did the trick!” she said in a slow cadence.

“Glad you’re feeling a little mellower,” Sky said, chuckling a little. “I knew those special brownies would help do the trick.”

“You know what? I think I know how to fix things with Sam!” said Judy. “He cheated on me, so all I need to do is cheat on him! What about you, Marvin, was it?”

“Marty…” 

“How about you and I find someplace private to sneak off to? I’m sure Sky won’t mind…” said Judy, brushing her hand against Marty’s knee.

Marty glanced up at Sky, who merely shrugged.

“Have fun,” she added. Sky certainly wasn’t going try to crimp his autonomy for the sake of petty lust, no matter how much she did like him.

“Actually, Judy, I feel like Sky and I have got something pretty special going on, so…” Marty began. Sky couldn’t help but grin, and reached out and grabbed his hand, squeezing it a little.

“Ah, you’re right…I was just being silly, that’s all,” said Judy. “Not sure why I’d even think of such a thing. Truth is, I’ll just have to do what I’ve always done with Sam: forgive and forget. I’ve got my family to think of…after all.”

“And what about Miranda?” asked Sky, as she noshed on a brownie.

“I’ll deal with her, in due course,” Judy said slowly.

“Well if you’re going to do a big confrontation, you’ve got to find the right location,” said Sky. “This is one showdown I’ve got to see.”

“My uncle runs a place, I think can get you gals passes,” Marty said. “There’s a perfect spot…”

August 1970

“So, you said you had the perfect day planned,” said Miranda as she stepped into Judy’s car. “I can’t wait to hear all about it!”

“Well, I can’t reveal the surprise just yet,” said Judy. “First, we gotta stop by someplace special and pick up some snacks…”

A few minutes later, they had arrived at Sky’s coffee shop.

“So, can I get you anything?” Sky asked. “Coffee, muffin?” 

“I’ll have a blueberry muffin, a cheese Danish and three cinnamon rolls,” said Judy. Even though she’d decided to forgive Sam’s indiscretions, she certainly wasn’t going to try to avoid gaining weight for his sake. 

“Trying to go on a diet,” Miranda said. “Just black coffee for me.”

“Well, I think today’s gonna be a cheat day,” Sky said under her breath, and tossed in five Hello Dolly bars for good measure.

~

“Alright, Miranda, you can open your eyes,” said Judy.

“Oh, my gosh! A mud bath! And at such a fancy spa…” cooed Miranda, as she gazed around at the beautiful marble. “How much did this set you back, Judy?” 

“Nothing is too much for my best friend,” said Judy cheerily.

“Alright girls,” said Sky. “Let’s get in!” she said, quickly pulling off her clothes. Both of her friends were taken aback by Sky’s openness, though they wouldn’t quite say it came as a surprise. In a similar vein, both Judy and Miranda had expected that a hippie like Sky might be all about being au naturale, but they never expected Sky’s body hair to be so…abundant. 

She’d long ago renounced shaving her legs and underarms, meaning that she had fine, long hair there rather than the dark, prickly stuff women who simply forget for a few weeks often get. Meanwhile, her crotch was quite the forest, with a few noticeable greys among her curly hairs.

Eventually, of course, Miranda and Judy had to stop staring and disrobe themselves. The three of their bodies could have been case studies in what being middle aged does to a woman’s figure: Judy’s corrupted hourglass, Miranda’s sagging pear, and Sky’s butterball apple. Sky and Miranda’s legs dimpled and shook as they made their way into the mud, while the flab on Judy’s arms shook and rattled when she tossed her blouse over her head. 

When the three of them sank all the way into the mud, leaving only their faces exposed, that too offered contrast on what the aging process had done to their visages. 

Sky’s puffy, chubby cheeks helped somewhat hide the deep laugh lines she’d developed from twenty years of loving life and being friendly with customers – young men, in particular. But fat cheeks couldn’t hide the little crinkles under her eyes.

Miranda’s face was bore the harsh lines of the scowl she wore around the office, and the dark circles around her eyes were the product of two decades of long hours and nobody to come home to afterwards.

Judy’s forehead had borne much of the damage – multiple lines etched across, a testament to her lifetime of worrying about everything. Her irises had also lost a little of their luster and the whites of her eyes had yellowed, both which was unfortunately only highlighted by her ill-conceived plastic surgery in that area.

“Mmm…so relaxing…” said Miranda.

“Glad you feel comfortable,” Judy said, her buggy eyes glinting with a dark intent. “Because I’ve got something to tell you.” She leaned in and whispered right into Miranda’s ear. “I saw you with my husband.”

“I’ve…got to go,” said Miranda, panic welling up in her throat, pulling herself up and heading for the edge of the bath.

“You won’t find your clothes,” Sky explained. “We paid a bellhop to take care of that…”

“Fuck!” Miranda said, slinking back into the mud, refusing to look up.

“Why did you lie to me, Miranda?” Judy demanded. “I bore my heart to you!”

“I didn’t lie!” Miranda protested. “I never told you it wasn’t so…”

“You’re splitting hairs,” Judy said, shaking her head. “Honestly, why? Are you in love with him?”

“I told him I was,” Miranda confessed. “The first night, I cried, I begged him to leave you for me.”

“But…?” Sky began.

“Oh, Judy. I knew he never would—I’ve slept with enough men at that company to know better. But I also knew he wanted to feel powerful, to feel wanted. If I told him it was just a fling to advance my career, maybe he’d never have given me a role in management…” Miranda explained.

“So that’s what it all comes down to? Flattering a man’s ego so you can get ahead at work?” Judy asked, incredulous. “You really haven’t changed, have you?”

The three women let out a nervous, tension-breaking laugh. As they’d spent more time in the past, their memories of their former lives had become hazier and hazier. None of them even remembered the vibrant, independent woman who’d rather play sports than kowtow to men’s desires. 

And they certainly didn’t remember that Judy, who’d just finished forgiving her husband’s adultery, was once the kind of girl who wouldn’t forgive a date for talking back at the dinner table. And they wouldn’t have even suspected that a hippie cougar like Sky had once been a conservative seeking a sugar daddy.

“I’m sorry, Judy,” said Miranda. “I’ve been a terrible friend, and there really is no excuse. Can you ever forgive me?”

“Of course I can,” Judy said, meeting her in a muddy embrace. “What are friends for?”

“Suddenly I’m famished,” said Miranda, wiping her hands on a towel and then grabbing a Hello Dolly bar from the bar. “Wow – Sky, did you make these yourself?”

“That I did!” she said proudly. 

“Color me impressed,” Judy said after she tore into a cinnamon roll. A few moments later, there was a strange, thumping sound.

“What was that?” Miranda asked.

“Probably nothing, no need to worry,” said Sky.

“I know that sound!” said Judy. “Come on out, whoever you are!”

Marty, red-faced and embarrassed, finally showed himself.

“Ah, I didn’t expect you here so early.  Enjoying the show, Marty?” asked Sky.

“Maybe…” admitted Marty. He wasn’t sure why, but watching Sky’s sexy friends chow down on Sky’s delicious, fattening snacks was driving him wild.

“Well, come on in,” said Sky. “I think there’s room enough here for everyone.”

The End

~
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