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(With apologies to Frank L! lol) 
 
All that is herein contained is not for the consumption of those under 
the legal age to be in possession of Adult Material or Materiel in any 
wise, guise, and shape or form in any region, municipality, county, 
state or nation. If you is not of proper age or legal station, then you 
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Chapter 1 
 
I don't know when the change came. Life was simply going _on_, 
and the change came along with each new day. 
 
I am a chef. I like - correction - I LOVE to cook. Cooking is what I do 
when I do _Art_. 
 
Now that I reflect on it: it was a Thursday. 
 
It was a Thursday when the change began... 
 
I really like Thursdays. 
 
 
 
 
I woke up ten minutes before eleven in the morning. I had fallen off 
somewhere after three the night before, and I felt great. 
 
I went to the john, then to the kitchen. 
 
Raisin Bran; orange juice; a banana. 
 



Simple foods are so appealing to professional cooks; most of us like 
to save the fancy stuff for the paying guest. Its not that we 
particularly avoid the fancy stuff, its just that it is so much better to 
get paid for making it. 
 
I finished breakfast (back to the john!) and put my Speedo on. 
 
Red. 
 
I like red. 
 
I grabbed a towel, put on my seriously over-sized Hawaiian shirt 
(Blue, with great big multi-colored flowers: gotta be pretty ya know!) 
and headed off to the pool. The apartment complex I lived in had a 
half-sized Olympic style pool. A gorgeous pool. Next to it is the 
Pool/Exercise House. I started there. 
 
Fifty jumping jacks; five minutes run in place; fifty push-ups; a little 
bit of Yoga stuff I learned as a kid. Some stretching. Some Isometrics.  
 
Ready!  
 
A quick rinse in the facility shower to slough off the sweat, and I 
knew I was ready to start exercising. 
 
I went out the door and dove into the pool. I swam down to the deep 
end and put myself into the corner. With my back to the corner, it 
was easy to put my arms on the lip and hold myself in place. 
 
Forty leg lifts, in sets of five. Aquametrics are powerful aerobic 
activity, and I had come to really enjoy this part of my daily workout. 
I remember when I started this routine: I had been unable to do 
more than ten total lifts, and those had taken fifteen minutes to 
accomplish. 
 
Now, I was able to complete the forty in less than ten minutes. 
 
Feeling the blood singing in my muscles, I immediately started my 
laps. 
 



My standard had become one hundred: varied, of course. 
 
Forty laps in a Crawl; twenty each in Side Stroke and Back Stroke. 
 
Ten under-water. Ten Butterfly. 
 
Then, a time of floating and resting, with spins and underwater 
somersaults. 
 
And to end my time I like to do a few deep knee bends in three feet of 
water. 
 
At the bottom of each bend, I launch myself up as hard and fast as I 
can go. 
 
And that's when I saw her. 
 
As I look back on it now, I am so thankful that I was finished with 
that day’s workout before I saw what to me appeared to be Aphrodite 
come-to-life. 
 
She was wearing red. 
 
Did I mention that I like red? 
 
Her red was one piece, and it was cut for swimming. 
 
She stood about five feet tall; she appeared to be all of a hundred 
pounds; maybe one-ten. 
 
Dark hair. Very dark. Raven. 
 
Gosh I like black and red mixed. 
 
Brown eyes. 
 
So Brown they looked like they were glazed. 
 
Olive skinned. Sharp, very pretty lines shaped her jaw and cheeks. 
 



Excellent pectorals! 
 
Remarkably well toned: she looked like I felt. 
 
She looked ready to take on the world. 
 
She was standing next to a pool chaise, applying slickem. 
 
Her hips flared wide; too wide for Cosmo or Vogue. 
 
I really like wide. 
 
I am wide, too. 
 
I stand at six one; I carry about two thirty, and I can eat with the pros. 
 
My Mom likes to feed me: she appreciates a willing dinner guest. 
 
She taught me most of the important stuff I know in the kitchen; I 
will always eat her cooking! 
 
Sorry, I digress! 
 
This lovely vision was at the opposite end of the pool from me. She 
was watching me, and when our eyes met, she smiled slightly and 
nodded her head at me. I nodded back, with a grin. 
 
I have never been one to _jump_ on un-met friendly females. It has 
been my experience since I was ten years old that if they want you, 
they will find a way to make that plain. 
 
Always. 
 
I kinda gurgled my way back to the deep end, away from Aphrodite. I 
enjoy leaving the water via the ladder: the ladder lets me swing a 
little bit, and I enjoy feeling my shoulder muscles bunch up after all 
the long stretching and pulling in the water. As I swung, I thought 
about what we might do for Specials on tonite's Menu. 
 
Something Greek, perhaps! 



 
And luscious. Gotta be luscious! 
 
Lamb chops! With Paella a la Greco and a nice light Olive Oil based 
sauce. 
 
My thoughts were clearly of a Mediterranean bent; I swung off the 
ladder and walked over to where I'd left my shirt. My towel was with 
it, and I laid the towel across the back of the chaise. I laid down, with 
my head on the towel. I did this purposely, knowing it would put me 
in a position to look straight at "Aphrodite". 
 
Yikes. 
 
Aphrodite was swimming! She had taken the water quietly, and was 
crawling quickly away from me. 
 
Her kick was near perfect. Her breathing rhythm _was_ perfect. 
Each of her strokes was like Art. 
 
Gosh, it was sweet watching her backside working.  
 
It gave me ideas! 
 
She lapped about twenty times. While she cooled down she simply 
hung on the edge of the pool, facing away from me.  
 
From any angle, she was very easy on the eyes! 
 
I got up and moved toward the pool... 
 
 
Chapter 2 
 
The water was lovely: warm, embracing, and sensual to the Nnnth 
degree. My dive was just a falling in the water; it brought me to 
surface a few feet from where I entered. 
 
As I shook the water from my face, I found myself looking straight 
into Aphrodite's eyes! She was smiling. Her hands were holding the 



lip and she was floating the rest of herself at the waters surface. We 
were twenty-five or so feet apart, and she was more or less resting 
with her tummy facing the sky. 
 
Her headlights were on! 
 
And what lovely headlights they were. I was mightily impressed at 
the strength of my response to this sight. Being in the water almost 
daily, I was accustomed to seeing women in barely there fashions; it 
had become a rare event for me to feel the old familiar tingle of 
excitement at merely looking upon a female.  
 
Now that tingle was full on; my body was as interested in this lady as 
was my mind! 
 
From up on the deck I heard "Hey, Arthur!" 
 
That's me: Arthur Hayes. I was named after my mom's favorite uncle; 
he had lived and died before I entered the world, and my mom 
remembered him with fierce affection. It is good to be named after 
someone who was loved! 
 
I looked up to see Chris; he swam regularly, but did not use the water 
as I did: Chris preferred running. Swimming was his time to play and 
relax. 
 
"Have a good run?" I asked. 
 
He didn't answer, but looked past me to Aphrodite; she looked back 
at him with a wide smile of recognition and said "Hey, Chris!" 
 
"Hey, Carrie!" he replied, and made a horrendous 
Cannonball into the water, just three feet from me. Chris prefers to 
make a big splash! 
 
Christopher Allen Smith was my old pal; we had worked together a 
few years back, and it was because of him that I learned of the place 
where I now lived. He had invited me over one day after work and I 
had fallen in love with the pool. Within six months, his roomie 
moved to another state, and I moved in. Two months later, I left the 



job where Chris and I had met and moved to a better position: Sous 
Chef at the Downunder Restaurant.  
 
Chris and I grew to be very good friends, mostly because we had the 
same schedule and ample time to hang with each other. We found 
ourselves very much alike, having one major common interest: 
Cooking! We also shared a joy in working out to keep fit. 
 
Living in Fort Lauderdale ("Fort Liquor-dale!" lol) has its benefits, 
one of which is that unheated pools are useable from late February 
through October. I swam at a pay-by-the-month indoor club during 
the colder months and that's how I kept a regular schedule of 
workouts through the year. 
 
Chris could run in snow if he had to. 
 
Today was Wednesday, April 5, and I was due into work in two hours. 
Chris kept much the same schedule as me where he worked. Our 
arrangement at our apartment was a very good one: we each had a 
bath, and we each had our own entrance. This is not an easy thing to 
find in FtL. I was very grateful that Chris had offered the place to me. 
We shared the kitchen and living/dining room; even so, there were 
often three and four days strung together where we just didn't see 
each other. 
 
Such a period had just now come to an end. 
 
Chris shot up out of the water, falling toward "Carrie" (Aphrodite 
seemed like a better name, but what do I know?) and splashing water 
on her. 
 
She was laughing at him, and she stood up and splashed him back as 
he came up standing. He pretended to be overwhelmed, and 
promptly slipped back under the water, swimming in strong strokes 
toward Carrie. When he reached her, he came up under her and lifted 
her completely free of the water with one hand on her upper arm and 
one on the outside of her thigh. 
 
I was instantly envious of his hands! 
 



In one smooth motion, he accomplished the lift and threw her about 
ten feet through the air. Chris stands about 6' 2", and weighs about 
230, so he did this rather handily. 
 
We are close to being twins, physically. 
 
He is very dark, where I am very blonde. His hair is long while I keep 
mine cropped close. He has a short, full beard. I keep my face naked. 
His eyes are green and mine are blue. Our faces are alike, though. 
And, our appearance when fully dressed is very similar. We 
occasionally wear each other's clothes by accident, if we happen to 
leave something lying around the living room. 
 
Which does happen in bachelor pads every now and then. 
 
We do manage to avoid sharing skivvies and the like, though! 
 
"Chris, be gentle with me, you bum!"  Carrie shouted as she came up 
for air. Chris for an answer grabbed her in a bear hug and kissed her 
on top of her head. 
 
Gosh. I had never set eyes on her before and here is my roomie gettin 
up close and personal like with her? 
 
What a world. 
 
"Don't sweat it, 'Cuz', that's as rough as I get today" he told her. 
 
("Cuz"???, I thought!) 
 
"Well, I'm glad to hear that. A girl can only take so much rough 
housing, you know. I am a delicate flower, easily bruised!" she said, 
laughing. 
 
"Oh yeah, very delicate! So delicate you beat me to a pulp until I was 
twelve!" he replied. He was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
"Arthur, my man, have you met my Cousin, Carrie?" Chris asked. 
 
"Umm.. no, not as yet" I said. 



 
I smiled my best smile at her, and held out my hand. She promptly 
took it, and said to Chris "I think we kinda already met, we just 
hadn't gotten to names as yet". 
 
I actually blushed! 
 
She smiled even wider as she took this in, Chris being oblivious to my 
state.  
 
"Well, cool! Arthur is my main man! I was wondering when we would 
finally meet up, now that you live here," he told her. "How do you like 
the place?" 
 
Carrie gently let go my hand and answered him, "It is just lovely. I'm 
happy the apartment became available when it did. I thought I might 
have to impose on you for a place to live my first year here!" 
 
Chris made a mock shudder. He said, "No way, Cuz, I ain't havin no 
woman move in with me and cramp my style. You woulda had to stay 
at the Y or something, us bachelors need our space!"  He chuckled as 
he said this, and winked at me. 
 
"You've been planning to move here for some time, Carrie?" I asked. 
 
"Since last September, Arthur. I start school next month, and I 
wanted to be comfortably in place before my first day." 
 
"Start school? In May?" I asked. 
 
"She's goin to Art type school, my man" said Chris. "She is a Ar-
teeeste!" he said with a laugh. 
 
"They run their school with an unconventional schedule, Arthur," 
said Carrie. "Their courses run from May to December, and then 
start again in April for second year classmen. I will be down here for 
the next few years while I obtain my Degree in Art." 
 



"Yeah, man, she's gonna major in cartoons!!" laughed Chris. Carrie 
made sounds of disgust at him and splashed him again. He laughed 
harder and jumped away into the deep end. 
 
Carrie turned to me and said "Chris told me he had a roommate. 
Have you known him very long?" 
 
"About four years, now. We met at the restaurant called Yesterdays, 
when we were both still line cook grunts,” I answered. I wanted to 
know more about this Aphrodite, so I asked her "When did you 
decide to go to school in Lauderdale?" 
 
Carrie told me "At first I was going to attend one of the school's 
northern campuses, up in Jersey. But this past September, a school 
counselor told me that there was a cancellation at the Lauderdale 
campus and I could switch here if I wanted. I didn't hesitate, 
especially because I knew Chris lived down here. Having some family 
in the area made all the difference to me." 
 
I wondered aloud if Chris had arranged for her to get an apartment 
here. "He set me up with the property manager; she made it easy for 
me, arranging all the application and lease stuff over the fax and 
through the mail. My folks paid the first year's lease in February, and 
I will have an option to continue another year with no increase on 
rent. I feel so lucky to be here, especially because of how nice this 
place is and, of course, this beautiful pool!" She said that last with a 
slight smirk on her face, and added, "I used to swim on my High 
School team, and I always like being wet." 
 
Yikes. 
 
I must have been blushing from the water up to my ears. Carrie just 
smiled wider and dropped down into the water, slicking her hair back 
away from her face, as she promptly stood upright again. 
 
I was captivated with this picture; she looked like a goddess as she 
came up out of the water, and her headlights were on bright! 
 
I could not help staring at her, and she just grinned at me. 
 



"See something you like?" she laughingly asked. 
 
I must have been turning purple by then. I answered her "Uhhh.... 
um, er...". "YES" I finally growled out. 
 
She giggled. It was a very nice giggle. I could listen to it for hours. 
 
Carrie looked over at Chris, who was now climbing out of the deep 
end. "Hey, Chris, what are you doing after work tonight?" she asked 
him. "I have nothing planned after my shift, why don't you and 
Arthur come over and do a proper house warming?" 
 
"That sounds like a winner, Cuz. What time?" he asked. 
 
"Well, I get done at 9:30, so just wander over when you get out?" she 
suggested. 
 
"I'm up for it. How's about you, my man?" he asked me. 
 
This was a no brainer if ever there had been a no brainer. 
 
"Ummm. Er. Sure! I'd love to!" I stammered. "You get done at 9:30?" 
I asked Carrie. "Do you work at a restaurant?" 
 
Carrie smiled. "No, I work at the Ben Franklin over by Sears, off 
Sunrise and Federal" she said. "I work in the Fabric and Art Supply 
department. It was part of how I chose this campus. The job was 
listed with the counselor's office, and I got the job over the phone 
because the store manager is an old friend with the school counselor. 
I moved in on the first of April, and went to work the next day." 
 
I smiled, and said "Well, at last - someone who does NOT work in a 
restaurant or hotel! How do you like your job?" 
 
Carrie said, "It's fine. I help mostly old ladies who want to keep 
themselves busy doing something useful. They come to us to find 
materials for all kinds of projects. So far, I find most of them to be 
charming. I'm only four days in the job, so who knows what will 
come tomorrow?" 
 



I grinned real big and said "If I had a severe craft attack, could you 
get me a fix?" 
 
She laughed, a deep belly laugh. It was marvelous to hear. "You don't 
know how true that is! Most of these ladies behave like they are 
seeking the true manna of craft or something! Its scary!" 
 
I was having such a good time talking to Carrie, yet the time was 
getting tight. I preferred to shower and dress for work by three. I 
knew it must be moving on toward 2:30, so I asked Carrie "What 
time do you start your shift?" 
 
She said, "Most days will be 5, but some weekends I will work from 
opening till 6. Why, you thinking of coming in for a quick fix?" 
 
I smiled. "Nope. Gotta get to work myself. We start dinner prep at 
four, and usually have the kitchen mostly cleaned up by 10 on 
weeknights. Our busiest times are typically Friday and Saturday 
nights. Sometimes we even break two hundred. That is not much for 
some restaurants, but we don't cook like most restaurants. We are 
primarily French, and it takes time. We charge for that time!" 
 
Chris had come to sit on the lip of the pool, ten feet away from where 
we stood in the water. "Yeah, them guys at the Downunder have a 
very select clientele: only people who MUST waste money go there!!" 
he said with a guffaw. 
 
I splashed at him and told Carrie, "He's just jealous. He works over at 
the Chez Josef, where they pack 'em in by the hundreds. We do 
quality, Chez does quantity!" 
With that statement I splashed at him again. "We better get goin and 
get ready to earn our pay." 
 
Carrie turned, stretched out in the water and swam to the shallow 
end; I just stood there and watched. My attention on her backside 
was not lost on Chris, who chuckled and said "Careful, roomie, she 
bites!"  
 



I blushed again, and swam the other way to the deep end ladder. I 
climbed out and walked over to my things, putting the towel around 
my neck and laying my shirt over my arm. 
 
Carrie and Chris were walking up to me as I readied to head off. 
 
"I look forward to seeing you later, Arthur. Just come over after your 
done: I'm in 21520, apartment A3" Carrie said. "I will have some 
chips and dip or something, so don't worry about snacks?" 
 
I smiled. "We make sure to leave work without hunger! At least, I 
do!"  
 
"Yeah, Arthur would be a true fat body if he didn't work out like he 
does, Cuz. The poor boy would be a regular walrus!" Chris laughed as 
he said this. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. "Food is for cooking, but then it is for 
eating!" I said. 
 
Carrie smiled at me and said "Well then, just come on over. It will be 
nice to get to know you better. Any friend of Chris's is a friend of 
mine." 
 
"I will see you tonight, Carrie. Welcome to the complex!" I said. As I 
said that, I reached out to take her hand. I could tell she thought I 
just wanted to shake; when I lifted her hand toward my lips, I felt her 
hesitate for just a fraction of a second. Then, she let me have it 
completely. I pressed my lips to the back of her hand very slowly and 
then carefully let it down, releasing it back to her. 
 
"Gosh, Cuz, you didn't tell me he was such a smoothie! Should I be 
watching out, here?" she asked Chris with a smirk. 
 
I blushed again. 
 
"You keep this up, Arthur, and I may never get dry!" she said with a 
giggle. 
 
I turned crimson, I'm sure. 



 
"Gotta go, see ya later!" I said. 
 
I turned away and headed toward my apartment, wondering why 
Chris had not said a word about Carrie. 
 
I'd no idea he even had a cousin. 
 
I couldn't help paraphrasing the old guy on the radio, thinking, 
"There's more to the story"... 
 
 
Chapter 3 
 
 
As I downed my before work shake I could not stop thinking about 
how Carrie had managed to move in and Chris never said a word. I 
guess I wasn't so much troubled as I was mystified: Chris and I really 
did go for three and four days at a time without seeing each other 
even in passing. Our schedules and living arrangements made this 
very easy. Chris worked the day shift occasionally, and this made it 
even more certain that we missed each other at home. 
 
I stepped into the shower and started lathering up with the shampoo. 
Being a swimmer has its upside in the personal hygiene department: 
it is extremely easy to stay clean with a minimum of soap because 
skin oils just don't get much of a chance to build up. 
 
As I soaped my Speedo and removed it, I could not help noticing a 
raging hard on. Carrie was front and center in my mind's eye and I 
was almost blissed out imagining her without her suit.  
 
And totally wet! 
 
Good thing I keep lots of shampoo on hand: I grasped my prong and 
jerked myself off with less than twenty strokes, each one more 
intense than the last as I pictured myself on my back with Aphrodite 
riding my pole like it was a piston and she was the cylinder.  
 
Yikes. 



 
Imagery like that could keep a fella from work. 
 
I came like a herd of buffalo. 
 
It took a minute to calm down. 
 
I washed my crotch and rinsed off.  
 
As I stepped out of the shower, I thought forward to what I would do 
later after work: I hated the idea of not showing up with a House 
Warming Present; as casual as Carrie had been with her invitation, I 
did not want to miss a chance at showing her my considerate side. 
 
After all, us New Age fellas has got to keep up appearances! 
 
Lucky for me, I had an hour to go before I really needed to show my 
face in the kitchen. We ran a tight crew, all of who were professional 
and extremely talented. 
 
 I always enjoyed going to those Pier Stores, and there was one on my 
way to work. As I pulled in, I could see that the store was not busy 
[yes!]. I wandered for a few minutes looking at mostly kitchen stuff 
(big surprise there!! not!) when I noticed a marvelously intricate 
looking Rattan stool among some furniture in the next aisle. It had to 
be one of the most intriguing pieces of furniture I had seen at the 
Pier: it was oblong, with very short legs spaced at approximately six 
inch intervals. 
 
In a way, it looked something like one of the pool chaises. I sat on it, 
testing it for my weight. It took me without even creaking, and the 
cushion that was attached to its top made it very comfortable. 
 
And it was relatively cheap. 
 
Love them Pier Stores! 
 
This is what Carrie - correction - "Aphrodite" - was going to get! 
 
I purchased it, threw it in the back of my half ton, and drove to work. 



 
The moment I hit the kitchen door, I was almost on automatic: after 
a few years of professional cooking, the majority of the work is just 
near mindless. As long as you learn it right, the steps to making truly 
fine food are easy to do. Chris and I had become fast friends after we 
realized that each of us had a commitment to quality and to 
furthering our personal education in cuisine. 
 
Where I was decidedly bent toward traditional French cuisine, Chris 
was much more interested in American and Continental styles.  
 
And Italian. 
 
Chris was nuts for Italian. I often wondered aloud to him why he was 
gigging at Chez when any Italian joint would probably drop their 
knickers to add him to their staff. On more than one occasion, he told 
me he didn't want to cook it; he enjoyed eating it too much! 
 
Did I mention that Chris is just a little bit goofy? 
 
Not that it matters: who isn't goofy according to someone else? 
 
As we finished off that night's shift, all of us on duty were thankful 
for another easy night with a fast clean up. 
 
It was ten minutes after ten when I stepped out the kitchen door. I 
got in the truck, headed it west, and stopped at the Publix a mile 
before home. Carrie had said she would have something to offer, but 
it is simply not done that a young chef should show up empty handed 
where food is concerned when he has been invited to a young ladies 
apartment late at night. 
 
Know whatta mean? 
 
What I did was grab a quart of Strawberry Kefir and some grapes. 
 
Why be normal?  
 
I got to my apartment and almost ran through the shower to get the 
kitchen stench (mostly) off me. I threw on an oversized T and some 



nice shorts. Adidas's and crew socks completed the sartorial splendor 
that I would wow Aphrodite with this night! 
 
As I opened the fridge door to grab the Kefir and grapes, Chris came 
out of his room. 
 
"YO! Roomie! What it is!?" he bellowed. 
 
"It is a good, good feeling, Bro!" I laughingly replied. "I'm ready to 
take a ride! How's about you?" 
 
Chris looked at me and just smiled. I didn't notice at first, as I was 
busy getting my stuff. When I realized that he was just standing there, 
I stopped what I was doing and asked him, "Que Paso?" 
 
He smiled. "My Cuz seemed to be very much taken with you. It ain't 
like her." 
 
He stopped smiling after he said that; Chris has a serious side, he just 
doesn't show it very much. He prefers not to get too heavy into 
anything with most people because it makes him very uncomfortable 
when he sees things others may not wish to be seen. He has the gift of 
discernment, and it works most of the time. 
 
"Are you worried about her, Bro?" I asked. "I guess you know what I 
was thinking today at the pool. Your Cuz is seriously fine!" 
 
He laughed. "Roomie, she is super fine! I don't recall having any bad 
lookin' cousins, but she is on top." 
 
It seemed wise to me to get some important things out of the way, 
and soon; stepping on Chris's toes would be a very stupid thing to do 
where Carrie was concerned. If he was going to be protective of her, I 
wanted to do the same. 
 
"Cool. Shall we get on over there?" I asked. 
 
"Yeah, man, let's go" he said. 
 



Carrie's apartment would be a two-minute walk. I asked Chris to wait 
a second while I retrieved the stool from the back of my pickup. 
 
This gave me the time I needed to broach the subject that was at the 
top of my mental list. 
 
We started walking. 
 
"Chris, do you mind telling me why you never mentioned Carrie?" I 
asked. 
 
We were just rounding the corner of our building at that moment. 
Chris stopped, turning to face me and said, "Roomie, I don't know 
really. I meant to mention it last year, shortly after she called to tell 
me about comin' down. She had just broken up with her long-time 
boyfriend, and she was kinda gloomy about her future. We've usually 
been open with each other since we were kids, and the way she talked, 
I thought she would change her mind and stay in Jersey 'cause we 
grew up about twenty miles from the art school. When she called 
back to get the number of the business office here, I had already put 
it out of my mind." 
 
We started walking again. 
 
"I guess it just stayed out of my mind, Roomie. By the time all her 
plans were set, it was Christmas time and I never gave it another 
thought." Chris looked at me. "I love her, but it just didn't occur to 
me to mention it." 
 
"Besides," he said, "you were really busy at the time." 
 
I chuckled. Chris was talking in a roundabout way about my last 
"love interest". Her name was Jana, pronounced "Yahna", and she 
had been very blonde, very beautiful, and very flighty. Jana was very 
sweet, but she was also very independent.  
 
She was so independent that she never felt the need to tell me she 
was sleeping with another man. 
 
And woman. 



 
I guess I just don't take well to people assuming I am as carefree with 
my sex life as they are with theirs. 
 
Aids is no joke; South Florida was rampant with the stuff, and I took 
great offence at Jana that she would be so cavalier with my health. 
 
And my affection. 
 
Carrie's building was now before us. I put these thoughts out of mind, 
but said to Chris, "I know, Bro. I was busy, but the rush is over!" 
 
We both laughed at that, and Chris knocked on Carries door. 
 
The door opened to reveal Carrie with a beer in hand. She was 
wearing a light cotton blouse pull over and some Bermuda shorts. 
Her feet were bare and her hair was tied back with some kind of 
leather thing. 
 
She looked stunning. 
 
"Hi! Welcome to my humble abode!" she said. 
 
Chris grabbed her and hugged her, whilst kissing her on top of her 
head. "Hey, Cuz, good to see you" he said. "We aren't too late, are 
we?" 
 
She laughed. "Not possible, babe, you are right on time. I knew you 
guys would not be here before ten thirty, so come on in and relax." 
 
She stepped back, holding the door for us. As I entered, I said, "Hi! 
We come bearing gifts!" handing her the sack with the cold stuff and 
holding up the stool for her to see. "I was taught as a boy that you 
always come prepared to a house warming." 
 
Carrie took the offered sack, looking inside while I set the stool off to 
the side of the doorway. 
 
"Oh, Arthur!" she said. "I don't have a clue what "Kefir" is. What do 
you do with it?" 



 
"You drink it. Slowly. Like fine wine" I said. "It is a very old kind of 
dairy food, with a Middle East North Africa type heritage. The stuff 
that makes it "Kefir" is wonderful for the digestion, so enjoy!" 
 
She put the sack in the fridge and turned back to me. She looked past 
me at the stool, and went over to it and sat on it. She bounced up and 
down on it a couple of times, looking it over to see how well it 
handled her weight. 
 
"Arthur, it's lovely! Thank you!" She looked down at the stool, then 
back to me. "You didn't have to bring me anything. I didn't really 
mean this to be a traditional house warming,” she said. "Besides, my 
Cuz didn't bring anything at all!" she chided him, looking at him 
crosswise. 
 
Chris laughed hard. "Cuz, I got you in the place! What happens from 
here on in is up to you!" 
 
Carrie laughed with him, and turned back to me. 
 
"Arthur, you are very sweet to be so thoughtful. Thank you!" she said. 
 
For answer, I held out my hand to her. She took it with hers and I 
held it, raising it to my lips. I kissed it very carefully noting how soft 
and smooth was the skin. Her aroma was very nice and her hand 
seemed to tremble. 
 
"Arthur, if you keep doing that I am going to think you like me!" she 
said, chuckling softly. 
 
I knew my color must be rising, but I answered, "Is it okay if I like 
you?" 
 
Carrie seemed taken aback for a moment, and then she smiled very 
sweetly. "You are the first person to ever ask permission, Arthur. Yes. 
I think it would be very much okay for you to like me." 
 
Chris said, "Excuse me, Cuz, if you can let me get a word in edgewise, 
I would love a beer!"  



 
Carrie blushed (it was marvelous to see) and said, "I'm sorry, Chris. I 
have Bud and Coors. Which is yours?" 
 
He laughed and said, "Mountain brew for me, Cuz! Should I just get 
it myself?" 
 
"No way, babe, not tonight. After tonight, I expect you to behave as 
though this were home, just as I will at your place. Tonight, I will get 
it for you as my honored guest!" Her laughter was aural delight! 
"Arthur, would you care for a beer?" 
 
"No thank you" I said. "A glass of cold water is fine with me." 
 
"Arthur is a tee totaller, Cuz. He ain't touched a drop as long as I've 
known him" said Chris. 
 
She smiled at me and asked, "Would you care for some juice instead, 
Arthur?" She opened the fridge, putting the Kefir away and grabbing 
Chris a Coors. 
 
"Water is best for me, Carrie. Swimming six days out of seven keeps 
my H2o balance in jeopardy, and only constant intake of fluid 
counteracts it." I realized what I was saying. "You must remember 
how dry you get in the water from swimming at school." 
 
She handed Chris the beer and me my water. 
 
She smiled. "Yes, I do. I can remember drinking quarts of water after 
a meet. So many people think that you can't get thirsty with all that 
water around you. I remember the day I learned that it is always the 
larger body of water that attracts water from smaller bodies." 
 
"Are you guys talking some foreign language or something?" asked 
Chris. "I thought we was here to warm up the house!" he said with a 
grin. 
 
Carrie gave him a swat on his shoulder, which Chris reacted to as 
though a tree limb had fallen on him, making mock oohs and ouches. 
She said "Don't worry, Cuz, the place is plenty warm." 



 
She smiled at me, and said to Chris, "It could get much warmer 
before the night is through." 
 
I think even my knees turned red! 
 
Chris roared with laughter. He looked at me with undisguised mirth 
and said, "You better watch out, Roomie. I think there may be some 
land sharks 'round here!" And then he laughed some more. "Whatcha 
got to eat, Cuz?" he asked through his laughter. 
 
"Look in the living room, I put some stuff out just a few minutes 
before you arrived," said Carrie. "Eat it all, I will make more!" 
 
Carrie took my hand, and gently tugged me toward the living room. 
 
"Come into my den, said the spider to the fly," she said, grinning like 
the Cheshire Cat. 
 
I just smiled and went with her. 
 
Crimson all the way.... 
 
 
 
Chapter 4 
 
 
Carrie led me to a couch set against a tapestry-hung wall. It looked 
old, but in very good shape. 
 
Chris had gone to a chair by a television. The TV was showing some 
news program; with the sound so low it was impossible to hear what 
was being said. 
 
I sat down on the couch, and Carrie sat next to me. She pulled one leg 
under her as she sat, showing a lovely and excellently toned calf.  
 
She noticed me ogling her leg, but only smiled and sipped her beer. 
 



"The place looks great, Cuz" said Chris. "Did you bring any stuff with 
you from Jersey?" 
 
Carrie pointed at the television. "That was it. Well, my clothes, of 
course! All the other stuff in here was bought for less than two 
hundred bucks. People sure want to get rid of things when they are 
moving away. Timing is everything, I guess, and late March-early 
April is a great time for moving in South Florida" she said. 
 
I leaned back and relaxed on the couch. I took a sip of my water and 
placed it on the carpet next to the couch, as there were no tables 
present. 
 
"I wish I had found some end tables, Arthur. I am thinking I may just 
tape up some boxes and use them as resting places around the living 
room", Carrie said. 
 
"Well, our place is like a warehouse, Carrie. We have about the same 
set up as you do, and somehow we get along without much furniture" 
I said. 
 
Chris laughed. "We never seem to use our living room, Roomie! Our 
place is for sleeping.. well, mostly!" He laughed again. "Cuz, we just 
don't seem to be the entertaining sort; we cook, we work out, we 
hang out at young ladies' apartments!" he said with a smirk. 
 
Carrie smiled brilliantly. "Arthur, is that true?" she asked me with a 
twinkle in her eye. 
 
Is it possible to get redder than red? 
 
I was grinning at her. 
 
"Well.... there are plenty of places where I can hang out. I guess Chris 
knows best, so I'll follow his example!" I answered her. 
 
Carrie got up and reached out to Chris. "Want another beer, Cuz?" 
she asked. Chris handed her his empty and put up his hand, palm 
forward. "No thanks, Cuz. In fact, I have another appointment, if you 
can believe it!" he said. 



 
I snapped to attention. "Umm... another appointment?" I responded 
wittily. 
 
Carrie sat back down on the couch, balanced on the edge of the 
cushion. She was looking intently at Chris, and Chris was looking 
happily at me. 
 
"Yeah, Roomie. Remember Crystal?" he asked. 
 
"Uh huh." I answered. 
 
"Well, I saw her at the store last week, and she told me to give her a 
call if I wanted to go out. She is expecting me at Souther's in about 30 
minutes" he said. 
 
Crystal had worked with us at Yesterday's some years before. She was 
a Sommelier when she worked with us, dispensing wine from the 
extensive cellar kept by the restaurant's owner. He had such a 
collection that he kept three Sommeliers employed. I would see 
Crystal every now and then around town, just doing normal type stuff. 
I could understand how Chris would so easily come to be meeting her 
for a drink. 
 
The fact that Crystal is a stone cold fox made it that much easier to 
understand Chris making a date. 
 
I seemed to recall having thought of Crystal in the shower a time or 
two, just as I had earlier that day thought of Carrie! 
 
"Well, what is a girl to do?" asked Carrie. She was smiling a mile wide 
when she said this. She fluttered her eyelids theatrically at Chris, and 
put her hands to either side of her face. "I guess she's prettier than 
me?" she asked with a chuckle. 
 
"Ahhh, Cuz, you know how it is. I get a shot at a date with a hottie 
like Crystal, I will gladly blow off my family to make it!" he said. He 
was also smiling a mile wide. 
 



I replied to Carrie, "No way is she prettier than you." As soon as the 
words left my mouth, her smile turned into a grin, and I knew I must 
have been turning purple. "But, she is a beauty!" 
 
Chris was laughing hard, now. "Hey, Roomie! You wanna come with 
me?" he barely got out around his guffaws. "I'm sure Crystal would 
love to see you, but she isn't expecting you!" 
 
I supposed I was permanently carmine, now.  
 
Carrie said "Arthur, you're not going to ditch me too, are you?" She 
just barely got that out because of her own sniggering. "I don't think I 
could stand losing both of you in one night!" 
 
Now they were laughing together. 
 
My face felt like it would burn up. 
 
I reached out and grasped Carrie's hand. She grasped me right back. 
 
"I can't think of where else I would want to be tonight," I said. 
 
Carrie immediately stopped giggling and put her other hand on mine. 
"Oh, Arthur! That is so sweet! Don't worry about Chris and me; we've 
done this before. I remember his first girlfriend!" she said, shooting 
Chris a conspiratorial glance. "Gee, I even seem to recall lying for 
him on one or another occasion." With this, she looked harder at 
Chris. "Speaking of which, I seem to recall that you still owe me your 
life, Cousin!" 
 
Chris gave her a sheepish look. 
 
"Cuz, I will owe you till the end of time for that night, and you need 
only ask: it is yours!" he said. 
 
Carrie gave Chris a very soft and loving look. "Never fear, Cousin, 
your secrets are still safe with me" she said. "And, I would do it again 
if you needed me to." 
 
Chris's eyes actually got sparkly! 



 
"Thanks, Cuz, I've always known I could count on you,” he said. 
"Have I mentioned lately that I love you?" 
 
Now Carrie was getting all sparkly eyed! 
 
"You go have a good time, Chris," she said.  
 
She looked at me. 
 
"I am quite sure I will be just fine!" she said to Chris. 
 
Only then did I realize that she still held my hand in both of hers. I 
could feel a bolt of energy travel up my arm and into my chest. The 
feeling was just like touching one of those Sci-Fi electrical balls that 
you always see in grade school science classrooms. 
 
I could imagine shooting tendrils of energy splaying out from my 
head and shoulders as I felt Carrie squeezing my hand in hers. 
 
No question. 
 
My face was burning right off! 
 
Chris chuckled and stood up. 
 
"Roomie, I think you're in very good hands," he said. He could not 
suppress his mirth as he said this, looking pointedly at Carries hands 
clasping mine. 
 
For answer, I reached over with my other hand and put it around 
Carrie's hands. 
 
I looked straight into her eyes and said to Chris, "Roomie, I feel 
completely safe here!" 
 
This time Aphrodite blushed!! 
 



Chris could not control his laughter. He was getting to the snorting 
and coughing stage, something I knew happened when he was 
thoroughly tickled. 
 
"Cuz," he said, "I think there may be more land sharks around here 
than there were before!" 
 
He continued laughing as he picked up his and Carrie's empties and 
headed into the kitchen. I heard him drop the cans in a receptacle, 
and he walked back into the living room. Coming over to stand next 
to Carrie, he leaned over and gave her a kiss on top of her head. 
 
"Luv ya, Cuz, but I am outta here. You know how I am when I gotsa 
hot date!" 
 
Carrie gave him a knowing look, and let go my hands to stand up and 
give Chris a very close hug. 
 
Man. 
 
She really loves this guy, I thought to myself.  
 
Cool! 
 
I kinda liked him myself. 
 
Chris and I had become great friends, but we rarely expressed it in 
any meaningful way; our comfort level was to endure the occasional 
back slap or handshake. 
 
We had to make sure to avoid even the appearance of being more 
affectionate than that. 
 
Boys will talk, ya know. 
 
Girls, too. 
 
"Have a great time, sweetheart" she said. 
 
"Will do, Cuz. See ya soon?" he asked. 



 
"Come over whenever you like" she answered. "If I don't want to 
answer the door, I won't!" She laughed as she said this, sitting back 
down a little closer to me and putting her hand on my shoulder. 
 
My shoulder was very warm! 
 
He laughed with her. 
 
"Nothin' changes, does it, Cuz!" he said. 
 
"Just location, setting, and ambience, Cousin!" she replied. 
 
"More artiste talk!!" he chuckled. 
 
Carrie looked at me, then at him. 
 
"Go on, get going or you will make someone very unhappy" she said. 
"And it might be me!" She moved the hand on my shoulder to grasp 
my hand as she said this. 
 
Knowing that my face was melting all over the floor, I looked at Chris 
and said, "Sounds like marching orders to me, Roomie!" 
 
Carrie took my hand back into both of hers and said "Hup, two, three, 
four!" 
 
Her laughter was aural joy! 
 
Chris clapped me on the shoulder and moved toward the door. 
 
"Roomie, take care of yourself! I do believe you be swimmin' in the 
deep end!" 
 
He laughed as he opened the door, pausing to look back at us one last 
time. 
 
"Sweat not the small stuff, Roomie" I said. "I don't think I can get in 
the weeds tonight!" 
 



He laughed some more and waved, stepping through the door and 
closing it behind him. 
 
I looked back at Carrie. She was looking at me and still holding my 
hand. 
 
" 'Weeds'? " she asked. 
 
"You don't know the term?" I replied. I suppose I never thought 
about the verbal short hand of kitchen workers anywhere in the 
states. We have a lexicon of our own, and we never think twice about 
how it must sound to "outsiders". 
 
"Well, beyond being something that suburbanites everywhere react 
to with disgust and horror" she was laughing, now, "no, what means 
'weeds' that way?" she answered. 
 
"It means being so piled up with work to do that you get so far 
behind that there will be enough time for weeds to sprout and grow 
up before your work will get done" I explained in a rush. 
 
She thought on this for a minute. She still had my hand in both of 
hers; as she thought, she looked down at my hand. "Well, weeds 
aren't the only things that spring up rapidly!" she said, looking up at 
me. 
 
I must have been on fire, because I could feel it on my face! 
 
Carrie was smiling a mile wide, again. 
 
She said, "Tell me more of this special language you chef's use!" 
 
I put my other hand on hers, and for answer, I leaned forward and 
moved to kiss her.  
 
I wasn't certain that this was a good time to do this; I was just going 
on instinct. 
 
Must have been a good instinct! 
 



Carrie leaned into the kiss, putting her lips to mine and gently 
pressing against me with her mouth. 
 
It is a wonderful thing when a man finds out how Heaven will be 
when he is yet here on earth and still in his flesh. 
 
I was instantly lost; had alarms and bells and whistles started going 
off just then, I would not have responded to them other than to 
perhaps shoot them dead with any firearm handy at the moment. 
 
I was thoroughly occupied! 
 
Carrie's hands let go of mine, and went around my neck. They got 
busy with gently caressing the back of my head and my shoulders; all 
the while we were still exploring each other's lips. 
 
Her mouth opened! 
 
I very gently put my tongue to her upper lip, tasting her for the first 
time. 
 
 
 
Too bad ya can't bottle that kind of flavor; it would be a best seller. 
 
 
When Carrie had let go my hands, I had placed my arms around her 
torso, and very gently started massaging her back from shoulders to 
midway down. 
 
She seemed to like it, judging by the way that her tongue invaded my 
mouth and started dueling with my tongue. 
 
No more face burning off, now! 
 
Instead, my whole body was burning! 
 
Carrie was starting to make a kind of humming sound, and her 
movements were slowing down to a crawl. 
 



I matched her pace, and slowly disengaged from our kiss. 
 
"Now that is the right way to warm up a house!" she said. 
 
I laughed out loud, putting my hand up to gently stroke her cheek. "It 
is rather warm in here now!" I said. 
 
Carrie smiled and melted against me; she just molded her body to 
mine where we sat.  
 
I held her gently, and wrapped her in my arms. We sat like that for a 
few minutes, neither of us saying a word. I was struck by the 
closeness I felt to this woman, whom I'd only met this day. 
 
This was not like me; I usually needed time and space in which to get 
to feeling like I did at that moment; weeks and months, usually. 
 
Carrie gently moved back from me, standing up and grasping my 
hand. She pulled me softly to stand with her. Her arms went around 
me and she pulled me fiercely to her, burying her face in my chest 
and locking her arms around me. 
 
I just held her, sensing that something more than a simple embrace 
was going on here. I had little to go on, but Carrie's manner indicated 
a deep emotional movement was taking place inside of her. 
 
This was not what I had envisioned when I was buying the stool! 
 
After a few minutes of just holding each other, I gently leaned back 
and put my hand to the back of her head, holding it carefully. I 
waited until she was looking me in the eye and asked her, "Do you 
always entertain house warmers this way?" 
 
My grin told her that I was teasing. 
 
Her response told me that I was entering terra incognita! 
 
Her eyes started to water, and her voice was just a tad catchy as she 
answered, "I don't know that I've ever felt more at home than I do 
right now, Arthur." 



 
I knew that I was standing up, holding a goddess; all the same, I felt 
like I was laid out flat on the floor... 
 
 
Chapter 5 
 
Carrie could see the amazement on my face. Her eyes searched mine 
for something, and when I smiled at her, she said, "Arthur, could we 
go for a little walk?" 
 
Thinking quickly, I stammered, "Uhhh..... ahem, sure!" 
 
She chuckled softly, and stepped back from me, taking my hand and 
moving toward the front door. She stopped at the kitchen door, and 
put on a pair of open sandals. As soon as she had them properly in 
place, she turned toward the front door and moved to it. 
 
We went through the door, Carrie still holding onto my hand. She 
turned left outside her unit, taking us toward the center of the 
apartment complex. There is a series of walkways and paths 
throughout the complex, all of the areas well lighted and exposed to 
the dwellers in dozens of apartments. 
 
There was no crime to speak of in this complex, which fact must be a 
powerful selling point for the owners. 
 
It also made for a near idyllic setting where late night strollers could 
take their ease whilst stretching their legs. 
 
As we walked, Carrie kept a firm grip on my hand. She would 
occasionally squeeze it, and then go back to just holding it. 
 
We walked for more than ten minutes in silence, just taking in the 
night air and enjoying the South Florida starlight. 
 
There may not be a finer place to walk late at night than in Fort 
Lauderdale, at least not in the first week of April. 
 



The weather was simply spectacular. The serious heat of summer was 
yet a month and a half away. For now, the temp was somewhere 
around seventy-eight degrees, and I was just loving it. 
 
Carrie came to an abrupt halt. I looked at her, but kept silence. The 
look on her face was unfathomable. I simply enjoyed looking back at 
her, waiting to see if she would speak. 
 
She didn't say a word. 
 
Instead, she put her arms around my neck and put her lips against 
mine. Her kiss was immediately passionate, holding back nothing. 
Her hands went back to caressing my neck and shoulders while her 
tongue made its way into my mouth. 
 
I pulled her hard against me, thrusting her tummy and hips against 
my lower body. 
 
Something was growing down there! I could feel it. 
 
I realized by the way Carrie started grinding herself against me that 
she could feel it, too. 
 
Her tongue became more insistent. I pushed my tongue into her 
mouth, and she started sucking on it. It felt marvelous. 
 
I brought my hands from around her back to slowly smooth their way 
up either side of her body. I moved slowly, not wanting Carrie to feel 
she was being rushed. 
 
For answer, she put her hands on my butt and grasped it firmly! 
 
You could have felled me with a feather at that point! 
 
I did not stop for a moment. I lightly brushed my hands up and down 
her rib cage, very gently nudging the sides of her breasts. I could feel 
her breath quicken and I was certain I could feel heat coming from 
her. 
 
"Ohhh.. Arthur. Could we go back?" she asked me between kisses. 



 
I didn't say a word; I just reached down and picked her up, turning to 
go to her apartment. 
 
She started giggling. "Arthur, what are you doing?" she asked, 
laughing harder as she spoke. 
 
I started chuckling and answered her. "I thought I would give new 
meaning to the old phrase, 'carried away'". As I said this, I found 
myself laughing so hard that I had to stop and put her back on her 
feet. 
 
She laughed along with me, changing to belly laughs as she "got" the 
intended pun. 
 
Did I mention that she is simply beautiful? 
 
Her dark hair, and her dark eyes are so lustrous that I easily get lost 
in them. Her entire body was shaking with the laughter, and it was 
heavenly to watch. I could clearly see her headlights poking through 
her blouse.  
 
As our laughing subsided, I moved into her arms. I leaned down and 
kissed her, being very gentle and getting maximum lip surface.  
 
Carrie held me tight. 
 
I broke the kiss, and moved back while taking her hand. I didn't 
speak; I simply started walking back toward her apartment. Carrie 
fell right into step with me, matching my pace. Her body moved in a 
feline fashion, and it made me hotter to watch her legs work. 
 
She took obvious pleasure in seeing me look her over. She did not 
avoid looking at me as well. 
 
We continued like that all the way back to her door. When we 
reached it, she pulled a key out of her pocket and let us in. As we 
entered, Carrie said, "Excuse me, Arthur, I need to freshen up", and 
she moved off toward her bedroom. Her   apartment was much like 
Chris' and mine, so I went to the "guest" bathroom to freshen up. 



 
I was not surprised to find my cock still mostly hard when I fished it 
out. It got soft fast enough so that I could relieve myself without 
waiting. I washed my face and hands and went out to the living room. 
 
Carrie was waiting there. She was sitting on the couch with both feet 
on the floor. She had a pillow next to her, between her and the arm of 
the couch. 
 
She patted the couch next to her. "May I offer you a seat, sir?" she 
asked with a smirk.  
 
I didn't hesitate but moved over directly and sat down next to her. 
She put her head back against the couch and just looked into my eyes. 
I turned myself enough to be able to look back without straining my 
neck. 
 
Neither of us spoke. 
 
I reached out and took her hand in mine. She grasped it firmly, 
calmly looking at me all the while. 
 
"Arthur, do you know the expression, 'Old Souls," she asked. 
 
I was flabbergasted. I had been thinking in just such terms for 
several minutes, and I wondered if she could read my mind. 
 
"Yes, Carrie, I know the expression well. I have read a great deal 
about such ideas, and I'm sure there are many such individuals on 
earth who qualify as old souls" I answered. "There seems to be quite 
a few people in this world who just seem to be so..." I said, not 
knowing how to express myself clearly. 
 
"Calm", said Carrie. "So calm", she said.  
 
She looked away. 
 
"I seem to attract old souls, Arthur," she said. "I think you are one of 
them. I don't know if there really are such things. I only know how I 
feel when I am around someone who qualifies as one." 



 
Her hand tightened on mine as she continued to look away. 
 
I said, "There is no question about it: I am for sure attracted." 
 
I was feeling very warm. 
 
Carrie looked back at me, and slid herself over to me, moving onto 
my lap and putting her arms around my neck. She kissed me very 
gently, holding the back of my head with both hands. 
 
I put one arm around her shoulders, pulling her toward me. My other 
hand went to her far hip, pulling tightly on it.  
 
It seemed to me that she was fusing herself to me and our bodies 
were melting into one another. We stayed with that kiss for more 
than a few minutes. Slowly our lips parted and we paused to catch 
our breath. Carrie rested her head against my shoulder, and I rested 
my chin very lightly on top of her head. Her hair smelled so good. 
She had her own unique scent, and I knew then and there that I 
would love to smell it all the time. 
 
A small panic was suddenly in my head. I knew exactly what it was. It 
was the same feeling I'd had just a few months before, when Jana 
had told me she would not stop seeing others, but only me if I had a 
problem with her activities. The sense of panic I felt was because of 
the depth of feeling I had toward Carrie. 
 
I realized I might be falling for this woman. 
 
A woman whom I did not really know. 
 
Yikes. 
 
My inclination was to do a "Fagin": I think I'd better think it out 
again! 
 
But, oh, what sweet aroma came from this woman. 
 
And what chef can resist a great aroma? 



 
Not this chef! lol 
 
Carrie disengaged me, and stood up. She had hold of my hand, and 
leaned forward to kiss me lightly on the lips. I returned her kiss, and 
stood up with her. She stepped back from me, looking in my eyes. 
 
"Will you stay with me tonight, Arthur?" Carrie asked. "I would like it 
very much if you did." 
 
I could feel a thrill rush from my toes to the top of my head. 
 
As it passed my groin, it seemed to stop for a moment, playing about 
the many nerve endings there. 
 
My gaze did not waver from her eyes. I was staring so intently, I 
could not think what to answer. I was stunned and completely 
overwhelmed. 
 
Carrie suddenly burst into tears, crushing herself against me and 
burying her face in my shirt. 
 
I realized then what must have been happening. 
 
"Yes! Carrie, yes! I want to stay here,” I said with all the conviction I 
could muster. "There's no place I would rather be than here." 
 
She quieted instantly. 
 
"With you!" I added. 
 
She sniffled some more, holding me tightly. 
 
She spoke so softly that I almost missed the first few words. "You 
must think I am so simple, getting so emotional on you like this" she 
said. "I guess I am just not used to feeling like this." 
 
The smell of her hair and the closeness of her body were doing a 
number on me. It was plain that Carrie could feel my hard on against 



her belly, and she was moving her hands around on my lower back, 
dipping a bit to caress my butt every few strokes. 
 
This was seduction 101. 
 
I like simple courses; simple ones are easy to follow! 
 
"I'm a simple guy, Carrie. I happen to love simple" I said. 
 
As soon as I said it, I knew I had dropped a bomb. Her arms flew 
around my neck and her mouth was hot on my mouth. She was 
practically crawling into my arms, pulling against me so hard that I 
almost lost my balance. 
 
I came up for air. 
 
"Could I have some more water?" I asked. 
 
Carrie smiled like a Cheshire cat and took my hand, leading me to 
her kitchen. We walked into it and she reached into a cabinet, 
grabbing a glass and turning on the tap. She let the water run for a 
few seconds and then filled the glass, handing it to me while she 
turned the water off. 
 
I jiggled the glass as I took it, spilling a little water on her hand. 
 
Her smile never wavered. 
 
"Arthur, you sure know how to make a girl all wet!" she said, and 
proceeded to howl with laughter. 
 
I blushed like a flame, but I howled along with her. 
 
"Natural talent, Ma'am," I said, "passed down through generation 
after generation!" 
 
I knocked back the glass of water; it felt like cool health flowing down 
my gullet. 
 



Carrie took the empty glass from my hand, placing it on the counter. 
She tilted her head up at me, signaling me to kiss her. I obliged. 
 
She leaned back. 
 
"I'm still wet", she said with sparkly eyes. 
 
"Is it time for a swim?" I asked, arching my eyebrow and smirking. 
 
For answer, Carrie simply took my hand and started walking out of 
the kitchen. 
 
"Lets do a few laps," she said. 
 
We rounded the corner into her living room, and she led me to her 
bedroom door.  
 
I hesitated at the opening. 
 
Carrie looked at me with concern. I could see anxiety in her eyes and 
tight lines of fear on her forehead. 
 
"Carrie... " I began, "I need you to know something," I said. 
"Something about me: I don't make a habit of being intimate with 
ladies I have only just met. I know that is not the macho way to be, 
but it is my way." 
 
A look of relief passed over her face as she replied, "Arthur, neither 
do I." 
 
I knew she could see the surprise in my eyes. She smiled at me, 
reaching out to take my hand. "I know I come on all hot to trot, but I 
really don't know what's come over me today. I am usually very 
conservative with new men that I meet. I think maybe its because 
you and Chris are like brothers that I feel so close to you." 
 
She paused, and kissed me softly. 
 
"You feel like someone I have known for all my life, Arthur. I feel 
perfectly safe with you, and I won't deny it," she said. 



 
I put my arms around her and pulled her to me. 
 
"I feel just as safe with you, Carrie," I said. "I cannot explain it either; 
I only know that you feel like something that is a part of me, and I 
haven't felt that in a long time." 
 
Her eyes got misty and she started moving back away from me, 
though she kept hold of my hand, pulling on me. 
 
"Arthur, you've started a flood, my dear," she said. 
 
I let her get as far from me as her arm would stretch, and then I 
followed her in to her room. 
 
You could have powered the lights of Milwaukee off of my face at that 
moment.. 
 
 
 
Chapter 6 
 
 
As I followed her into the room, Carrie stopped her backward motion 
and pulled me to her. She put her arms around me and tilted her chin 
up, accepting the kiss I gave her. We stood like that for several 
seconds, savoring the intimacy and heat from our connection. 
 
I gently broke the kiss, and leaned my head back, looking carefully 
into Carrie's eyes. She returned my look, her eyelids somewhat heavy 
and her lips parted. 
 
I could easily see that her headlights were on. 
 
So were mine. 
 
Her hand went to my chest and her fingers found my nipples. She 
gently rubbed her thumbs back and forth across them, sending 
shivers straight to my cock with each flick. I closed my eyes and 
savored the sensation. 



 
I was fully erect. 
 
Carrie stopped moving. 
 
I opened my eyes. 
 
"Arthur, would you do something for me", she asked, with a small 
smile playing around her mouth. 
 
"Uhm...sure, you bet!" I said. "What?" 
 
Her smile widened, and instead of saying anything in response, 
Carrie reached down with both hands and grasped her top, lifting it 
smoothly off over her head in one fluid motion. 
 
I think I got harder. 
 
Her breasts were the pictures you see in the Dictionary next to the 
word "gorgeous". 
 
Go ahead. 
 
Look it up. 
 
You'll see. 
 
She's all that! 
 
Her nipples were almost brown, and her skin was a very pale olive. 
Her breasts hung perfectly on her chest, each one defined against a 
well-toned set of pecks.  
 
Her stomach was flat and just slightly defined, an excellent example 
of a swimmers form. 
 
It was plain that she enjoyed my appraisal. I could see that she was 
getting very turned on by my stare. 
 
She stood still for only a few moments while I ogled. 



 
As soon as I looked back in her eyes, Carries smile turned into a grin, 
and she put her hands on the waistband of her shorts and pushed 
them straight down and off, turning and stepping smartly out of 
them and tossing them toward a chair near her bed. She then kicked 
her sandals in the same direction, one after the other. 
 
In only a few moments, I went from being dressed with a lady to 
having a naked goddess on my hands. 
 
I was okay with this. 
 
As she turned back in my direction, I could see all of her. 
 
She was shaved. 
 
Completely. 
 
Beautifully. 
 
Perfectly. 
 
I think my heart stopped for a moment I'm not sure. 
 
I beheld a most amazingly wonderful and beautiful pair of bald pussy 
lips. I think I may have started drooling. 
 
Carrie started chuckling, soft and low. 
 
I realized that I had come to a complete stop, not moving anything 
but my eyes. I think my breathing may have become a bit strained 
because I could hear wind blowing, only realizing it was my own 
nostrils creating the sound when Carrie stopped chuckling and 
started outright laughing. 
 
"Oh, Arthur, you may be the very best thing that has happened to my 
ego this decade!" she laughed. "You look like you've found a 
thousand dollars in an old wallet!" 
 



I was slowly burning and I was certain it was plain to see. I looked 
slowly up Carries goddess body until I was once again looking in her 
eyes. The warmth and passion I beheld there was like a tonic to me, I 
felt energy flooding into my body like I was connected to a livewire. 
 
Carrie stepped up to me and pulled my face to hers. Her hands found 
the hem of my shirt, pulling it upwards. When it was plain that she 
would have it off of me, I broke our kiss long enough to let it come 
over my head. As soon as it was off, Carrie dropped it to the floor and 
put her lips back on mine. Her hands went back to my nipples, her 
thumbs once again playing them like they were flippers on a pinball 
machine. 
 
I started to get busy as well. My hands found Carrie's breasts, gently 
cupping them and lightly squeezing. They felt wonderful. I was so 
entranced that it came as a surprise when I felt Carrie's hands on the 
button of my shorts. She deftly parted the button and pulled the 
zipper down. All they needed then was the pushing back that she 
gave and they headed for the floor all on their own. 
 
I had gotten in the habit of never wearing underwear after work. This 
was now a very good thing because no sooner did my shorts hit the 
floor than Carrie's hand was wrapped around my shaft.  
 
Heaven. 
 
As I look back on it now, I am astonished that I did not immediately 
shoot off all over her belly. 
 
I thought sure that I would go up in flame. The passion I felt was 
clear to Carrie because I was desperately seeking her tonsils and she 
was just as desperately sucking my tongue out of my mouth. I was 
lost in her and did not want to be found. 
 
I kicked my shorts aside. 
 
Carrie started a very gentle and slow jacking of my cock, carefully 
moving her hand only a few millimeters at a time. 
 
She had my complete attention. 



 
As much as I enjoyed what we were doing, I wanted to stop. 
 
I moved my hands to Carrie's face, and gently pushed myself away 
from it. She let me go and looked in my eyes, not stopping what she 
was doing to my shaft. 
 
I reached down and put my hand over hers, stopping her motion. She 
resisted for a moment, and then stopped, smiling up at me. 
 
"Arthur, is there something wrong" she asked with a smirk. 
 
I caught my breath and answered her, "No. Everything is just right. I 
just need to ask a question." 
 
Carrie stepped back, put her hands by her sides and waited for me to 
continue. Her face was still flushed and her eyes still heavy with 
passion, but her attitude was fully alert. 
 
"I need to know," I started, "if it is safe for us to do this?" 
 
The look of puzzlement on her face would have been funny in 
another circumstance. At this moment, I was concerned that it could 
too soon turn into a look of consternation and bring a halt to the fire 
in our bodies. 
 
Suddenly her face lit up with a smile. 
 
Did I mention that she is a goddess? 
 
("I'm in He-eh-eh-ven-n 
    I'm in He-eh-eh-ven 
     I'm in He-eh-eh-ven-n 
      When you smile! 
       When you smile!") 
 
"I think I know what you mean, Arthur, and yes, this is safe to do. I 
had a complete work up before I came down and I am free and clear,” 
she said. "And.." she continued, "I'm on the pill!" 
 



She laughed. "Now, tell me about you!" She laughed harder. "I 
cannot imagine you having the poor judgment to be afflicted, but you 
never know!" 
 
Her laughter subsided when she saw the flash of pain in my eyes. She 
was instantly in my arms and asking me, "What? What is it, Arthur?" 
She waited while I gathered my thoughts.  
 
I had several things on my mind, and I was now sorry that I had let 
things get so far advanced without first having done my homework. 
 
"Carrie, are you seeing anybody?" I asked. "Because, if you are, I 
don't want to be number 2. I would rather we just be friends in that 
case, and not be lovers" I finished. 
 
Carries eyes got very sparkly. 
 
I started mentally berating myself for being so cautious and so 
careful. I thought sure that I had hurt her feelings and would now 
pay for it. I could see the beginnings of tears in the corners of her 
eyes and I was sure that she would start crying any moment. 
 
I know what it is to be hurt. My hurt was now coming out in a way 
that could damage this fledgling relationship. I did not want that to 
happen. What I wanted most of all was to keep myself from 
knowingly stepping into a world of shit. 
 
I realized that my eyes also were very sparkly. They even started 
leaking a tiny bit. 
 
Carrie buried her face in my chest and put her arms around me in a 
vise like grip. I responded by hugging her back, which only made my 
eyes leak more. Her breathing was labored and I could feel her body 
going through very gentle tremors. 
 
"Arthur", she said, her voice broken and raspy, "I'm sorry you were 
hurt. I know what that's like. I don't want a number two, either." 
 
 



I could not account for what was happening to me. I knew for a fact 
that I had never been in this situation before. I could not recall ever 
having my feelings so close to the surface and my heart so obviously 
on my sleeve. 
 
I could feel her jaw working as she kept her fierce hold on me and 
continued speaking. "I don't have anybody in my life, Arthur. I came 
down here to start over. My life had become so heavy and so crummy. 
If I hadn't found my way to school, I don't know what my life would 
be right now." 
 
She was slowly becoming calmer as she spoke. So was I. I could feel 
my heart getting softer and my breathing even out. My eyes were 
starting to dry. 
 
I decided to take a chance. 
 
"Carrie, I want to stay with you tonight. There is no place I would 
rather be." I waited two beats, then continued. "Tomorrow will come, 
and I will need to leave here." 
 
She waited for me to go on. 
 
"I will want to come back, though. Probably every day" I said. 
 
I could feel her sharp intake of breath. Her hands went to my hips 
and grasped as she brought her head back up and locked her lips on 
mine. Her body pressed against me, and only then did I realize that I 
had grown soft during the last few minutes. 
 
I didn't stay soft. 
 
Carrie broke our kiss, and leaned back a bit so that she could 
comfortably look me in the eye. 
 
"Arthur, I want that. I want you to come back," she said. "Every day." 
 
My heart was now pounding.  
 
My body felt like it was on fire and I could sense a need rising in it. 



 
So could Carrie. 
 
She put her hand around my cock again, this time leaning away from 
me and moving toward her bed. Her firm grasp on me compelled me 
to follow. 
 
I was willing to follow! lol 
 
I guess "eager" would be a more apt description. I suppose we made a 
somewhat comical sight as we moved the few feet to her bed. Carrie 
did not let go of me as she carefully moved into a sitting position at 
the edge of the bed. When she was seated, she pulled me to stand in 
front of her. She now looked closely at my cock, seeming to be seeing 
it for the very first time. 
 
"Oh, Arthur! You look happy to be here!" she said with a throaty 
chuckle. She looked up to my eyes and said, "I like it when you're 
happy, Arthur!" And with that she looked back at my cock and 
promptly put the head of it in her mouth, applying the most intense 
suction I had ever felt. I was immediately on the verge. She slid down 
my cock till I could feel her nose in my short hairs. All the while, her 
tongue was moving a zillion miles an hour on the underside of my 
cock. 
 
Verge, hell. 
 
I exploded. 
 
I came, for sure, but, in truth, I exploded. 
 
The feeling was so intense that I roared my pleasure. 
 
I think they may have heard me all the way over to the Rental Office. 
 
Carrie was moaning very softly, continuing to suck me with 
remarkable energy. She did not stop until I was all done. 
 
She was loudly swallowing. 
 



In a small part of my mind, I was fully alert and running in normal 
fashion. I knew that it was very early Thursday morning, April 6, 
1981. I knew that I had to be at work in approximately thirteen hours, 
and that I would need to get going on next weeks schedule because 
Chef Peter was still on vacation and would be next week as well. I 
knew that I needed to do laundry during the day in order to stay well 
ahead of my need for clean clothing. 
 
All of that stuff was just part of how I happened to be Arthur Hayes. 
 
And it was important to me to acknowledge all that because I was 
pretty sure I had just fallen in love. 
 
Completely. 
 
Utterly. 
 
Irrevocably. 
 
Gosh. 
 
Talk about things changing! Remember how I said at the beginning 
of this telling, things changed on a Thursday? 
 
Well. 
 
Now you know the "rest of the story". lol 
 
Worry not! 
 
It sure don't end here. 
 
Carrie was still nursing on my shriveled cock all the while I was 
ruminating. 
 
And recovering! lol 
 
She very gently gave it one last suck and let it go. 
 



She looked up at me, opening her eyes for the first time since taking 
my manhood into her mouth. Her eyes held a look that I was later to 
know very well, but which mystified me at that moment. I suppose I 
was a little bit overwhelmed by the potent series of emotions that I 
had experienced over the past half hour. 
 
Not to mention the blowjob of the century!! lol 
 
Carrie licked her lips and made a show of swallowing again. She 
looked again at my soft cock, then back to my eyes. Now there was a 
very merry sparkle in her eyes. 
 
"Arthur," she asked, "do you have any idea how big a compliment you 
just gave me?" She chuckled melodiously. "Golly, you make me feel 
like I am the only woman on earth!" She laughed out loud. "I like that 
feeling, Arthur." 
 
For answer, I softly dropped to my knees before her. I put my hand 
behind her head and pulled her face to mine, kissing her deeply and 
doing my best to find her tonsils with my tongue. I tasted me in her 
mouth. She kissed me back and held the back of my head with both 
hands. I moved one hand to her breast, gently grasping the nipple 
and lightly squeezing it. Carrie immediately started humming into 
my mouth and her tongue tried to get into my throat. Her hands were 
furiously traveling back and forth over my head. 
 
A hunger overcame me. 
 
I felt like a predator on the scent. 
 
I was keenly aware of exactly which scent I was tracking! lol 
 
I gently disengaged Carries lips and softly pushed against her to have 
her lay back on the bed. She did not resist me, but promptly 
complied with my desire. 
 
I did not immediately follow her down, but stayed back a few 
moments so that I could get a very good look at this goddess who had 
such complete control of me. 
 



She was stunning to look at. Her breasts were firm and high, sitting 
proudly on her magnificent chest. Her breath was deep and her 
stomach lifted and fell with each intake and expulsion. I looked 
carefully at her torso, her hips, her pussy and her legs. I did not 
neglect to look at what I considered to be perfect feet as well. 
 
When I looked back to her eyes they showed the same look that had 
mystified me just a few minutes before. I couldn't fathom it so I just 
went on with what I wanted to do next. 
 
Without a word I put my hands on her knees, gently pushing them 
away from one another. Carrie smiled wide and let me have my way. 
I kissed her left knee where it joined her thigh. I slowly trailed kisses 
upwards from there, stopping every few inches to lightly lick her skin. 
She tasted like what I imagine goddesses taste like: Heavenly. 
 
As I approached her crotch, she began a small moaning in the back of 
her throat. Her pussy was showing a good deal of moisture and her 
scent was affecting me like I was a stallion and she a mare in heat. I 
put my mouth directly on her pussy lips, inserting my tongue 
between them and licking gently upwards, tasting her and playing 
the tip on her clit. She jerked and moaned, so I backed off of her clit 
and put my tongue in her hole. She moaned louder and started 
moving under my tongue. I thought to hold still for a moment and 
was rewarded with Carrie's louder moaning as she moved herself 
against my sawing tongue, making sure it moved now over her clit 
and then over her hole, back and forth, back and forth. 
 
("How can it be permissible? 
    She compromised my principle! 
     Yeah, Yeah! 
      That kind of love is mythical! 
       She's anything but typical-l-l-l!!!") 
 
I simply needed to put my hands on her breasts, gripping her nipples 
and squeezing them in a pulse like fashion. Carrie obviously liked 
this because she went into overdrive on my tongue and started 
screaming. Her pussy gushed all over my face, drenching me with her 
juice and making me all the more enthused.  
 



Pussy has a way of motivating me when little else will do. 
 
Not that I was suffering from any lack of motivation! lol 
 
I continued gently sucking on her pussy until her screaming stopped. 
She reached down and pushed lightly against my head to back me off 
of her. As soon as I let her pussy go, she was moving down to put her 
lips on mine. She was licking my lips, tasting herself on me. 
 
"If this is a dream," I thought, "I need to stay asleep for a decade or 
so." Carrie's lips were bonded to mine. We stayed like that for a 
minute or so; then we just held each other in a soft embrace. 
 
Carrie broke the silence. 
 
"Arthur..." she began. Her face was against my shoulder, her arms 
around me holding me tight. "I have never done that before. Never. 
What did you do?" she asked. 
 
I wasn't sure what to say. I felt like I was on the spot and desperately 
searched my mind for an answer. Never? Wow. Never what? 
 
I applied my genius to the problem. 
 
"Never what?" I asked her. 
 
Carrie lifted her head and met my eyes. She was leaking from her 
eyes, but she was smiling. 
 
"I have never come like that before in this life. Never." She looked 
away, then to me. "I think I may be in love," she said. 
 
Her face did not reflect the shock that I instantly felt. 
 
Love? 
 
Did she actually say that? 
 
Praise God! 
 



I made another snap decision. 
 
"I think I may be in love, too. In fact, I know it," I said. 
 
Carrie's eyes lit up like Broadway. "Oh, Arthur, please tell me you're 
not just saying that? Please, please don't tease me like that!" she said. 
 
She put her hand on mine and squeezed it tight. "I don't mean to 
move so fast, but I can't help it, you affect me so much, I don't know 
how to act!" 
 
Her eyes were now getting sparklier. 
 
She looked away. Her hands were working overtime on squeezing 
and grasping mine. I could see her shoulders begin to shake and I 
didn't think, I just reached out and grabbed her to me. She 
immediately started sobbing against me, deep shuddering groans 
with labored breathing and catching in her voice. "Arthur..." She 
tried to speak but could not keep her voice from breaking. I held her 
and tried to quiet her but she would not stop talking, even though she 
had to fight through her sobs to get her words out. 
 
"Arthur..(sob), I have been so lonely..(sob), (hiccup), and when I saw 
you at the pool, you looked (sob, hiccup) so good, so (hiccup) strong 
and handsome (sob, giggle) that I knew I wanted you. (sob) When I 
realized you must be Chris' roommate, I was so happy. (hiccup) I 
knew we would meet and maybe get to know each other. (hiccup)" 
She made a small sound of disgust. "Shit, I am leaking and gushing 
like a twelve year old!" With that she started laughing, and I laughed 
with her. 
 
She rubbed her hand over her face, then put her other hand to the 
same work. She collected most of her moisture and simply wiped her 
hands on her bedspread. She no sooner did this than she stopped, 
frozen in place. She looked at me and started laughing, going straight 
into belly laughs.  
 
I joined her. We started whooping. 
 
We sat there on her bed, nekkid as jaybirds, laughing like lunatics. 



 
Once you've fallen in love, is there a limit to how deep you can sink? 
 
Does love have a bottom? 
 
I guessed that I would find out... 
 
("I wanna live with the Cinnamon Girl 
    I can be happy the rest of my life 
     With the Cinnamon Girl....") 
 
 
Chapter 7 
 
("I'm the Midnight Man 
    I do all I can 
     To make sure that I am 
      The Midnight Man") 
 
We slowly came to our senses, reaching a hand out to one another 
and holding tightly while we wiped away our tears with the other. 
 
I moved toward Carrie, gently pulling her into my arms. She came 
easily to my embrace, molding herself to me. 
 
We sat quietly for several minutes, holding each other. 
 
Our silence was so peaceful that I feared breaking it. I felt so at home 
in her arms.  
 
I wanted this to last forever. 
 
Carrie spoke first, "Arthur...are you hungry?" She giggled as she 
asked me this. She gently moved back and crawled off the bed. She 
stood there, naked and gloriously beautiful. She stretched her hand 
out to me and I took it while I lifted myself to my feet. 
 
Only then did I realize that my shoes were still on my feet. I stared 
down at them for a moment as though they were alien invaders. 
Carrie snorted mirthfully. I looked up and said, "I must have been 



distracted!" She snorted again and moved off toward the door, 
pulling me with her. I ignored my sneakers and went with her.  
 
Can you imagine my delight in watching her backside as she walked 
in front of me? It moved and bounced like two perfect half-globes, 
the overall effect enhanced and balanced by the delicious flaring of 
her wide hips. 
 
I started to get hard again. 
 
Her ass was such a joy to behold; I simply let go of any other thought. 
 
I almost bumped into her when she came up short just inside the 
kitchen. She immediately turned and put her arms around me, 
hugging me fiercely while asking, "What should we have for a snack, 
Chef?" There was a distinct note of humor in her voice, so I played 
along. 
 
"We could whip up something, I'm sure," I said. "Why don't you pull 
out some Lobster, some Butter, and some fresh Green Beans?" I 
could not say this with a straight face, and Carrie dropped both 
hands to my ass and pinched me. Both sides! I yelped, but she had 
actually been very gentle. 
 
"Okay, okay," I said, "maybe we could just have some Corn Flakes!" 
 
Carrie laughed along with me. She let me go and reached into the 
cupboard above the sink counter. She pulled out a package of Oreos 
and handed them to me. Then she opened the fridge, grabbing the 
Kefir and the grapes. She pushed the door shut on the fridge and 
turned towards me. "Are you okay with drinking from the carton?" 
she asked. "You wouldn't be concerned with catching my germs, 
would you?" She started giggling again as she spoke. 
 
When she laughed, her breasts shook in the most delightful way; this 
sight transfixed me, and Carrie took notice of my staring. "Earth to 
Arthur!" she said. "Are we going to eat, or... what?" she giggled some 
more. 
 



My response was to get harder! I reached out and took the grapes 
and Oreos from her, and turned around. I walked back out of the 
kitchen toward the living room. Carrie followed me to the couch, 
putting the Kefir on the coffee table.  
 
I could feel my hard on bouncing along as I went, which only made it 
harder. I placed the grapes and Oreos on the table, and sat down. 
Carrie joined me on the couch, sitting against me. Her hip was right 
against mine and she put a hand on my thigh. I leaned forward and 
kissed her, putting my hands on her shoulders to steady her and 
myself 
 
Carrie reached up with her other hand and caressed my face. The 
hand on my thigh moved to my cock, lightly wrapping her fingers 
around me and holding still. 
 
She broke our kiss, but held onto me. 
 
"Arthur" she said, "I think I will have some more of you after I have 
some cookies. My tummy will growl otherwise." She gave my cock a 
light squeeze and let it go, reaching with the same hand to grab the 
cookies which she put on her lap and opened carefully at one end. 
She placed the open package on the table after pulling two cookies 
out, handing me one and putting the other completely into her 
mouth. 
 
I gave her a look of mock horror. She smiled brightly and asked me, 
"What? Did I do something wrong?" The actual sound was more like, 
"Wha'... did ah doo sumping ronnn?" I could tell she was suppressing 
her laughter, clearly afraid of spewing cookie all over the place. 
 
I smiled widely, and slowly put my cookie in front of her, displaying 
it for a demonstration. "Oreos are never, repeat: NEVER to be eaten 
in such a barbarian fashion! They require a deft, delicate touch, and 
consumption must always be accomplished with great flourish and 
aplomb!"  As I said this, I slowly pulled one side away from the other 
of my cookie, and put the filling side up to my mouth. "The delectable 
interior is ALWAYS to be savored first", I said, and proceeded to 
gently lick and gnaw the white confection from the black wafer. 
 



I did this with a sense of showmanship, taking time with my tongue 
to carefully lick the white filling off the hard round. 
 
Carries eyes became focused on my mouth, and her eyelids seemed to 
narrow. Her attention was fully on what I was doing, and I could see 
her nipples getting hard. She watched as I finished the icing and 
popped the wafer into my mouth. "Only when the proper preparation 
of the cookie has been accomplished should you consume the 
entirety of it", I said, giggling. 
 
Carrie giggled along with me. I picked up the Kefir and opened the 
spout. I made a show of sniffing the contents, and then I held it 
carefully under the light, peering in to see. 
 
"Always check the Kefir, " I said. "When it goes off, it is very nasty. 
Believe me, you don't want to find out how nasty!" I could tell it was 
in great shape so I started to lift it up to my mouth. On the way there, 
I stopped, lowered the carton and handed it over to Carrie. "Ladies 
first, Ma'am!" I said. "My mom would pop me one if I forgot my 
manners!"  Carrie smiled at me and took the carton, lifting it to her 
lips and tentatively taking a sip of the rich milk. 
 
She savored it for a moment and then her eyes lit up. "Arthur! This is 
good stuff!" She lifted it back to her mouth, this time taking a 
mouthful. She handed the carton back to me, and I promptly put it to 
my lips and knocked back at least a half-cup. 
 
Kefir was one of my favorite food groups. 
 
And, I knew it was wise to stoke up a bit. 
 
Further activity this night was seemingly guaranteed! 
 
Carrie took the Kefir back and carefully drank some more. She put 
the carton down and grabbed two more cookies, handing me one 
while she once again popped hers in her mouth and started 
crunching. I laughed and picked up the grapes, picking several from 
the bunch and looking her in the eye. "May I?" I asked, as I proffered 
a grape to her. Carrie smiled and put out her hand to take the 
offering. Instead, I moved my hand toward her mouth. 



 
She caught on instantly, moving her hand to my knee instead and 
opening her mouth. I gently placed the grape on her tongue, leaving 
my thumb and finger in her mouth for a moment. She seized the 
opportunity to close her lips around my digits, sucking and licking 
them. 
 
Did I mention that I was already hard? 
 
I got harder. 
 
Much harder. 
 
Carrie lightly held my fingers that way with her lips and teeth, all the 
while her tongue was busily licking them. For my part, I was not 
about to move them! 
 
I carefully maneuvered the cookie in my other hand into my mouth, 
lifting it off my hand with my tongue, avoiding spilling the grapes 
there with some difficulty. I crunched the cookie, knowing she would 
hear it. Her eyes twinkled as she took this in, and she let my fingers 
go from her mouth. 
 
"Arthur! Is that any way to eat an Oreo?" she laughed. 
 
I laughed with her. "I think it is wise to follow the lead of one's 
hostess, don't you?" I replied. 
 
For answer, Carrie opened her mouth again. I grabbed a few grapes 
this time and gently placed them in her mouth. She accepted them 
and moved her head back enough to avoid my fingers as she started 
chewing. I placed the remaining grapes in my mouth and reached for 
the bunch, pulling another handful from it and offering Carrie some 
more. She put her hands together and accepted them from me. We 
continued eating then in a gentle silence. 
 
We were comfortable with one another, not needing to fill the 
moments with words, but rather just doing the next thing together in 
a natural way. I reflected then that I had rarely ever felt so 
comfortable with anyone, much less a naked beautiful woman. Only 



twice before had I been so at home with a woman, and that had been 
a long time before that night. 
 
My stomach sent the message that no more food was needed, and I 
did not ignore it. Quite often I did, and it is a good thing indeed that I 
swim like I do: extra calories are so attractive! 
 
On this night, I had other things on my mind. I put the few 
remaining grapes back on the coffee table. 
 
Carrie took another swig of Kefir, and then she turned to me. She 
leaned into me and put her lips to mine. I returned the kiss with 
gusto and pulled her against me. I was getting hard again. I put one 
hand on her breast, gently capturing the nipple between my thumb 
and first finger. It was hard as a rock and Carrie gave out a tiny groan. 
I considered this to be encouragement so I cupped her breast in my 
hand and broke the kiss.  
 
"Carrie, I think I'd like to take my shoes off now," I said.  I stood up, 
pulling her up to stand with me. "Is there someplace where we could 
get more comfortable?" I asked with a grin. 
 
Carrie said, "I know just the place," and walked me into her bedroom. 
Once again I marveled at the remarkable beauty of her form. Carrie 
had a special quality to her body that is difficult to define. Her torso 
is just right and her legs fit her perfectly. Her upper body is well 
muscled without appearing butch. Her breasts jut out wonderfully 
from a strong and well-toned chest. Her head is properly 
proportioned and her hair is black and lustrous. 
 
Did I mention that she looks like a goddess? 
 
We came to stand with each other at the side of her bed. For the first 
time I noticed that it was queen size and silently thanked God for it. 
As big as I am, it is always a very good thing to have a decent amount 
of space in which to sleep. Or work, for that matter! 
 
Carrie stood on her tiptoes to kiss me, and as soon as we locked lips 
she pushed me to sit on the bed. She never broke our kiss, but 
arranged me so that she could sit on my lap facing me. Her hand 



found my cock as soon as she was settled and began a soft steady 
rhythmic squeezing. I reciprocated by putting both hands to her 
nipples, gently squeezing each one with thumb and forefinger while 
cupping her breasts. 
 
She moaned low in her throat. It sounded like a growl. 
 
She broke the kiss and slid back off my lap, lowering herself to her 
knees in front of me. 
 
"May I help with these, Sir?" she asked, grinning wide. She grabbed 
my left foot and placed it on her knees, already pulling the laces as 
she spoke.  
 
"Wonderful service y'all got here, Ma'am!" I answered. Carrie made 
quick work of getting both shoes off, casually tossing each one over 
her shoulder as they came free of my feet. I found great humor in her 
unselfconscious attitude with my shoes, and could not repress a 
chuckle. She looked up at me and gave me a thousand watt smile. 
 
"I think you are now officially 'comfortable', Sir," she said. She was 
chuckling. 
 
My feet were now on the floor on either side of her, and she leaned 
forward and put her mouth over my hard on in one fluid motion. I 
was not expecting this, and gave out a groan of pleasure. Her mouth 
was giving maximum pleasure; I could feel her tongue flicking back 
and forth across the underside of my cock. 
 
I carefully put my hands on either side of her head and firmly lifted 
upwards, Carrie was reluctant to let go, but finally came with my 
hands, looking up at me with heavy lidded eyes. 
 
"Something wrong, Arthur?" she asked. I answered her by pulling her 
to me in a kiss and maneuvering our bodies in such a way as to cause 
her to lie out on the bed next to me. When she was flat I put a hand 
on her breast and moved my leg between hers, pushing up with my 
thigh until it was in full contact with her very wet pussy. She pushed 
right back against me and moved a hand down between us to grasp 



my cock. As soon as she had hold of me, she began pulling me toward 
her crotch. 
 
I was completely willing to go where she led! 
 
I moved with her until I was on my knees between her legs. Carrie 
had me firmly in her grasp and pointed me right to her hole. She was 
breathing fast and her eyes were almost closed. The look on her face 
was of desire and I could feel her heat on the head of my cock 
because she had it positioned just at the entrance to her pussy. 
 
The way she was guiding me made it plain that she wanted to put me 
in her this moment. 
 
I held back. 
 
She moaned, and pulled a little bit harder. 
 
I smiled down at her, and waited until she realized that I was not 
going any further. 
 
"Arthur, please, don't tease me!" she said.  
 
Her eyes were fixed on mine, now, and I felt such a rush of affection 
for her. I put my hand over her hand holding my cock, and said, "I 
want to fix this moment in my mind, Carrie. I don't ever want to 
forget it." 
 
Carrie came up off the bed and with her free hand pulled herself to 
me, kissing me wildly. She did all in her power to drive herself onto 
my erection, but I held myself back and instead I carefully laid her 
back to the bed. 
 
She slowly let me go when I moved to get back on my knees. All this 
time she had never let go of my cock and now her grasp was almost 
painfully tight. 
 
"You're not getting away, mister!" she hissed, a smile playing around 
her mouth. She continued to pull me, and now I moved forward just 
enough to place the head of my cock at the opening to her tunnel. 



The heat was intense. Carrie started moaning, and she said, "Please, 
Arthur, don't tease me anymore! Fuck me! Fuck me now!" 
 
I smiled wickedly. I was now certain that this night would forever be 
burned into my memory. 
 
I reached with my free hand and placed my thumb right on her clit, 
rubbing it gently and moving it back and forth across what I could 
reach of her vulva. 
 
She screamed and bucked against me. Now I allowed her to impale 
herself on me, not stopping what I was doing with her clit. 
 
Her eyes flew open and she started moaning loudly, her hips 
humping up and back. Carrie put one hand on the bed next to her to 
help her push and locked the other around my wrist where I was 
continuing to lightly rub her clit. She looked into my eyes the whole 
time, and I could almost see fire behind them. 
 
The warmth of her pussy was like liquid velvet, and I could feel the 
walls of her pussy tight around me. 
 
Carrie's moaning got progressively louder, and suddenly broke into 
an ululating scream. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she kept screaming 
and bucking, never letting go of my wrist and humping as fast and 
hard as she could go. Her scream broke into short screams 
punctuated by deep grunts, and then she just froze up like a statue. 
When she did that, her pussy got so tight I could not move. Carrie 
stayed frozen like that for just a few seconds and then she completely 
relaxed. 
 
I held still while she seemed to be catching her breath. Then I started 
moving again, very slowly going back half an inch, then forward 
again to fully seated. Carrie moaned each time I got all the way back 
in. I still had my thumb against her nubbin, but I kept it still. 
 
Carrie opened her eyes and looked up at me with obvious affection.  
 



Suddenly she started shaking. I thought at first she must be having 
another orgasm, but then I saw the tears leaking out of her eyes and 
as they rolled she started heaving in deep wracking sobs. 
 
Shit! I was now completely lost, not knowing what in hell was going 
on. 
 
I pulled my hand back from her clit and laid out full over her, taking 
her in my arms and quietly holding her while she slowly worked 
through her emotion. Her arms went around me and locked on to me. 
I knew enough to recognize that this was not grief. Carrie was simply 
on overload and needed to "cry it out". I gently kissed her on the 
cheek, then on her neck, then again her cheek and then her nose. I 
would alternate these slow kisses with just nuzzling my face against 
hers. 
 
After just a few minutes, she completely quieted. 
 
My cock had long since softened and fallen out of her pussy. I was 
comfortably laying on my elbows and on her. With her arms locked 
around me, I don't think she wanted me anywhere else. 
 
I stopped moving and just held her, the side of my face pressed 
against her cheek. Carrie slowly moved her hands down around my 
sides and brought them up to my face. She put her hands to my 
cheeks and pushed my head up until she could look me in the eyes. 
 
 
"Arthur...." she began. I waited for her to continue. "Arthur, I don't 
believe what has happened to me today. I think this qualifies as 'over 
the top'." She turned her head and cleared her throat. "I suppose you 
have this effect on all the girls?" she asked, looking back at me with a 
gentle smile. 
 
I grinned at her. "No, Ma'am, I don't recall ever having a night quite 
like this one!" I said. "You are for sure the first woman that ever cried 
from making love to me!" I said. 
 
Carries eyes clouded over, and her face went slack. 
 



Oh, shit, again! I thought. 
 
"Are you disappointed, Arthur?" she asked, her voice cracking. 
 
I could see where this was going, and I did not mean to go there. 
 
I waited a few beats of my heart to answer. 
 
"I love you", I said, "and if you want to cry all night, I'm okay with 
that." 
 
The look of surprise in her eyes was priceless. 
 
Her face lit up like a liquor sign and she pressed her lips to mine. The 
kiss started out hard and turned fierce. She slowly ground her hips 
against me and started moaning again. 
 
My cock got hard again! 
 
She pulled her face away, and stopped moving against me. 
 
"Arthur, can we repeat that last order?" she asked, with a huge grin. 
"I think one helping was not enough to take care of my hunger!"  
Carrie chuckled as she delivered those words, and I chuckled with 
her. 
 
For answer, I simply put my cock against her still dripping pussy and 
slowly, bit by bit, pushed it back in until we were pubes to skin, so to 
speak. 
 
Looking in my eyes, Carrie said, "Arthur, I love you, too." 
 
I shifted my upper body until I was once again in a kneeling position. 
When I got there, I reached out and took Carries hands in mine. 
Holding her hands tightly, I started to move slowly in her. I 
established a steady rhythm and used her hands to drive us against 
one another on my in strokes. She pulled against me as much as I 
pulled her to me. 
 



In short order we found ourselves once again on the way to her 
orgasm. This time, I could feel my own approaching. 
 
"I'm going to come, Carrie!" I warned her. 
 
She got frantic in her motions, pulling hard against me and moving 
her pussy in every direction it could go. 
 
'So this is what Heaven will be like', I thought. 
 
Carrie started moaning, and I knew from her previous orgasm that 
she was about to scream. 
 
"Arthur! Come in me! Come in me! Let it go!" she yelled, and started 
screaming. 
 
I followed her direction to the letter! 
 
I felt my nuts get tight, and then it started. 
 
The first surge came up my tube, feeling like molten fire as it traveled 
to expulsion. 
 
I roared my release, giving vent from the depth of my lungs. 
 
Carrie screamed along with me. 
 
Her pussy felt like it was igniting me into flame. 
 
The next shot kept me yelling, and Carrie continued to accompany 
me with her voice. 
 
I could feel hot liquid gushing around my cock and onto my balls.  
 
Carrie continued to buck against me, and her breathing was fast and 
barely sufficient it seemed to support the sound coming out of her 
mouth. 
 
With the next shot of come, I grunted, and continued grunting with 
each successively weaker blast. 



 
Carrie was now moaning, her motion slowing down to just matching 
my gentle shaking. I shifted position to once again laying out above 
her. 
 
I think I may have lost consciousness for a second or two; time 
seemed to come to a complete stop. 
 
Carrie kissed me, very gently licking my lips and moving her hands to 
caress my face. I looked into her eyes and kissed her back. We stayed 
like that for several seconds, staring into each other's eyes and lip 
locked. 
 
We broke the kiss and continued to catch our breath. 
 
My cock had deflated and was about to slip out. Carrie felt it and 
locked her legs around me. I slowly let myself down onto her, putting 
my weight against her. She hugged me even tighter, forcing me to put 
all my weight on her. 
 
"You feel so good, Arthur", she said. "Can we stay like this all night? I 
don't want to let you go!" She then kissed my face and nose, ending 
up on my mouth with her tongue on my tongue. 
 
I gently pulled up and away from her, until I could see her clearly. "I 
like that idea, but I don't think I have the strength to do it", I said. I 
moved back to a kneeling position, sliding my hands down her chest 
and tummy and back over her hips to rest on her thighs. Her hands 
stayed on the backs of mine. My cock had already fallen out of her, 
and now I could see our fluids leaking out of her pussy. When I put a 
hand on her labia, she shot out her hands to pull mine off. 
 
"Oh, Arthur, I am WAY too sensitive right now!" she giggled. "A girl 
needs time to recuperate, ya know!" 
 
I chuckled along with her. I knew how sensitive my cock would be 
about now, and I let her be. 
 
"Just checking, Ma'am!" I said. "Wanted to make sure that your 
'meal' was satisfactory! We aim to please!" 



 
Carrie laughed and grabbed my hands with hers. She moved in such 
a way as to get me to move over her leg and next to her on the bed. I 
lay down and turned toward her, opening my arms so that she could 
roll into them. 
 
She did. 
 
She kissed me, tenderly and affectionately. 
 
She pulled back from the kiss, and just lay there staring at me. 
 
Did I mention that she is beautiful? I hope I did. 
 
She was stunning to look at. Her eyes shone, her skin glowed, and 
her body was so perfect it almost brought tears to my eyes. 
 
"Did I tell you I loved you a few minutes ago?" I asked her, with a 
look of disbelief on my face. 
 
Carrie smiled, but her eyes were guarded as she replied, "Yes.... and?" 
 
I held the look of wonder on my face for a few more seconds, then I 
let a look of relief flood my visage. 
 
"Good! Just wanted to make sure!" I said, and then started laughing 
uncontrollably.  
 
Carrie looked puzzled for a moment, then she smiled and punched 
my shoulder with her free hand, saying, "Oh, you!" 
 
I slowly calmed down, pulling her to me to avoid any more punches. 
She came willingly into my arms, burying her face in my chest. 
 
I stopped laughing and reached down with my free hand. I lifted 
Carries head up until we were face to face, all the while sliding down 
to make us even on the bed. 
 
"I spoke the truth, Carrie. I love you", I said. 
 



Her eyes started leaking, but she was not crying. 
 
"I love you, too, Arthur", she answered. "What are we going to do?" 
she asked. 
 
I had no clue at that moment what she was talking about, so, 
applying my genius mentality to the issue, I thoughtfully replied with, 
"Ummm.... about what?" 
 
She chuckled. She moved her head toward me and kissed me, taking 
her time with it and lightly licking my lips. When she pulled back, she 
said, "About this change to our lives?" 
 
I thought about her question for exactly ten seconds. I had the ability 
to count down time without thinking because of my years in the 
kitchen where everything needs to be tracked carefully. 
 
The answer lit up in my minds eye. 
 
"I have the perfect answer to that", I replied. "Lets sleep on it, and if 
nothing changes between now and when we wake up, lets continue as 
we were!" 
 
Carrie smiled wide, and she gave me a small kiss. 
 
"Good answer, Chef!" she chuckled. "I'm impressed!" 
 
I jumped up from the bed, pulling Carrie with me as soon as I gained 
my feet. She came willingly, but I could tell she was worn out. "Stand 
right here for a second", I said. I then reached out to the bedspread 
and grabbed it back from the pillows. Pulling the bedding down, I 
turned to her and asked, "Should we clean up a bit before we hit the 
hay?" 
 
Carrie smiled.  
 
"Follow me", she said, and led me into her bathroom. She went to the 
sink and grabbed a washcloth hanging over it, turning on the water at 
the same time. As the water started running hot, she put the cloth 



under it and then squeezed out any excess. Turning off the water, she 
turned to me and shook out the cloth. 
 
"Hold still", she said, and started wiping my crotch and genitals with 
the warm cloth. It felt marvelous to be attended to like that. I was so 
content to just stand there and be ministered to. 
 
("I remember you 
    You're the one who made my dreams come true 
      A few 
       Kisses ago...")   
 
Carrie finished and turned back to the sink where she rinsed the 
cloth out, and then wrung it again. 
 
She handed me the cloth, saying, "Now, you do me." 
 
I complied, gently and oh so lovingly wiping her thighs, labia, and 
mons with the warm damp cloth. 
 
Carrie was purring when I finished. 
 
She reached out for the cloth, but I moved past her and rinsed it out 
myself. 
 
I looked at her toothbrush hanger and noticed that she had one. I 
reached out to it, removing it and holding it up in front of us. 
 
"May I?" I asked. 
 
She seemed surprised at the question, but quickly answered, "I don't 
see why not. I think I know your mouth well enough now to share 
that!" She laughed when she said that, and I laughed with her. 
 
I picked up the toothpaste and put an appropriate amount on it. 
 
I ran some water over the bristles, and then I turned to Carrie and 
told her, "Please open wide!"  
 
The look of confusion on her face was comical, so I laughed. 



 
"Don't worry, I promise to go gently and carefully", I said.  
 
Carrie thought about it for a moment, and then she smiled wide and 
opened her mouth. 
 
I carefully inserted the brush and cleaned her teeth. I paid special 
attention to the molars, and finished up easily because Carrie caught 
on to the way to help me get it done quickly. 
 
When I was done, I stepped back and with a flourish of a hand wave 
indicated that the sink was hers. She rinsed and spit, then rinsed and 
spit again. She quickly washed her face and turned to dry herself on a 
towel.  
 
"Now, please go lay down?" I asked her. "I can take it from here. I 
have done this before." 
 
Carrie smiled and said, "Okay." With that, she turned and left the 
bathroom. I finished up and got back to her in a hurry. 
 
She was lying under the top sheet, watching me as I came toward the 
bed. She looked so gorgeous I almost got hard again. 
 
Although I don't know how I could have gotten hard, I had no breath 
to work with. 
 
She was breathtakingly beautiful. 
 
I asked her, "Ready for lights out?" 
 
"Ummm hmmm", she replied. 
 
I reached over to the lamp next to the bed and turned it off. I 
carefully found my way into the bed and snuggled up against her. She 
turned away from me, snuggling back against me once she was 
comfortably on her other side. I held her close, one arm under her 
head, the other holding her breast. She put her hand over my hand 
on her breast, holding it firmly in place. 
 



"Will you hold me all night, Arthur?" she asked, yawning as she 
spoke. 
 
This was just like winning the Sweepstakes! 
 
"Whilst breath and life doth last", I replied. 
 
She giggled, and snuggled a bit more. 
 
Soon, her breathing was soft and even, and I could hear the softest of 
snores. 
 
I lay there for several minutes, wondering at the way life changes on 
a dime. 
 
'Great way to start a Thursday', I thought. 
 
I drifted off to sleep, wondering if maybe it were true that God does 
allow angels to take human form... 
 
  
Chapter 8 
 
 
("Feel 
    When I dance with you 
      We 
        Move like the Sea 
          You 
             You're all I want to know 
                I  
                 Feel free") 
 
Sleep was like a drug that night. I do not remember waking during 
the night and when I woke my eyes fell on Carrie's face. 
 
She was staring at me, smiling beatifically. 
 
Neither of us spoke a word as I slowly moved my arms. I was on my 
back with my head turned to my right. Carrie was there on my right, 



her head propped up on a pillow. Her hair was pushed back and 
draped over the pillow. 
 
She looked like a goddess recumbent. 
 
I smiled. 
 
"Morning", she said. She reached a hand out to my face and stroked 
my cheek softly. I closed my eyes again and savored the feel of her 
hand. She lightly ran it over my lips and then my eyes. I smiled some 
more. 
 
She moved, putting her lips to mine where I lay. I joined her in the 
kiss, tasting her lips with my tongue. She reciprocated; sucking on 
my tongue like it was a lollipop. I started getting hard, only then 
realizing that I did not wake up with a piss hard on. Carrie was faintly 
moaning, the sound coming from low in her throat. I felt her hand 
rub across my chest and stomach on its way to grasping my cock. 
When she had it, it grew fully hard and her moaning grew a bit 
louder. My arms were now around her, holding her gently to me. 
 
Carrie broke our kiss and said, "Arthur, you are lovely when you 
wake up." I chuckled and put a hand on her breast, lightly grasping 
the nipple between thumb and forefinger. I squeezed lightly, saying, 
"You are more beautiful than I remember." Her hand tightened on 
my cock, and she moved herself over me, spreading her legs to be on 
either side of my hips. I looked down to see her pointing my cock at 
her wet looking pussy. She looked at me and said, "I love you", and 
with that she lowered herself until I was completely in her. 
 
She let out a long hiss and started moving very gently up, back, 
forward, and down. I put my hands to work on her tits, and reveled 
in the feel of her pussy moving up and down on me. As she moved, I 
was pulling both of her nipples. I put one hand down between us, 
pointing a finger and putting the back of my knuckle on her clit. 
Carrie moaned loudly and placed both of her hands on my chest, 
grasping my nipples between her fingers and holding them firmly. 
She kept moving on me, and was now breathing loudly, her voice 
getting higher. Her juices were coating my finger and I could feel that 
her clit had gotten hard as an eraser. 



 
Carrie's movements increased and I started moving my knuckle hard 
against her, keeping my motion in time with the rhythm of her 
thrusts. She started to come, I could tell because she started 
screaming my name. "Arthur! I'm! Coming! Ahhhhh...!!!" And with 
that she let out a long high-pitched wail, driving herself down against 
me and grinding her hips. I was right with her, feeling my own 
orgasm start as she ground down on me like a pepper mill. I let out a 
yell and emptied my balls into her. She stayed pressed against me 
like that for some time while she calmed down, every few moments a 
ripple of pleasure going through her body so that I could feel it on my 
softening cock. When she was once again in her head, she laid down 
atop me, kissing me and putting her hands on either side of my head. 
 
She pulled her face back and looked at me. 
 
"I love YOU", I said. 
 
She smiled and kissed me. She rolled off me and snuggled up against 
my side. Her hand traced idly across my chest and stomach, making 
lazy circles. I held her with one arm and played with her moving 
hand. 
 
My bladder was now waking up and I could sense other things 
moving as well. 
 
I said, "I must get up and take care of morning business, my darling." 
Carrie lifted herself off my arm and I slipped out of bed. I walked 
smartly into the head and sat down in what seemed to be perfect 
timing with my lower gee eye. 
 
Man. 
 
Talk about moving experiences! Both orifices were letting go, and I 
was okay with that! 
 
Carrie heard me groan in pleasure when I relieved myself and I could 
hear a faint, "Oh, God!" from the bedroom. I chuckled, and asked her, 
"Anything wrong, Ma'am?" She answered back, "I hope you open a 
window in there!" and trilled laughter. "Windows shmindows", I 



replied, "I hope there are some matches around here!" I laughed as, 
around the open doorway, her apparently disembodied hand 
appeared, flipping a pack of matches in my general direction. Now I 
was laughing hard, and I said, "Methinks I'd best be awaiting some 
clearing of the air, Milady, lest I blow us all to Kingdom Come!" I 
could hear her answering laughter out in the bedroom, and she said, 
"Don't wait too-o-o-o long, dear sir, a person could expire in mere 
moments!" 
 
We were both laughing hard during this exchange and I lit one match, 
exclaiming, "Whoosh! Egad, what a fireball!" 
 
Carrie laughed harder. After a minute, she called out, "I am going 
where its safer, Arthur! Meet me in the kitchen?" I said I would and 
finished up, washing my hands and face and quickly brushing my 
teeth. I dried myself and joined Carrie in the kitchen. She had the 
Kefir container sitting on the counter. I picked it up, feeling that it 
was empty. "We must have been in a hurry last night", I said, "I hope 
you poured this out." 
 
Carrie smiled. "I remember what you said, Arthur. I don't want to 
find out how nasty it becomes when it goes off. I'm sorry it got 
wasted, I wish I'd thought to put it away last night", she said. She 
looked fully contrite as she said this, and I pulled her to me in a kiss. 
"No problem, darling", I said, "there are plenty more cartons where 
that one came from." She turned away to open the fridge. "Besides", I 
said, "this gives me another reason to stop at Publix tonight and get 
some supplies. Do you think you'll be hungry around, say, eleven?" 
Carrie had gotten out a container of milk and a package of English 
Muffins. "I could probably force something down", she said. 
 
I helped her put together a breakfast for us, choosing my usual Raisin 
Bran and she having Frosted Flakes. We each had a banana with our 
cereal. The English Muffins were Thomas's, and I wolfed down three 
of them. Man, they were good.  
 
All through breakfast, Carrie would touch me while we ate and made 
small talk. She would brush the back of my hand or rub my forearm, 
always in a completely natural manner. 
 



I loved it. This was not what I was accustomed to with the women I 
had known in the recent past. Jana had been mostly aloof when she 
wasn't engaged in fucking. Her attitude was somewhat distant unless 
a cock was in her pussy. 
 
We cleaned up from breakfast, and I asked Carrie, "Would you like to 
swim with me?" I didn't know if she was working out regularly, and I 
hoped she would go. 
 
Carrie kissed me, and said, "Yes, Arthur, I would like that very much. 
I'm going to shower first, do you care to join me?" As we were both 
naked, I took her hand and put it on my now rising cock. She held it 
firmly, and I said, "I think some more 'wet' time together is always in 
order".  She laughed and said, "Come on!" She led us back to the 
shower, where we simply got clean together. It was marvelous to 
wash her hair and soap up her body. Especially pleasant was washing 
her smooth pussy lips. She ran a razor over her lips automatically, 
taking about three minutes to touch them up, then a minute each on 
her mons and her legs and underarms. 
 
I loved just watching her do these simple things. I felt privileged to 
be there, sharing these very intimate moments with her. When she 
was done, she rinsed herself off and we stepped out of the shower. I 
grabbed a towel and started drying her, gently patting the cloth to 
her body. When she was dry, I was almost drip dry. Carrie took a 
fresh towel and quickly finished me off, taking extra time around my 
genitals. When my cock hardened at her attentions, she dropped to 
her knees and took it into her mouth. I told her, "I may not be able to 
come again so soon, Ma'am", with a tinge of humor in my voice. She 
moaned around my cock, and pulled her mouth off. "Arthur", she 
said, "you taste great!" I laughed along with her when she said this, 
because she had perfectly imitated Tony the Tiger, and the sight of 
her eating her Frosted Flakes was fresh in my memory. 
 
When we stopped laughing, Carrie stood and reached up to a hook on 
the wall, retrieving her swimsuit. 
 
The red one she had worn only twenty-four hours before. 
 
Only twenty-four hours??? 



 
Had I been aware of this woman for only twenty-four hours? 
 
Amazing. 
 
All of history teaches that many men and women had merely seen 
one another one time and known that the one they espied was THE 
One. 
 
Is that what had happened here? 
 
Carrie deftly put her suit on and turned to me. She saw the 
dumbstruck look on my face, and asked me what was wrong. It took 
me a moment to gather my wits. 
 
My Lord, she is beautiful! 
 
"I was just realizing that I never set eyes on you in this life until this 
time yesterday", I said. My voice was quiet and my face must have 
shown the wonder that I felt. I reached out a hand to Carrie. She gave 
me her hand and I pulled her to me. We kissed briefly, and she pulled 
me toward the door. 
 
"You need to get dressed, Arthur, or we will never get in our laps!"  
 
I laughed and picked up my shorts and shirt, putting them on rapidly 
and then getting my shoes tied. 
 
In less than three minutes we were heading out the front door. 
 
"I will need to pick up my suit at my apartment", I said.  
 
We headed that way and I occasionally held back a step or so to 
watch Carrie's backside move. 
 
I did this shamelessly, though it caused Carrie to blush once or twice 
after she caught on to what my purpose in keeping a step behind her 
was for. 
 
"Arthur, stop! You're making me blush!" she said. 



 
I laughed. 
 
"I think you might want to get used to this right away, darling", I said, 
"I don't think I can resist looking at you!" 
 
We chuckled together while we walked. When we came to my door, 
Carrie waited patiently while I opened it and she followed me in. 
 
She took in my room and bathroom, a look of approval on her face. 
 
"Do I pass inspection, Sergeant?" I asked with a grin. She grinned 
back and said, "You live pretty clean for a guy, Arthur!" and she 
giggled. "I'm impressed at how well kept things seem to be. You may 
be the neatest housekeeper I've seen amongst men", she said, 
laughing. 
 
I was doffing my shorts and shirt while we talked, getting my own red 
suit from off the showerhead and putting it on. Carrie watched me 
with obvious pleasure as I did this. She clearly enjoyed looking at me, 
and I know I was blushing. 
 
"Can you take your own medicine?" she asked with a smirk. "I think I 
may grow fond of looking at you, too", she said. 
 
I could feel a response growing between my legs. I told Carrie, "I 
think I'll like it, if this", and here I pushed out my pelvis, showing her 
my almost erect penis, "is the result!" 
 
We both laughed and left my apartment for the pool. I didn't mind 
walking along with a half hard on, due to the covering nature of my 
ever-present Hawaiian Shirt. The way it hung low made sure to 
prevent anyone seeing the tent in my suit. By the time we made it to 
the pool, I was soft. 
 
Once again, we were the only ones at the pool. This was common 
during the week when kids were in school and most other folk were 
at work. About two thirty kids would start showing up and gradually 
the place got busier through the afternoon and early evening. 
 



I made for the Club House, using the door that led directly into the 
exercise area. Carrie followed me in and put her things on a shelf 
near the door. I hung my shirt and towel on a hook under the shelf 
and walked over to the exercise mat. The walls on three sides of the 
mat were mirrored, and it was great to be able to see Carrie no 
matter which direction I looked. 
 
I did my usual warm-ups and Carrie stretched. Carrie looked so very 
good moving herself through her stretching routine; she kept my 
excitement level high while I finished my routine. I crooked my 
finger at Carrie with a smile and went into the shower area in the 
men's locker room. Carrie looked hesitant to follow me, and I told 
her that no one came around at this time of day. 
 
I turned on the water and let it bounce off my back while Carrie stood 
against me and let the water rinse away her sweat. 
 
I got very hard and pressed my groin against Carries butt. She said, 
"Oooh, Arthur. What's this?" and put her hand behind her and into 
my Speedo. She grabbed hold of my cock and turned around to face 
me. I pulled her to me and kissed her, getting my hands on her 
wonderful ass while I did so. She broke our kiss and turned back 
away from me, only to bend over and back against me.  
 
"Arthur, here", she said, and pulled the crotch of her suit aside, 
revealing her pussy to me. She had let go of me to do this, and my 
suit had snapped back into place. I reached down and moved the 
fabric aside, freeing my very hard cock and put the head up against 
her lips. 
 
Carrie moaned and pushed straight back against me, impaling herself 
and steadying herself by reaching out to the bench set next to the 
wall in our stall and holding it with one hand. Her other hand still 
held her suit away from our union. I had both hands free so I 
grabbed her hips and started fucking her with abandon. 
 
It was heavenly. If the moans coming out of Carrie's mouth were any 
indication, she was enjoying this as much as I was. Her pussy was 
like hot velvet saturated with oil. 
 



The combination of hot pussy and possibility of discovery quickly 
had us both on the verge. Carrie started grunting and I felt her pussy 
spasm. That's all it took for me. I shot another load into her and 
grunted in time to the pulse of my orgasm. 
 
We came back to our senses and Carrie stood up, stretched, and 
came into my arms. She kissed me and then she quickly pulled her 
suit down and off. She held it up under the water and carefully rinsed 
the crotch and seat, checking it to see that nothing of our come was 
left on it. She then directed the water over her pussy, laving it up and 
into her lips. 
 
"I don't want any of our stuff to show up out there", she said, 
indicating with a nod of her head the pool area. 
 
I smiled. Then, I followed suit. 
 
When we were all rinsed off, I pulled her into my embrace. She 
kissed me when I asked for it, and we held each other for a few quiet 
moments under the running water. 
 
"I love you, Carrie", I said as we moved apart to go to the pool. She 
smiled at me and said, "I love you, Arthur." 
 
We grabbed our stuff and headed out the door. I went to my usual 
chair, not even thinking to ask Carrie where she might want to put 
her things. 
 
It didn't matter. Carrie just followed along with me, smiling and 
putting her things with mine as though we had done this a hundred 
times. 
 
How deep can a person fall into love? 
 
("When I fall in love 
    It will be forever 
     Or I'll never fall in love...") 
   
When our stuff was on the chair, I turned to her and said, "Lets get 
wet!" 



 
I walked over to the pool and dove in. 
 
Carrie was right beside me. I came up for air and she was standing in 
the shallow end. Looking gorgeous. 
 
Twenty-four hours, I thought. One day.  
 
I swam to the corner of the pool where I usually did my Aquametrics.  
As I set up to do them, Carrie swam over and hung on the edge of the 
pool. She watched me go through this routine, smiling and not saying 
a word. When I'd finished, I smiled and told her, "Now, I swim. 
Wanna join me?" I asked. Carrie just nodded, so I launched myself 
into a crawl. 
 
Carrie swam with me for about thirty laps, gradually slowing and 
then simply not trying to keep up with me. I could tell that she still 
had her timing down pat, but she was not into swimming as long as I. 
She finally just stopped and hung around the shallow end, floating 
and just cooling down. 
 
I continued swimming until my workout was done. 
 
Just as I started my "That's a GO, Houston!" launches in the shallow 
end, Chris came walking onto the pool deck. 
 
He was not alone. 
 
A stone cold fox of a red head was with him. Her bikini was not 
overly revealing, but it was a bikini! Her skin was almost alabaster, 
richly freckled, and the sheen suggested sun block in great quantities 
already applied. Her figure would do Playboy or Penthouse proud. 
Her face was every bit as pretty as Carrie's, in its own peculiarly red 
headed way. She stood about five foot six, and could not possibly 
weigh more than one thirty.  
 
And what a one thirty it was: brick shit house ring a bell? 
 



"Hi, Crystal! How you doin'!?" I yelled. Her face lit up to a thousand 
watt smile when she saw me. "Arthur! Arthur, get over here and give 
me a kiss!" she yelled back. "I haven't seen you in ages, Chef-Boy!"  
 
I quickly made a beeline for the edge of the pool, hopping out in one 
smooth motion when I gained it. I rushed over to Crystal and swept 
her up in my arms, accompanied by giggles from Crystal as I planted 
a big wet one on her cheek.  
 
"Put me down, you big ape! And hold still!" she said. She grabbed my 
face as I set her feet back on the deck and planted a kiss on my lips. 
 
The instant our lips touched, I thought of Carrie. 
 
Oh, shit. 
 
Thanks be to God, Crystal kept it short, sweet, and tongue-less! As 
she leaned back from me, I noticed Carrie had left the water and was 
greeting Chris. Both of them turned toward Crystal and I and walked 
the few steps between us, Chris saying to Carrie, "Cuz, you gotta meet 
the most gorgeous wine splasher in all of South Florida! Arthur, let 
my woman go, Bro!" With this, he cracked up, as did Crystal and I. I 
noticed that Carrie was smiling, but not laughing. 
 
Oh, shit. 
 
Crystal turned to Carrie and favored her with that thousand watter. 
"Ohh, it is so good to meet you, honey. Chris told me all about you 
after we got together last night. You must be so thrilled to be down 
here and getting ready to follow through on your career change", 
Crystal said in a rush. "I think it's wonderful that you can live so close 
to Chris and Arthur. They will take such good care of you!" 
 
Typical Crystal, I thought; her personality was so like her looks. She 
looked like a million bucks, and she behaved like a perfect lady, 
always. A very friendly and warm, loving kind of lady. 
 
I knew a good deal about Crystal's life in South Florida. Though I 
hadn't seen her in several months, I still considered her to be a very 
close, intimate friend. She had been through hard times with a very 



rough guy a year after we met; there came a time when she turned to 
Chris and I for help. She asked us if we could be trusted to help a 
"friend" of hers. We said sure, but how? 
 
She sat with us for two hours after work that night, finally revealing 
that she was the "friend", and swearing us to secrecy.  
 
All I will ever reveal of her story is that we were able to help her. 
 
The rough guy went away.  
 
Good ending to a bad story. 
 
Although I would never hesitate to be intimate with Crystal, I never 
felt any tug in my heart toward her. I guess you could say that I loved 
her as a friend. 
 
Chris, on the other hand... 
 
Chris had a thing for Crystal from shortly after that special night. 
 
All this went through my head in the few seconds it took for Chris to 
introduce Crystal to Carrie. 
 
Crystal turned back to me and said, "Well, Chef-Boy, how's it 
hangin'?" Her smile was as wide as Texas and I guess I must have 
turned some shade of crimson because Chris started chuckling. 
 
I looked Crystal in the eye (hard to do with Crystal! lol) and said, "I 
cannot recall a time when things were better, Crys. I don't know if 
they can get better." 
 
As I said this, I noticed Carrie's body language change. Remember 
how I'd thought, OH, SHIT? Well, that's because I had good reason 
to. There were four of us standing on the deck when Crys planted one 
on my lips. 
 
Four of us. 
 
Only three of us laughing. 



 
Oh, Shit. 
 
Now, I could see Carrie was plainly relaxed, her body was loose and 
her attitude was warming rapidly towards this beautiful woman who 
did not allow me to avoid her kiss. 
 
I stepped closer to Carrie, and put my arm around her. Crystal took 
this in, and she reached out and put her hand on Carrie's shoulder. 
"Honey", she said to Carrie, "is this big ape bothering you?" With that 
she started cackling. Chris joined her. 
 
Carrie blushed! 
 
I didn't! 
 
"I hope to bother her as much as possible, Crys", I said. "I think it 
may be a day to day activity!" 
 
Carrie blushed more! 
 
Crystal caught all of this. She leaned up to Carrie's ear and spoke 
sotto voce, "Honey, I hope you get bothered a lot!" then she leaned 
back and turned to me. "Arthur, how did this happen? I understand 
this gorgeous little angel just moved in? Shouldn't you wait at least a 
month before you put your scent on her?" and Crys started laughing 
again. 
 
All through this, Carrie was speechless.  
 
And blushing! 
 
I couldn't fathom this; this was not like the woman I slept with the 
night before. 
 
What did I know? 
 
Women. 
 
I'll never figure them out. 



 
I will forever thank God for making them, though. 
 
Chris took Crys by the hand and said, "C'mon, lets get wet!" 
 
With that, they simply turned toward the water and jumped right in. 
The splash they made together was huge, and as soon as they 
surfaced they started splashing each other, laughing like lunatics. 
 
Yep. 
 
These were the Chris and Crys' that I knew. 
 
Carrie was still standing like a statue next to me, my arm around her 
shoulders. I turned to her and said, "Well. What thinketh thee of our 
esteemed dear one, Crystal?" 
 
Carrie blushed! 
 
What? 
 
"I think she is one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen, 
Arthur", she said. She turned slightly away from the pool, lowered 
her voice and asked me, "Is she always like that?" Carrie made 
motions with her hand when she said "that" such as to convey her 
mystification with Crystal's bubbly personality. 
 
Ahhh, I thought. 
 
Revelation. 
 
I smiled, very wide. 
 
"Yes!" I answered. "Crys has been like that from day one that she and 
me and your Cuz first met. It was like we were life long pals by the 
end of the first week we knew each other." I hesitated a moment to 
let my words take effect. "She is like that with everyone she likes. 
Some more than others", I said, "I guess she likes me and Chris as 
much as she likes anybody." 
 



Carries eyes widened. 
 
So did mine. 
 
I think our eyes widened for very different reasons! lol 
 
"Arthur, have you.. and she... you know, been really good friends?" 
Carrie was looking at me with a certain gleam in her eye. I wasn't 
sure that this was innocent wondering on her part, so I played it safe. 
 
"Nope", I replied, "Crys and I have a strictly platonic friendship. Your 
Cuz, on the other hand.." I let my words trail off as I turned us both 
toward the pool. 
 
Crys and Chris were holding each other in the shallow end, kissing 
somewhat like Carrie and I had just a few hours before. 
 
Carrie looked at me, I looked at Carrie, we both turned back to the 
pool. 
 
Carrie turned back to me and put her arms around my neck, kissing 
me with heat. I forgot about anything else, I kissed her back! 
 
From what seemed a great distance, I heard applause. I slowly came 
out of the space warp I'd entered from being connected to Carrie's 
mouth, and when my eyes opened, I realized the applause was just a 
few feet away and it was Crys and Chris clapping and laughing at 
Carrie and I. 
 
We both blushed! 
 
Chris said, "Hey, Roomie! We gotta go to work! You better put a book 
mark on it and get movin' or you'll have hell to pay!" He chuckled 
some more. "I'm leavin as soon as I can get outta this tub of water!" 
 
Crystal laughed at Chris, and said to me, "Gosh, Arthur! You sure do 
know how to capture a gal's attention!" 
 
Carrie and I broke away from one another, but held each other's 
hand. We turned toward the pool, and Carrie said, "I know you and 



Arthur need to get to work soon, Chris", and then, turning to Crys, 
she said, "Do you need to get to work?" 
 
Crys smiled up at Carrie, and said, "No, sweetheart! I'm off until 
Sunday night. Why?" 
 
"Well", Carrie said, "If you're free for the afternoon, maybe you'd like 
some company? I know I would. Besides, any friend of Chris' and 
Arthur's is a friend of mine!" 
 
Crystal appeared to think about the offer for a moment. Her smile 
was so bright! 
 
"Sugar, I'd love to keep your company this afternoon!" She turned to 
Chris, who was now standing on the top step at the shallow end. 
"Where should we meet when you get through, Honey?" she asked. 
 
Chris didn't miss a beat. Thinking back on it now, I realize that Chris 
had noticed things that had simply gone right over my head in the 
previous few minutes. 
I would later come to appreciate just how diverse and deep was the 
marvelous personality of my Aphrodite. 
 
"Why not meet at Carrie's, Crys?" he replied. 
 
I smiled at Carrie. She smiled at me. 
 
"That sounds like a lovely idea, Honey! Is that alright with you, 
Carrie?" Crys asked. 
 
Carrie smiled her own thousand watter back at Crys. 
 
"You bet!" she said. "Lets get these gold brickers off to work?" and 
she laughed as she took my hand and walked me over to my shirt and 
towel. I picked them up and threw them over my shoulder. Carrie 
reached up and drew my face down to hers, kissing me tenderly and 
very erotically. 
 
"Work hard, Arthur", she said, quickly brushing her hand against my 
crotch. "Work very hard!"  



 
I smiled and pulled her to me. I put my hands on each of her ass 
globes, kissing her as my hands gently kneaded her flesh. 
 
I quickly finished, and turned to go. 
 
I looked over to see Chris just letting go of Crys and heading my way. 
 
Crys spied me and said, "It is good to see you, Arthur! See you later?" 
Her smile was so beautiful! 
 
"Wild horses couldn't keep me away, Ma'am!" I replied. 
 
Carrie and Crys started giggling as I turned and matched step with 
my Roomie. 
 
"Lets haul ass, Roomie!" he said. 
 
We got to hauling... 
 
 
Chapter 9 
 
("Ahhh 
    Now I don't hardly know her 
     But I think I could love her 
       Crimson and Clover") 
 
Chris and I made near record time getting into and out of our 
apartment. 
 
I jumped in my pick-up and from that moment on, I was on autopilot. 
 
The night simply flew by; I remember now that it was actually very 
busy and that we did around 160, which puts us all through our paces. 
Even so, we finished and got out before ten-thirty. 
 
Smokin'! 
 



Coming back toward home, I pulled into the same old Publix and this 
time I left the grapes alone. 
 
Strawberry and Boysenberry Kefir left with me, as well as some 
Oreo's and some bananas. Some hard shell chocolate sauce, too. 
 
I arrived at home and showered at full speed. Shoes, shorts, t-shirt. 
Grab sack, haul ass! I ran to Carrie's, carefully cradling the groceries 
in my arms. 
 
I felt as though I were gliding, not even touching the ground. 
 
("I have often walked  
    Down the street before 
     But the pavement always stayed  
       Beneath my feet before...") 
 
I slowed down when her door came into view. By the time I knocked, 
I was calm and breathing normally. This turned out to be a very good 
thing. I would need all the breath I could get. 
 
Carrie opened the door and jumped up to kiss me, putting her arms 
around my neck and crushing the sack from Publix between us. Her 
lips were wet and warm, and her breath smelled of wine. 
 
White wine. 
 
Sweet. 
 
Fragrant. 
 
We held the kiss until I felt the groceries slipping. I backed off and 
carefully knelt down to the ground, just barely managing to keep the 
stuff from falling out of my arms. Carrie helped with this, giggling 
and putting her hands around the sack to try keeping it together. 
 
She was having a hard time because she was very tipsy. 
 
Drunk, even. 
 



As I gathered the sack up again with everything in it now safe and 
secure, I took in the scene before me. 
 
Carrie was now standing in front of me, her hands on my arms and 
her eyes merrily staring at me atop a face that was smiling from ear 
to ear. Her top consisted of a very tight tank top, white, and her 
headlights clearly showing. A pair of cut-offs cut very high covered 
her hips. 
 
She looked fabulous. 
 
"Hi, Arthur! Come on in and join the party!" she said as I was pulled 
through the door into her apartment. She led the way to her kitchen 
and on my way I looked into the living room and spied Chris and 
Crys sitting on the couch. They were busy with one another and did 
not see me. The way they were kissing a bomb could have gone off 
and not interrupted them. 
 
Carrie helped me put the sack on the counter and we put the stuff 
away. She smiled when she saw the Oreo's and looked a question at 
me when she picked up the chocolate shell bottle. 
 
"For a little dessert specialty of mine, Darling", I said. "I look forward 
to showing you." 
 
Carrie put the Kefirs away and shut the fridge. She came up against 
me and pulled my face down to hers, kissing me with great passion. 
"Arthur", she said while keeping her mouth against mine, "let's go 
into the living room." 
 
"Mmmphmm-hhmm!" I answered, as she pressed her lips against 
mine. 
 
She was already moving back away from me, so I followed. We 
entered the living room to see Chris and Crys just pulling away from 
one another, obviously in order to greet me. 
 
"Yo! Roomie! What it is!?" Chris asked, holding Crys tightly to his 
side. "Did you guys get whacked tonight like we did? Man, I thought 
it would never end!" 



 
I just grinned at him as Crys said, "No talk of work, you two! This is 
now officially a party and work talk is not welcome!" She practically 
floated up off the couch and into my arms, saying, "Hi, Arthur!" and 
planted one on me. 
 
I was actually enjoying this bigtime until I remembered where I was; 
oh, shit. 
 
Just as Crys pulled back, Carrie pressed up against my other side. I 
looked at her, all the while still being held by Crys, and she put her 
face up to mine for a kiss. 
 
This was getting weird. 
 
But it was a very very good weird. 
 
I kissed her. She kissed me with fire, her breathing shallow and her 
hands gripping the back of my head. I felt Carrie grinding her crotch 
against me, and my hands instinctively wanted to grab her ass and 
pull her against me. 
 
They couldn't. They were still around Crys. 
 
Crys was not holding still, either. She put her lips against my ear, and 
started nuzzling it. 
 
I froze. 
 
I could not help it. 
 
My eyes popped open and my mouth went slack. 
 
Carrie noticed immediately, as did Crys. 
 
And Chris! 
 
Chris was chuckling, Crys was standing her ground but now just 
looking at me with a most wicked grin. 
 



Carrie was giggling softly. 
 
("Go ask Alice 
    I think she'll know 
     When logic 
       And proportion 
        Have fallen sloppy dead...") 
 
I suddenly remembered a time when, having imbibed and smoked 
enough substance to satisfy a hockey team, I sat idly wondering 'what 
was my name?'. I remember that time well; I can still recall the dark 
and satisfying humor that attended my solution to the mystery of 
what was my name: I pulled out my driver’s license! 
 
That recall went through my minds eye in a nano-second. 
 
Suddenly, I broke out in laughter.  
 
I couldn't stop. I felt myself losing control, but I kept on laughing. 
 
Crys and Carrie both kept hold of me and moved me toward the 
couch; Chris moved over and then stood up as they sat/fell to the 
cushions with me between them.  
 
I stopped laughing almost instantly when Carrie put her hand on my 
crotch and gently grabbed my cock through my shorts. 
 
Which got hard so fast it’s a wonder that the fabric didn't rip. 
 
Carrie was the first to speak. "Oh, poor Arthur! What happened, cat 
get your tongue!?"  
 
Her question caused Crys to start giggling, which she had to stifle to 
ask, "Or is it more like 'Carrie got your rod?'" at which point both of 
them started howling with laughter. 
 
You ever have one of them nights when you are sure the company has 
gone a step or two to the left and you are still doing 'eyes right' like 
the platoon captain ordered? 
 



That is precisely what I felt at that moment. 
 
Then the moment changed. 
 
It changed because Crys put her hand on Carries hand. 
 
I goggled at Crys, not even able to breathe. 
 
She was still giggling, and she looked at Carrie and said, "Darlin', do 
you share your toys?" All this time, my right arm was around Carrie's 
shoulders, and my left arm was around Crys' shoulders. In a flash, I 
had one hand on each of these ladie's wrists, grasping them firmly 
and pulling them to my chest. 
 
I had to think! 
 
Good thing I got that genius level I.Q. like they told me after High 
School testing! 
 
"What in hell is going on here?!" I asked, my face a mask of 
bewilderment. 
 
Both ladies were simply smiling at me. 
 
Crys spoke first: "Arthur! What?!" Carrie was right behind her: 
"Something wrong, big boy?" 
 
They sat there with such a calm, un-ruffled demeanor, that I thought 
for a moment maybe I was over reacting. 
 
That’s when Chris joined in: "Dude! Welcome to a waking wet 
dream!" and then he laughed so hard he almost fell down. 
 
Only now was it plain to me that he was already three sheets to the 
wind. And it was now apparent that Crys was also highly inebriated.  
 
Which left me the only sober one in the group. 
 
Yikes. 
 



Carrie brought her free hand to my face, which caused me to loose 
her and Crys' hands. She gently put her palm against my cheek and 
stroked it back and forth while she said, "Arthur... please don't be 
upset with us? We're only playing, and we don't mean to upset you." 
Crys was doing the same to my other cheek now, and she said, 
"Arthur! Are you still my Chef-Boy?" 
 
The realization slowly overtook me; I was just in shock: there was 
nothing 'wrong' here, things were just different than I had expected. 
 
Way different. 
 
Although Crystal and I had often been kissie face, we had never 
actually 'done' anything. 
 
That was Chris' job, so to speak. 
 
That was going to change, apparently. 
 
Oh, shit. 
 
Chris! 
 
I looked over to where he stood, leaning against the wall next to the 
TV. He was grinning like a lunatic, watching the girls and me. He 
looked me right in the eye and said, "Watcha think, Roomie? Crystal 
too ugly for ya?" At which he started to laugh again, clearly amused 
at his own wit. 
 
Crystal was giggling as well. 
 
Carrie was not giggling, she was snuggling up against me and put 
both of her arms around me. 
 
Crys did the same. 
 
Out of the frying pan, into the fire. I had the feeling that Rod Serling 
would come walking out at any moment, talking to someone off in 
the distance about "you've just entered the Twilight Zone". 
 



I knew my roomie well enough that I was safe; Chris had long ago 
made it plain that he was into "different" sex, always leaving me to 
understand whatever I wanted that to mean. From what he'd shared 
with me over the years, I knew for a fact that he had been with two or 
more lovers at a time on many occasions. He never elaborated, he 
never bragged. 
 
He also never got detailed in any way. He always just stated he'd 
been with whomever and everyone had gotten his or her rocks off. 
 
I think I was about to be included in one of his "gatherings". 
 
I had no idea how I felt about that; regardless, I wasn't going to be 
upset about it. 
 
Quite the opposite: Carrie felt really good against me. I put my arm 
around her, and she looked up at me and smiled like the sun. 
 
Crys put her hand up to my chin, grasping it and turning my face to 
hers. Her face showed a very sublime smile, and she moved her hand 
to start rubbing my cheek. 
 
"Arthur" Crys said, "Are you okay with this?" 
 
For answer, I put my arm around her and pulled her up towards me. 
She came quickly, pressing her lips to mine. I had kissed her on 
many occasions, almost always in greeting, otherwise in parting. 
They were always very enjoyable kisses. 
 
They were nothing like _this_ kiss. 
 
Crys was giving her all to this kiss, and I was gone. I could not tell 
where she started and I ended because my heart was beating in her 
chest. I knew it was, I could feel her heart beating in mine. Her arms 
were around me, holding me tightly. I had my arm around her, 
fiercely holding her to my side when a hand started moving up my 
leg, under my shorts and gently fondling my balls. 
 
A small (extremely small) portion of my brain told me this must be 
Carrie, because I could account for both of Crys' hands: they were 



squeezing my head while I was doing my best to lick her tonsils. In 
response, I moved my left arm down to Carrie's ass, gently kneading 
it and smoothly rubbing across her cheeks. 
 
Carries hand moved to my cock, lightly grasping it and jerking it ever 
so slightly. 
 
I was quickly approaching sensory overload. My hips started their 
involuntary dance, responding to the feeling that Carrie was creating 
on my erection. I was simply burning up with so much skin and heat 
surrounding me. I started moaning, and I could tell I was going to 
shoot very soon, now. 
 
 ("Stop, Stop Stop 
     All the dancing 
      Give me time to breathe. 
       Stop Stop Stop 
        All the dancing 
         Or I'll have to leave!") 
 
Carrie moved her hand faster, now. Crys was kissing me harder, if 
that were possible. 
 
My cock was primed, and would very shortly reach the point of no 
return. 
 
I started moaning, almost crying as I felt the first tickle in my balls. 
 
Everything went into hyperdrive at that instant. 
 
Suddenly, Carrie reached up and pulled my face away from Crys. Her 
lips locked onto mine, and I felt her pulling harder on my cock. My 
eyes were open during this change of place, and I saw Crys slide 
down along my body to my crotch. Carrie's hand came away from my 
cock, to be replaced by Crys' hand. 
 
The tickle was at full strength, and I was almost screaming into 
Carrie's mouth. I knew it was coming. Just a moment or two. 
 



That’s when Crys dropped her mouth onto my cock, taking most of it 
clear to the back of her throat. 
 
I was done for. 
 
I screamed my release as the first shot came up like molten steel 
through my tube. Crys was obviously taking it right down her throat, 
sucking for all she was worth for more. 
 
I kept screaming. Carrie kept kissing. I held her in a death grip, my 
passion completely let loose. I saw dancing lights and could not seem 
to draw sufficient breath to remain conscious. But somehow I did. 
 
I must have sent seven or eight shots of come into Crystal's mouth. 
She took it all and not a drop showed on her lips. 
 
I think overwhelm is insufficient to describe my mental state just 
then. 
 
Crystal had her mouth on my cock, her eyes on mine, a thousand 
watt light coming out of them. Carrie pulled back from me as I 
quieted down, and turned to look at Crys hovering over my crotch. 
Their eyes met, and some silent message appeared to pass between 
them. 
 
And I thought that I had seen everything. 
 
Carrie moved down to be face to face with Crys; with a loud pop, Crys 
pulled off of me and immediately put a lip lock on Carrie. 
 
I was too far-gone to feel the shock that in other circumstances would 
certainly have overtaken me. 
 
Instead, I marveled at what was happening before me. I could see 
them kissing each other deeply, tongues busy in each other’s mouths. 
 
It dawned upon me that they were sharing my seed. 
 
This was very sexy and I was almost inclined to get hard again at the 
sight. 



 
From across the room, Chris reminded us all that he was still here. 
 
He started applauding! 
 
And laughing! 
 
"Wow! Roomie, I shoulda thought to bring my 35-millimeter! That 
was completely professional! Encore! Encore!" he said. 
 
I closed my eyes, wondering when the bunny with the worried 
demeanor was gonna come up out of a hole in the floor and lead me 
off on a wild adventure... 
 
 
 
Chapter 10 
 
 
("Silver minnows were devising 
    Water ballet so surprising 
      A mouse played a daffodil 
       A mole came up blinking 
        Underneath an owl who's thinking 
         How he came to be sat on a hill") 
 
My earliest memories include a wealth of dreams; I was a sound 
sleeper from infancy and I can recall many days awaking with a sense 
of wonder and awe at the remarkable adventures my sleeping mind 
created for me. 
 
I felt the very same sense of awe, as I looked first at Carrie, then Crys, 
then back to Carrie. The kiss they were sharing went on and on as 
they shared my seed between them.  
 
Each of them was moaning softly; Carrie had one hand on Crys' 
breast, the other behind her head, while Crys had both hands on 
Carrie's butt. Each of them was keeping their hands busy. 
 



I looked across the room at Chris. The grin on his face and sparkling 
eyes told me he was enjoying this almost as much as me. He was 
watching the ladies and seemed to be in a state of reverie. He had sat 
himself in Carries chair, and was laid back in it. 
 
He was also fully in the moment.  
 
He was stroking his cock, now hard and sticking up through the fly of 
his shorts. His hand was moving slowly and his eyes were locked on 
Crys and Carrie. 
 
He let out a moan as Carrie put her hand down to Crys' crotch; Crys 
spread her legs to accommodate her touch. 
 
When Chris moaned, Carrie looked over at him as she pulled away 
from her kiss. "Oh, look, my Cuz is joining the party!" she said to no 
one in particular. 
 
Both of the ladies continued to move their hands on each other as 
they turned to look at my pal. As though on a signal, they dis-
engaged and started walking on their knees toward Chris. 
 
I could only layback where I was and watch with an ever-growing 
sense of wonder while the ladies arrived at Chris' chair. The fact that 
Chris and Carrie were related was only dimly perceived at that 
moment; I was too far-gone to have it mean very much to me. 
 
Carrie put a hand on Chris' hand, moving up and down with him over 
his cock. Crystal put a hand on Carrie's ass and her other hand on 
Carrie's breast. Crys then started kissing Carrie on her neck, 
alternately licking, nibbling, and nuzzling as she went. 
 
"Cuz, let me!" Carrie told Chris as she put her other hand on his rod. 
Chris took his hand away only to reach with both hands to the neck 
of Carrie's top, grasping it and tugging it smoothly up and off of her. 
Crystal simply joined in with this, getting it done quickly. As Carrie's 
top came off, Crys deftly removed her own shirt, pulling the button 
down top off in one fluid move. 
 



I had always regarded Crystal as being a centerfold; her beauty is 
sufficient for any magazine cover, in my opinion. If I had to guess, I 
would state her measurements at 35 or 36C, and her waist 
somewhere around 25. Her hips are simply perfect. And her ass. 
 
Although I had always seen and acknowledged all this, it was always 
a pleasure to look at her face and in her eyes. She is a most beautiful 
woman.  
 
As she tossed her shirt aside, she rolled back and shucked her shorts, 
as well. 
 
Did I mention that she is a fox? 
 
The odds are, though I do not recall it now, that my mouth was 
hanging wide open and drool was probably running out over my 
lower lip. I had seen Crys in a bikini many times in the several years 
we had know each other. She was sometimes fodder for my jerk off 
sessions and the image of her always delivered maximum pleasure. 
 
My imagination was fully satisfied with what I now beheld. 
 
Crys is simply magnificent. 
 
As I lay there contemplating all of this and more, Crys started pulling 
down on Carrie's shorts. Carrie helped her with this, and they got 
them off of her while she never lost a stroke on her cousin's dick. 
 
All this time, Chris was lying in the chair, eyes closed, a small smile 
playing on his face. From the look of things, his cock was hard as 
steel in his cousin's hand. Carrie was adroitly jacking him off, her 
timing appeared perfect as she made each up and down stroke 
appear to be syncopated. 
 
Crys tossed Carrie's shorts aside and leaned down behind her. She 
put her lips to Carries perfect ass, lightly kissing it from one side to 
the other. 
 
This sight was so powerful for me. I felt lust boiling in me, and my 
dick was once again hard as flint. 



 
I slid forward off the couch, moving in three steps to kneel behind 
the ladies. I put one hand on Crys' ass, the other on her back. She 
moaned softly as she continued to kiss and lick Carrie's butt.  
 
With a sly grin, Carrie cast a glance back at me. Her eyes shone love 
at me. She was obviously in the same state of excitement I had seen 
the night before. Her lips moved, but no sound came from her. 
 
She soundlessly said, 'I love you'. 
 
I answered with a grin and mouthed the same back at her. 
 
Her reply was to smile beautifully and turn toward her cousin, 
putting her face down and taking his cock in her mouth. Chris must 
have been so close to coming at this point, because in only a few 
seconds he started yelling and his hips started bucking. Carrie was 
moaning along with him, and I could hear her swallowing, the sound 
of her throat working heard clearly above all else. 
 
If anything, my dick only got harder. 
 
Quickly, Crys pushed herself up and put her face next to Carrie's. My 
hand never left her ass, but my other hand now went to Carrie's 
behind. My hands were in their own brand of Heaven! 
 
Chris was now moaning softly. Carrie had stopped moving, her face 
cheeks betraying the fact that she continued softly sucking her cousin. 
Crys was rubbing Carrie's back with one hand, rubbing Chris' 
abdomen with the other. 
 
I saw Carrie look into Crys' eyes, and the same signal passed between 
them as had just minutes before. Carrie let go of my roomie with a 
pop and she and Crys shared his seed between them. 
 
I was now ready to fuck. 
 
The sight of these two gorgeous creatures kissing was overpowering 
my senses, and all I could think was which one would I lay down on 
the floor and pound my cock into. I moved closer to Carrie, pressing 



my body against her as she continued kissing Crys. Glancing at Chris, 
I could see his eyes were shut and he appeared to have passed out. 
 
He was gone so completely that his hands were palms up on the arms 
of the chair, and it seemed his chest was rising and falling 
rhythmically. I'd seen him passed out on the couch in our apartment 
before, and he looked the same now. 
 
I, on the other hand, was wide-awake. 
 
Carrie pulled her face away from Crys and launched a kiss at me. She 
and Crys pulled apart, and Crys now put her arms around me while I 
kissed Carrie. Carrie broke our kiss, and, putting her hands on either 
side of my face, pushed my head toward Crys. Carrie's eyes were 
smoky with lust and I could tell she would not take long to come if I 
were to fuck her. 
 
Crys was smiling as our lips met, her eyes locked on mine. Our kiss 
began and I felt my shorts being tugged down, Carrie removing them 
as I lifted one, then the other knee. Crys' hand found its way to my 
cock and wrapped tightly around it. Her lips were remarkably hot. 
 
 My arms went around Crys and my hands grabbed the cheeks of her 
ass. I pulled her tight against me, and she molded herself to me, her 
hand still between us on my dick. Carrie moved away, getting to her 
feet and walking away. I did not know where she was going, but I 
really didn't have much attention for that at the moment. 
 
Crys and I were lost in each other when Carrie seemed to magically 
return, the housewarming present in her hands. I could see it clearly 
because she had set it down behind Crys and had grabbed my 
shoulder, pulling on me and making it plain that I was to lay Crys 
back on the chaise. 
 
I knew a plan when I saw one, and complied as fast as I could. Crys 
looked around and saw what was intended. She smiled and, letting 
go of my cock, grabbed me by my upper arms as I lifted her from her 
hips to a laying position. 
 



As soon as she was laid back, I stopped. Carrie looked at me, a 
knowing smile on her face. Crys reached down to once again hold my 
dick, pulling on it to get me to move toward her. When I didn't 
automatically move toward her, she looked closely at my face.  
 
Crys looked at me with question written all over her face. "Arthur... 
what?" she asked. Her breathing was heavy, and I could see her 
breasts were at full blush, her beautiful brown nipples as hard as lug 
nuts.  
 
"Just making sure I never forget this moment, Crys", I said. She 
smiled at me, pulling me against her and wrapping her legs around 
my waist. Carrie knelt down and started kissing Crys, as I sunk my 
cock in her pussy with one stroke. This wasn't hard to do seeing as 
how Crys aimed it perfectly and practically impaled herself on me 
with her legs. 
 
She felt like the warmth of the sun after a year underground. I was so 
immersed in the moment that I never gave a thought to the reality of 
our situation. Crys had been a now and again source of jerk off 
inspiration during the years I'd known her. I never imagined I would 
one day be fucking her in front of my passed out roomie with my new 
lover kissing her and tweaking her nipples! 
 
And that is exactly what was going on at that moment. 
 
Crys was moaning and holding tight to Carrie. I was fucking her with 
machine like strokes, measured and portioned, holding tight to her 
hips to keep the action under control. We stayed like that for a short 
time, each of us completely focused on our immediate activity. 
 
After a couple minutes of watching them kiss one another, I saw Crys 
push Carrie up and away from her, catch her breath and say, "Please, 
sugar, give me some," to Carrie. I didn't understand what she meant, 
but she wasn't talking to me. She said that to Carrie, who quickly got 
to her feet, stepped right next to the chaise, and swung one foot over 
the chaise, squatting down so that her pussy landed right on Crys' 
waiting tongue! 
 
("The world is full 



    Of wondrous things, it's true 
       But they wouldn't have much meaning 
          Without you") 
 
Carrie was facing me. She leaned toward me, putting her hands on 
my shoulders for balance, and kissed me. Hard. Hot. Moaning, 
grinding herself against the tongue that was licking her pussy. Crys 
had long since let go of me and was gripping Carrie's hips, holding 
her down to her burrowing tongue. 
 
Crys started it. I heard her moaning increase, and I could see her 
shaking her head back and forth under Carrie. Carrie was moaning 
constantly, alternately sucking my tongue and jamming hers down 
my throat. Having just come, I could sense that I was yet a ways off 
from another, and this knowledge pleased me immensely, knowing 
that I could keep going with Crys. 
 
It ain't ever day a old home boy gets three major fantasies come into 
being, y'know whatta mean? lol 
 
As Crys started a keening cry, muffled by Carries pussy, I looked 
down and realized that one of Carries hands had moved to rubbing 
Crys' clit. 
 
She was coming like a firecracker! I felt her pussy spasm around my 
cock, her hips bucking against me. I took my hands off of Crys' hips, 
latching onto Carries nipples and tweaking them firmly. That sent 
Carrie off, screaming into my mouth. 
 
It is a marvelous thing to have a woman coming on your tongue while 
another woman comes on your cock. 
 
Marvelous. 
 
So marvelous, my own orgasm crept up on me all unawares.  
 
I felt the tickle with great surprise and the next thing I knew I was 
shooting a load in Crys' pussy. Each spurt felt like a cannonball 
moving through my dick. My yelling mixed in with Carries, each of us 
riding our pleasure like a wave.  



 
Crys was slowly winding down, and Carrie took her hand away from 
Crys' clit, grabbing onto me while she moved forward and carefully 
stood, bringing her leg back over Crys.  
 
Carrie stood next to me with her arms around me while Crys reached 
her hands to my hips, holding me to her. I could tell that Carrie was 
only barely able to stand, so I pulled her into my arms, holding her 
above Crys, just letting a bit of her weight rest on Crys' tummy. 
 
"Oh, yes, Arthur... stay just like that for a moment, darlin’," said Crys. 
She was looking at me with softness in her eyes, unlike any look she'd 
given me before. My cock had deflated greatly, but still rested within 
her slit. I felt her tighten her ring, and my cock pulsed in response. 
 
Carrie was face into my chest, holding me lightly with her free hand. 
Crys looked at her, and then looked back at me with a sweet smile. "I 
think she's a goner, sugar. What do you say to finding more 
comfortable quarters?" Crys asked. 
 
Carrie mumbled, her words just barely clear, "Yessss..... Arthur, 
sweetheart, take me to bed?" 
 
I smiled at Crys, and leaned back, swinging Carrie around and 
shifting to first one knee, one foot, then up to stand with Carrie still 
face into my chest. 
 
I could hear Crys rolling off the chaise behind us. 
 
"I'm coming with you, sugar," Crys said. She started giggling, and I 
realized with a grin that she had made a pun and it was a good one! I 
chuckled with her, and she stepped next to me, putting a hand on my 
butt cheek and kissing me lightly on my lips. "Lead on, lover," she 
said softly. 
 
I started moving, but her words hit me. 
 
Hard. 
 
Lover???  



 
Wha'? 
 
It took me the several moments between the living room and the 
bedroom to realize that she was only stating the facts.  
 
We were now lovers. 
 
Either that, or the last thirty minutes had been a mass hallucination! 
 
("Grape wine in a mason jar  
   Home made and brought to school 
    By a friend of mine, after class  
     Me and him and this other fool decide that  
      We'll drink up what's left  
       Chug-a-lug, so help thyself  
        First time for everything, mmmm!  
         My ears still ring!) 
 
I took Carrie in the bedroom, only at the last moment remembering 
my roomie. I hesitated at the doorway, looking back at Chris, still 
completely zonked in the big chair. Crys followed my eyes, and she 
said, "Don't worry, sugar, I'll get a blanket on him and he'll be fine. 
He's slept in worse than that, before!" She chuckled softly as she 
walked in to Carries bedroom to follow through with her plan. 
 
I took Carrie into the bathroom, gently setting her on the toilet, 
kneeling before her. She opened her eyes, smiling at me, and let loose 
with a stream of urine. "How did you know..." she mumbled, as her 
head drooped down to rest on my shoulder. Her pee came to a halt, 
and I pulled some paper off, gently patting her dry with it and 
dropping it in the bowl. I pulled her arms around my neck, and lifted 
her off the seat, picking her up again once I had her standing. I 
carried her out to her bed, laying her down and reaching around her 
to pull the covers down, lifting her as needed to accomplish getting 
her under them. 
 
Her eyes fluttered open, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth 
as she locked onto my eyes. "How did I get... so.. lucky.. to find you, 



Arthur?" she mumbled, and turned away from me, pushing one arm 
up under the pillow and pulling her knees up toward her chest. 
 
I think she was out before I could reach to turn out the lamp next to 
the bed. 
 
Crys came into the room as I rose up from the bed. She walked 
straight up to me, putting her arms around me and putting her lips to 
mine. I returned her kiss as though we had kissed like this for years. 
 
It felt wonderful. 
 
I leaned back from Crys, holding her at arms length, taking in the 
marvelous sight of her from head to toe. Crystal is one of the most 
stunning women I'd ever known, and it was always a joy to behold 
her. She had never made me feel anything but welcome in my 
appreciation of her charms since the day we'd met. 
 
Never had I dreamt that one day, I would be holding her at arms 
length with not a stitch of clothing on her. 
 
It was at that moment that I realized we were both naked, and my 
dick almost shot straight up in recognition of the fact.  
 
Crys was watching it grow, and I could see clearly the light in her 
eyes as it reached its full hardness. 
 
"Golly, sugar! Is that for ME?" she said, as she reached out a hand to 
grasp it and pulled me into another kiss. 
 
Her touch was electric, and I kissed her with great heat. She pulled 
her face away enough to speak. "Chef-boy, there is another bedroom 
in this apartment! I know there is, I fucked Carrie in it just a few 
hours ago!" she laughed as she finished her revelation. 
 
I gave her a faux-shocked expression, and said, "Oh, my! Whatever 
will become of us?" and laughed along with her, as we both entered 
into another kiss, this one hotter than the last. 
 



"C'mon, sugar, I need some mattress time!" Crys said, taking me by 
the hand and heading out the bedroom door. 
 
Being the debonaire sumbitch that I most surely am, I very wisely 
said, "Uh... you bet!" 
 
Even so, I hung back just enough to be able to keep my eyes upon her 
most amazing backside. 
 
All the way across the apartment.... 
 
("Have you seen her all in gold?  
    Like a queen in days of old 
     She shoots her colors all around 
       Like a sunset going down 
         Have you seen a lady fairer?") 
 
  
 
Chapter 11  
  
 
(“I’m gonna wait 
 
   Till the Midnite hour 
 
     That’s when my love comes tumblin’ down 
 
       I’m gonna wait till the Midnite hour 
 
        When there’s no one else around”) 
 
I was just about to pass through the doorway to the other bedroom 
when it occurred to me to check on Chris. I stopped and turned to 
look; he was obviously sleeping peacefully in the big overstuffed chair, 
and Crys had done a good job of covering him with the blanket from 
Carrie’s room. 
 



From around the corner I heard Crys say, “Chef-Boy, where did you 
go?” There was laughter in her voice as she said it, and I was quick to 
move through the doorway and turn into the bedroom.  
 
What I saw next caused me to stop in my tracks and catch my breath. 
 
Crys had lain down on a double sized bed with her head on a couple 
of pillows and her knees up and to either side. Her hands were 
cupping her breasts, kneading them softly and her eyes were staring 
straight into mine. Her pussy was wide open and seemed to be 
staring at me as well. There was a very fine smattering of hair on her 
mound and her lips were bare. Her clit was protruding and was big 
enough to easily grip with my lips, which is the first thing I thought 
to do. 
 
I stepped toward the bed, slowly sinking down to my knees as I 
reached the end closest to me.  
 
I knelt very still, transfixed by the beauty before me. 
I heard Crys give a small moan, as she had not stopped her gentle 
massage of her breasts. 
 
I looked up, away from her cleft and into her eyes. 
 
A powerful sense of need came over me, and I recognized it as one of 
affection, not lust. 
 
“I...” I haltingly spoke. “I.. I never thought we would ever have such a 
day like this, Crys.” She moaned again, and in a very husky voice, 
asked, “Is it as good as you thought it would be, Arthur?” Her hands 
didn’t pause as she spoke, and I moved my hands to grasp and caress 
her hips as she asked her question. 
 
‘..as good as I thought...’ hit hard. 
 
In one of those moments where time seems to stand still, hundreds 
of mental images flashed passed my mind’s eye, each one 
representative of the many moments Crys and I had spent in one 
another’s company. My feelings toward her had always been what I 
felt toward a sister, toward a very close friend. 



 
NOT what I felt toward a lover. 
 
In that gestalt was a component; I recognized that component as 
respect. I had always had the utmost respect for my friend Crys, and 
it was good to be reminded of that in this current circumstance. 
  
“Crys, it is so much better..” I said, not able to complete the thought 
because my throat suddenly thickened, as my eyes got full of water. 
My emotions had crept up on me, and I was completely unprepared 
for what my heart was revealing to the both of us. I couldn’t finish my 
statement. 
 
As I looked down, squeezing my eyes to try to clear them, Crys 
sprang forward to pull me into an embrace. Her arms went around 
my neck, and she pulled herself hard against me, grinding us 
together. She started raining kisses on my face and neck.  
 
“Oh, Arthur! Sugar, I just love you!” she cried. I could feel her tears 
before I saw them, the wetness of them spread further around by her 
kisses. 
 
Her lips found mine and I held her fast in a searing kiss. I could feel 
heat coming from her pussy, it being up tight against my stomach. 
Crys was moaning non-stop now, and I think I was as well. 
 
Crys pulled away and moved back from me, not letting go of me as 
she pulled me by the hand after her. I let myself be led onto the bed, 
coming to rest between her legs, our lips resuming our kiss. 
 
“Chef-Boy, please, please fuck me!” she said, as she reached between 
us to grasp my erection and pull it toward her hole. 
 
I stopped. 
 
Bad habit, I know! lol 
 
Just the same, it is my nature. 
 



I looked into her eyes, and she was breathing heavy as she looked 
back at me, a question in her eyes. 
 
I smiled. 
 
“I don’t ever want to forget this moment, Crys. I want it to be easy to 
remember until memory is gone”, I said. 
 
Her smile could have lit up the town for a mile around. Her face 
softened, though her breathing was labored. “Arthur, I love you too,” 
she said. “Always have. Always will!” Her hand on my cock resumed 
pulling me toward the goal.  
  
I let Crys control the action. As my cock entered her, I told her, “I 
love you, Crys!” 
 
For answer, she grunted as my cock bottomed out in her, my pubic 
bone mashing her clit as I wiggled my hips from side to side. The 
feeling of being in her to the hilt was almost enough to send me over. 
I held still for a moment, seeking control. As I waited, I felt the 
moment pass. 
 
Crys was squirming under me, doing her best to fuck up at me as I 
held still. When I felt in control again, I began long stroking in and 
out of her. I could feel her heat rising as she moved further along 
toward orgasm. Her moaning turned into soft cries. Her soft cries 
turned into sharp, measured yelps of pleasure. I could feel myself 
starting to tickle as my own orgasm began. 
 
Crys started yelling,” Ahhhh! Aiiiiie! Fuck! Fuck! Ahhhhhhh!” and 
her pussy started to spasm on my cock. I felt my come start way back 
of my balls, and it seemed like a Mack truck was making the delivery. 
 
I roared. 
 
With the first shot of sperm, Crys bucked up against me hard enough 
to make a slapping sound. With each successive spurt, she grunted 
and bucked again. After the fifth or sixth of these, she just lay back on 
the bed, completely spent, her arms and legs splayed out in complete 
surrender to the aftermath. 



 
I lay over her, almost but not quite resting my full weight atop of her. 
I held myself up on my elbows, just enough so that I could be sure I 
wasn’t smothering her. 
 
We lay like that for a couple of minutes. When I started to retreat, 
she opened her eyes, locking them on mine and said, “Oh, Arthur. 
How come we never did that before, Sugar?” Her smile was at least a 
thousand watts. 
 
I stopped moving. Her question surprised me.  
 
“I don’t know,” I said, “it never occurred to me to ask?” I finished my 
statement with a question because I was sharing my thoughts as they 
came to me. The kind of relationship that Crys and I enjoyed had 
never seemed to have enough space in it for this kind of closeness. 
She always seemed to be very focused elsewhere when it came to 
romance. I could not then recall a time when she had ever seemed 
‘available’ to me. 
 
Besides, for almost as long as I had known her, she had been my 
roomies ‘sometime girlfriend’; it would never have seemed right to 
horn in on his territory. And I very much considered Crys to be ‘his 
territory’. 
 
Crys regarded me with her usual penetrating gaze. I could see wheels 
turning, but had no clue what she might be thinking. 
 
She didn’t leave me in mystery very long. 
 
“Arthur, Honey. I don’t know, either! Oh, I wish I could tell you the 
number of times I tried to make it plain to you that you only needed 
to ask, and I would have tripped you and beat you to the floor!” she 
said, and then laughed! 
 
“You should see your face right now, Chef-Boy! It is priceless!” she 
said, laughing hard enough that I could feel her belly bouncing with 
the force of her mirth. 
 



I was feeling like I think Dorothy must have felt as she was told, “Just 
tap your heels three times...” 
 
Homer Simpson says it best, “Doh!” 
 
‘...only needed to ask..’ was stuck in my head like some kind of sound 
bite loop. I felt like I’d been pole axed. Mentally, that is. Physically, I 
felt like I’d just had a world class fuck. 
 
My genius reared its ugly head. 
 
“’Only needed to ask’?“ I repeated. 
 
This tipped Crys over into further laughter. She had her hands on 
either side of my face, and she’d put her legs around my midsection 
again. 
 
“Oh, Arthur! I wasn’t ever gonna just come onto you, y’know! You 
always seemed to have someone you were seeing, and I could never 
be sure that you would be interested in me that way!” she said. 
 
‘That way’! 
 
I just stared, my jaw dropped open, which only caused her to giggle 
some more. 
 
She pulled hard against me with her legs, causing our genitals to rub. 
I automatically started sliding my soft cock against her still drenched 
lips, which caused Crys to stop laughing and match my motion. All 
the while, she never took her eyes from my face. 
  
“I’ve actually had dreams about being with you, just like this, Sugar”, 
she said. “I just never had the courage to come right out and put the 
question to you, y’know? All the time I’ve known you, you’ve been 
pretty well tied up.” I thought of the women I’d been involved with 
since meeting Crystal; there had been only three, but each one was 
an “item” with me for at least several months. Crys had been aware of 
each one, because we would see each other around town. 
 



My cock was hardening. Crys noticed, and her movement made it 
plain that she was happy to feel the stiffness. 
 
I told her, “I have wanted to do this,” as I put the head of my cock 
just between her pussy lips, “since the very first moment I laid eyes 
on you.” Crystal moaned, moving her hips up to drive me deeper into 
her pussy. 
 
“Oh, Sugar! I’m sure glad we’ve gotten to this before another day 
went by”, Crys said. She emphasized her words by grinding her hips 
against me. 
 
(“When you move in 
 
     Right up close to me, 
 
       That’s when I get 
 
          The shakes all over me”) 
  
I could feel a quiver run down my spine as Crys ran her hands over 
my face and around my head. Our bodies were on automatic, 
grinding against each other, seeking yet another release. I could tell 
that I may not have another ejaculation left in me, but my cock was 
unaware of this. It was hard and Crys felt wonderful to move in. Her 
pussy had my undivided attention just then, and it was all I could do 
to just keep moving. 
 
I was carefully sliding in and out, with only a little bit of grinding, as 
our crotches would meet. I was concentrating on the sensation of 
penetration, and Crys had closed her eyes, humming softly while she 
relaxed and let me work. 
 
We kept that pace for several minutes, and it came to my mind to be 
very thankful for the constant conditioning my body went through 
from swimming. I could tell that I would have given out long before 
had I not kept a careful schedule of working out at the pool. 
 



With a soft grunt, Crys opened her eyes, catching me looking at her. 
The smile she gave me made me glad to be alive. I kept moving and 
smiled back at her. 
  
“Arthur, would you do something for me?” she asked. 
 
Do fish shit in the woods? Do bears swim? 
 
“That being...?” I replied. 
 
She giggled. “Would you stop for a moment, and let me turn around? 
I want you to put that somewhere else!” she said. 
 
As I said, I gots that there genius eye cue. Alls my teachers back to 
High School done said so. 
 
“Uhhh.... Huh?” I replied, with my usual wittiness. 
 
Crys gave a short guffaw, then giggled again as she said, “Honey, let 
me get on my hands and knees? I need you to put that in another 
place!” 
 
I stopped. 
 
Realization hit me like a thunderclap. 
 
My face must have shown what was going on in my head. 
 
Crys was laughing steadily, now. 
 
“Oh, Sugar! Honey, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet!” she said. 
  
I carefully backed out of her and she quickly got herself turned 
around on her hands and knees. I had gotten up from the bed and 
watched all this with an eagerness and anticipation that I’d not felt 
since seeing the Christmas tree at dawn when I was eight. 
 
And this was all for me! 
 



Crys lowered her upper body until she was resting her face on the 
bed. She had herself positioned to look back at me, and she could see 
clearly that I was fixated on her pucker. 
 
I haven’t really shared exactly what Crys’ sex looks like as yet, have I? 
Her pussy lips are thick, and her clit just barely peeks out when her 
legs are together. When she spreads her legs, her pussy opens up like 
a flower, her inner lips looking like soft petals in a rose. The soft, 
sparse hair on her mound is red like her head, and very fine. Her skin 
is freckled, but not around her ass and pussy. The freckles wash 
across her chest and neck, and there are sufficient on her face to 
make plain that the red hair is real. Her skin is like alabaster in its 
whiteness. The patterns of veins under her skin only add to her 
beauty. 
 
She is without question a red headed goddess. 
 
I don’t know how anyone could ever get tired of looking at her. 
 
“Uh, earth to Chef-Boy!” she said, giggling. 
 
I looked away from her crotch, to see her eyes sparkling at me. Her 
smile told me she understood my condition, and I could feel the 
warmth in them. 
 
“Honey, I didn’t get like this just to give you a show! Get busy, 
please?” she said, and wiggled her butt. She giggled some more. 
 
“Yes, Ma’am!” I replied, smiling back at her. 
 
I moved forward until my cock was just against her rear hole. It was 
beautiful. I could see our juices smeared all around it, and grabbed 
my cock, swiping it all around her pussy lips to gather as much liquid 
as I could. Just to be on the safe side, I gathered up as much spit as I 
could in my mouth, and leaned forward to let it drop right on the 
head of my cock as I put it once again to her brown eye. As it hit, I 
gently pushed forward. Her aperture dilated like it had been 
expecting me, and I slowly put all I had to give in her backside. 
 



Crystal let out a moan as I started pushing against her. As I entered, 
and while I got fully inserted, she said, “Ohhhhhhh, Sugar, that is so 
nice.” She started a gentle rocking back and forth that felt exquisite 
on my cock. Her ring was so tight! I matched her motion, and we 
fucked like that for a few minutes, all the while I could tell she was 
ratcheting up toward another orgasm. 
  
As her moaning increased, I moved faster. She turned her face 
toward me, looked me in the eye and said, “Fuck my ass, Sugar! Fuck 
me hard!” 
  
I just grinned back at her and started slamming myself into her, the 
slap-slap of my banging against her ass cheeks accompanied by her 
constant moaning, with a short grunt each time I came up against 
her ass. 
 
I had grabbed her hips when we began, so I had a good grip on her to 
keep us together and in sync. I could tell that I might be able to coax 
one more come out of my tired balls, and started watching her for 
signs that she was about to come. 
 
I felt fingers caress my balls, and at first could not discern where they 
might have come from. As I looked down, I could tell that Crys had 
reached back with one hand and was alternately fondling me and 
playing with her clit. I moaned, and she went back to rubbing hard 
on her clit, hard enough to shake her shoulders with the effort.  
 
I let go of her with one hand and leaned forward just enough to get it 
on her breast. I grabbed her nipple and gently squeezed it in rhythm 
with our thrusting. 
 
This put her over after just a few seconds. 
 
Her ass clamped down on me so hard I thought she and I would 
become Siamese twins. 
 
Her moaning changed to yelling, her yelling turned into a gentle wail. 
 
Her ring was pulsing, and her hand went faster on her clit. 
  



Her wail was punctuated by a short, sharp bark, and her entire body 
shook and shivered. 
 
This tipped me over. 
 
I could not believe that I was going to come again, but my body was 
doing what it wanted regardless of my acceptance or denial. 
 
It was severe. 
 
Crys was just panting, her butt was clasping, her voice was a single 
note of pleasure, and I was shooting into her with violence. I cannot 
describe it any other way: my orgasm seemed to be torn from me. As 
I came down from my cum, I seemed to be floating in space. 
 
I had let go of Crys’ nipple when my orgasm began, and I very slowly 
and gently pulled my soft cock from her behind. It released with a 
plopping sound, and I quickly found my way to lying on my side 
facing Crys. She had stretched out to lie flat on her tummy when I let 
her go. 
 
I could see that she was spent. She barely had the energy to open her 
eyes. 
  
Even so, they were smiling at me, and the warmth they exuded was 
palpable. 
 
I smiled back, hoping the love I felt in my heart was as clear in my 
eyes as that she was showing to me. 
 
Knowing the hell I would pay for laziness at this point, I pushed 
myself up with a groan, walking out of the bedroom to the bathroom. 
Inside the bathroom I found a box of supplies that Carrie left there. 
Inside it, I found some washcloths and various other items useful to 
the purpose of keeping house. 
 
I grabbed two cloths and ran the water in the sink till it was hot. I ran 
it as hot as I could stand on the cloths, and went to work on my cock 
and balls with one of them. It only took a few seconds to get me 
reasonably clean, and then I rinsed that cloth and wrung it again. I 



carried both cloths back to the bedroom. Crys was in the exact same 
position, and I could tell she had fallen asleep. 
 
I very gently put the cloth against her ass, holding it there as I 
reached under her hip to turn her over. I moved her as carefully as I 
could, but her eyes opened and she favored me with a most 
spectacular smile. I kept my hand against her pucker, pushing softly 
and wiping to catch our fluids on the cloth. When I estimated that 
her butt was decent, I threw that cloth aside to the floor and used the 
other on her pussy. 
 
Her eyes had closed again, but her smile was still a thousand watter. 
 
I did for her front as I had the back, then I got her under the covers. I 
could see clearly that we had soaked the bedspread, so I took that 
away and left Crys under the blanket and sheet. As I got all this done, 
she only murmured and cooed. It took all of maybe two minutes, and 
I stood back to revel in the sight. 
 
(“If there’s anythin’ that you want 
 
    If there’s anythin’ I can do 
 
     Just call on me 
 
       And I’ll send it along 
 
         With love, from me, to you”) 
 
That moment amazes me still. I looked at Crys, awed by what God 
had created in human form.  
 
Then I thought of Carrie, and how alike yet different the two of them 
were. 
  
Then the old guilt reflex hit me. 
 
Which then strangely went away. 
 



I was at peace with this night. Everything I’d done, I’d done with the 
blessing of Carrie and Crys, and certainly my roomie. 
 
Roomie! 
 
I went quickly to the living room, seeing Chris still zonked on the big 
chair. I went over to him, gently shaking his shoulder. He came 
awake, but only just. He looked at me with one eye, a look of concern 
on his face. 
 
“Whuuuu...” he asked? 
 
“Come on, bro. Let me help you get to bed”, I said, as I pulled him up 
and into my arms. Over the last couple years I had done this a few 
times, coming home to find him bent over and passed out on our 
nasty old couch. Each time he had just come with me and let me 
deposit him on his bed. 
 
He was just as tractable now, and I imagined he had no idea it would 
not be his bed that I was taking him to. 
 
I walked him into the room where Crys was now gently snoring. 
Chris just barely had one eye open and was leaning on me big time 
for support. When I reached the bed, it took all my strength to hold 
him up with one hand and rapidly pull back the covers with another. 
 
Chris followed the script and fell into the bed, landing on his side 
against Crys. Crys barely stirred. I covered them up and went back to 
the living room. I sat down on the couch, thinking about what the 
night had brought to pass. 
 
(“I’ll be loving you 
 
    Always. 
 
      With a love that’s true 
 
        Always. 
 
          When the things you’ve planned 



 
            Need a helping hand 
 
              I will understand 
 
                Always. 
 
                 Always.”) 
  
I could tell that life had only begun to get ‘interesting’. 
 
I got up and walked into Carrie’s room. She was long gone, sleeping 
peacefully. 
 
I went and brushed my teeth, washed my face, and got in next to her. 
 
I spooned up against her, and my last thoughts were about how so 
much of life was illusion... 
  
 
 
Chapter 12 
 
 
(“When I wake up early in the mor-ning, 
     Lift my head, I’m still yawning. 
       When I’m in the middle of a dream, 
          Stay in bed, float upstream.”) 
  
I was running in place and carrying a huge weight on my shoulders. I 
couldn’t understand why there was so much pressure on me or why I 
was working so hard to stay in one place while lifting my legs high as 
I balanced from left to right, keeping in position. 
  
Where was I? 
  
Slowly I came to myself. My eyes opened and I realized I had been 
dreaming. Perhaps ‘night-marring’ would be more accurate.  
  



I took inventory: toes to forehead: check. All is well. Tongue, teeth, 
and nose: check. Position: flat on my back. 
  
My eyes were open just a crack. I remembered where I was. 
  
Quick check around: I was alone in Carrie’s bed. 
  
Where’s Carrie?! 
  
I heard water running in the bathroom. It shut off and a moment 
later Carrie came into view with a towel around her head. 
  
That’s all she had on. 
  
I did describe this angel, didn’t I? 
  
Beautiful brown eyes; Aegean features; remarkable torso and limbs.  
  
Bare mons. 
  
Beauty in motion! 
  
She came to me with a radiant smile. “Good morning, lover,” she said. 
“Did you sleep well?” 
  
I had not moved a muscle as she approached. Her eyes remained 
locked on mine as she came to me and leaned down to plant one on 
me. 
  
I planted back! 
  
She let out a soft moan and gently molded her body to mine where I 
lay. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight while our kiss 
continued. 
  
(“Never felt like this until I kissed ya. 
     How did I exist until I kissed ya? 
        Never had you on my mind. 
          Now you’re there all the time”) 
  



I could feel myself responding. My member was getting hard. Real 
hard. 
  
There was only a sheet over me. Carrie’s heat was coming right 
through it and my cock was tight against her. I could feel her hips 
moving left to right in tiny circles. She gave a loud moan and pulled 
her head back, breaking our kiss. She regarded me with warm eyes 
and brought her lips back to mine with her mouth open and her 
breath soft upon me. Our lips touched, but she kept just enough away 
that our lips only played upon each other, without sealing our 
mouths like before. 
  
“Mmmmmm, Arthur,” she said softly, not pulling her mouth away, 
“so didja?” she asked with a soft chuckle. 
  
I was clueless. 
  
“Ahhhhmm, what?” I asked. “Did I what?” 
  
She laughed and pulled her head up. Her smile was like the sun. 
“Didja sleep well?” she asked. 
  
I reached up with my lips and kissed her. She kissed me back. Hard. 
  
“Yes, I did. I slept like a rock,” I said, “and had the strangest dream!” 
I wanted to remember the odd imagery that had been my reality just 
before waking. I knew that talking about it was a sure way to fix it in 
my recall. The fact that talking about my dreams also helped me to 
understand them was greater motivation. 
  
Carrie was fully laid out over me. She still had a towel around her 
head and her skin glowed. She was regarding me with smiling eyes, 
and her look was soft and warm. 
  
“What was happening in your dream?” she asked, as she slid off me 
to lie next to me. She kept one leg over my hip and laid her head on 
my shoulder. 
  



I wasn’t sure how to explain the dream. The imagery was plain 
enough; it was the feelings those images engendered that gave me 
pause. 
  
“I was carrying such a heavy load,” I began, “and I was running in 
place. Running hard. I needed to keep running and I had so much 
weight on me.” 
  
I thought for a moment about what my purpose was in the dream. I 
told Carrie, “I knew I had to keep going. I don’t have a clue why.” 
  
I felt Carrie’s hand making small circles on my stomach. She turned 
her face to look at me. Her eyes were un-readable. I returned her 
look with a question in my eyes. 
  
“Arthur, I think you may be stepping outside your boundaries, “ she 
said.  
  
She stretched forward and kissed me. I kissed her back and turned 
toward her, taking her in my arms. She reached down between us 
and pushed the sheet away that was covering my lower half. I 
maneuvered myself to make this happen and felt her hand wrap 
around my hard on. I carefully moved so that I was between her legs. 
Carrie put her legs around me and rubbed my backside with her 
calves. 
  
Carrie's pussy was so soft and wet, and it gripped me like a glove. She 
was moving fast, grinding herself against me as I stroked into her. 
She was quietly moaning, breathing through her mouth and almost 
forming words as she worked herself towards an orgasm. I could feel 
her pussy getting tighter and my own climax was just a minute away. 
  
All this time we had our eyes open, looking at one another. I could 
see her excitement. I know she could see mine. Together we were 
creating tremendous heat, such that I was starting to drip sweat off 
my pecs and my nose. Some of it was running down to mix with her 
pussy juice. 
  
“Ohhh, Arthur,” she moaned. 
  



 “OH, ARTHUR!” she yelled.  
  
And she came, the force of it causing her to squeeze her eyes and 
mouth shut as her come washed through her. Her pussy tightened up 
so much that it sent me over with her. I grunted as I felt my fluid like 
liquid fire traveling through my rod and into her channel.  
  
Her hands had been holding my biceps the entire time. As she came, 
her grip tightened considerably. Now that we were coming down 
from our pleasure, her arms went around my neck. She pulled my 
face to hers and kissed me. 
  
“I need another shower, lover,” she said with a laugh. “You just used 
up the one I had.” 
  
I could feel the sweat on my back as though it were standing water. I 
knew we had drenched her bedding. 
  
“Shall we save water?” I asked. 
  
She mirrored my grin. “That sounds like a wonderful thing to do. I 
love getting wet with you.” 
  
With that I slid backward and pushed up to a kneeling position on 
her bed. Carrie just lay there for a moment; legs spread wide and 
pussy leaking our fluids. I could not take my eyes from that 
wonderful sight. She was so lovely it took my breath away. 
  
“I love it when you look at me that way, Arthur,” she said. “It’s as 
though I can read your mind when you look at me that way.” 
  
I smiled. “Try to avoid doing that on a regular basis, darling. A 
person could get lost!”  
  
I laughed at that and she laughed with me. 
  
“Wide spaces? Little to see, lover?” she asked with a smirk. “Perhaps 
I would need to drop crumbs along the way?” She chuckled at that, 
and I blushed! 
  



“Thoughtless and hard. Just the way a man should be!” she said, 
laughing hard at her own joke. 
  
It seemed wise to change the subject! 
  
I reached out and put my hand on her pussy, sliding my fingers 
gently in between her lips. Carrie squeaked. 
  
“Hey!” she yelled. “I’m way too sensitive for that at the moment, sir!”  
  
She rolled over to the side of the bed and off, rolling up to her feet, all 
in one motion. As soon as she was steady, she turned to face me. 
  
“Come on, lover! Lets get wet!“ she said and walked away toward the 
bathroom. I got up and followed her in. As soon as I saw the toilet, I 
plopped myself down on it and let out a sigh of relief. 
  
“Oh, Lord. No. Please tell me you’re not going to do that right now?” 
she said, alarm in her voice and a look of real panic on her face. She 
was standing just at the bath, ready to reach in and turn on the water. 
Where I was sitting was enough to block her in the small apartment 
sized bathroom. 
  
She was at my mercy!! lol 
  
“Darling, relax,” I said. “You’re in no danger. I need some food before 
that happens. At least, I usually need food before it happens!” I said 
with a smirk. “All I’m going to do is lose some water,” I told her. 
  
She gave me a look of disbelief. 
  
“Guys don’t sit to pee, do they?” she asked. 
  
I understood her question. 
  
”Something I learned from being at swim meets,” I said. “I find it 
easier to empty myself this way. Standing uses muscles that tend to 
hold it in. I do it standing plenty enough; when I have the 
opportunity to sit, I sit.” 
  



She continued to regard me with a puzzled look. Then, she just gave a 
tiny shrug and turned to the shower control. The water came on and 
she pulled up the nozzle stopper to make it come out the showerhead. 
  
“Ready when you are, lover,” she said, and with that she stepped in. 
She still had the towel wrapped around her head, and she carefully 
avoided getting it in the stream of water. 
  
Isn’t it amazing what can happen and the towel around a woman’s 
head just doesn’t move? 
  
I think there is a mathematical formula to explain that. 
  
I know that I can’t explain it! lol 
  
I was finished with the loo so I got in with Carrie. She was almost 
done as I stepped in so I just made sure her crotch was as clean as it 
could get and let her rinse and get right back out. 
  
A few minutes later I was toweling off, Carrie having already left the 
bath. 
  
I went out to her bedroom and she was not there. I walked out to the 
living room and could hear the sounds of breakfast in her kitchen. 
  
Food! 
  
Food good! lol 
  
To get an idea of how much I enjoy food, watch how the Frankenstein 
Monster behaves as he sits to dine with his new friend down the 
mountain in the movie “Young Frankenstein”. The Monster is a 
perfect example of my own reaction to food. (Of course, there’s more 
to that scene than I’m sharing! lol) 
  
Food!  
  
I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped dead in my tracks. 
  
 “Sugar! Sugar, are you still here?”  



  
Crys! 
  
She was just setting a box of Raisin Bran on the counter. She 
launched herself into my arms and planted a kiss on me that curled 
my toes. 
  
She was naked! 
  
Gloriously, splendidly, stupefying-ly naked! 
  
Just like me! 
  
My cock shot up like it was launched from Canaveral. Crys felt it 
against her tummy and started rubbing back and forth on me while 
our kiss deepened and our breathing quickened.  
  
 (“Ooh now baby, when you move it makes me  
      Really feel so good, oh so good  
        And I'm so glad, so glad, so glad, so glad  
           And I'm good, oh, so good”) 
  
Only later did it occur to me that there might have been something a 
bit incongruous about my standing there in Carrie’s kitchen with an 
amazing redhead in my arms. 
  
Such is the power of Crystal’s love. 
  
I was solid gone. You could have let a bomb off and I could not have 
scrounged up any attention for it. 
  
Crystal lightened up on her side of our kiss and slowly pulled her face 
back to look at me. She smiled and continued rubbing up against me 
as she said,” Well, sugar, here we are again!” She put a hand against 
my cheek and slowly caressed me. “Do you have any idea how happy 
you made me last night, sugar?” 
  
I was speechless. 
  



I could not talk. My mind was almost blank. What I could think was, 
‘WOW’. 
  
That’s it. 
  
WOW. 
  
Crys started laughing. 
  
“Oh, sugar, you sure are something! Do you have any idea how 
wonderful you are?” she asked me. Her smile was so bright! I could 
only stand there, basking in her glow and feeling that thrilling 
friction from where our bodies were still rubbing against one another. 
  
Not being able to speak, I did what I could. I took action. 
  
I pulled her to me and kissed her. I could feel a need from down 
below and all I knew was how much I wanted to make love to Crys 
and make it right now. 
  
Without breaking our kiss, I pulled her tighter to me with one arm 
around her shoulders and, bending slightly at the waist I reached 
under her fantabulous ass with my other arm, lifting her up and off 
the floor. 
  
She cried out in surprise. “Sugar,” she said, breaking our kiss,” does 
this mean you still like me?”  She could not stifle a guffaw as I lightly 
pinched her ass with the hand closest. 
  
Even as she was laughing I was already turned and on my way 
toward the room where we had made such sweet love the night 
before. We reached the door and I saw that the bed was empty.  
  
I didn’t even think to wonder where Chris was. 
  
I had important business to attend to and Roomie was gonna hafta 
see to his own! lol 
  
I walked to the bed and gently laid Crys upon it. I settled in right next 
to her, never letting her out of my arms. As we came to rest Crys got a 



very smoky kind of look in her eyes, like she was tearing up, but not 
exactly. 
  
“Sugar. Arthur, I’m so happy that we’re here,” she said, “and I can’t 
begin to tell you how much I’ve hoped for this day!”  
  
Having said that, she pulled me into a fierce embrace and kissed me 
with all of her mouth. Our tongues dueled with each other. My hand 
found her lovely tit and my fingers tweaked her nipple gently, 
bringing it to full attention. Her hand had found my hard cock and 
was stroking it. 
  
I moved my hand from her nipple to her pussy. 
  
Good move! As soon as I slid a finger between her lips she let out a 
moan of pleasure. I slowly traced my finger up through her slit and 
onto her clit. 
  
Another good move! lol 
  
Crys bucked her hips once and screamed into my mouth. I held on 
for all I was worth as she convulsed. Her come was powerful enough 
that her scream lasted a few moments and then turned into a steady 
hum. All the while she kept kissing and stroking me. 
  
I gently broke our kiss, pulling back to look at this lovely creature 
that had so changed my life only twelve hours ago!  
  
“Oh, God, sugar! Arthur, honey, I am so glad you got a new 
girlfriend!” she said, and laughed gleefully. “And I’m so glad she likes 
to share!” 
  
Girlfriend. 
  
Share! 
  
Oh, shit. 
  
Carrie? 
  



Carrie! 
  
Where DID she go? 
  
Only now did I notice that the water was running in the bathroom 
next to this bedroom that Crys and I were using. It was obviously the 
shower. There was obviously some activity in that shower. 
  
Curiouser and Curiouser. 
  
As these thoughts flew through my brain, Crys watched me. 
  
“Oh, sugar! Honey, you don’t have anything to worry about! Carrie is 
helping her cousin get un-hung-over” she said. “She came in to check 
on us and found him stumbling into the bathroom, so she decided to 
take care of him until he could move around on his own.” 
  
Crys still had my cock in her hand. It had gone soft when I heard 
Carrie’s name. I don’t think it was her name so much as it was 
concern over what may happen if Carrie walked in to discover Crys 
and I making the beast with two backs! 
  
Now I had a quandary. 
  
My feelings for Crys could not be denied.  
  
Not even for a moment. 
  
I could prove it. 
  
Crys was gently squeezing and rubbing my cock, and it was coming 
back to full hard. 
  
Fast! 
  
Crys saved me from having to speak. 
  
“Sugar, please relax? Carrie and I are agreed that you ARE her 
boyfriend. We decided that you and I are OLD friends, and that all 
three of us could become CLOSE friends,” she said. “Arthur, I would 



rather cut off a foot than cause trouble here. I love you. Always have, 
always will.” 
  
She took her hand from my cock and placed it on my face. She said,” 
This is a dream come true for me, sugar. I won’t let it become a 
nightmare.” 
  
It came to me quite suddenly that I had said nothing. 
  
I said, ” Crys, I have never been in this situation before. All I know is 
that I love you, and I love Carrie. And I would never do anything to 
hurt either of you.” I felt a lump in my chest and my next words were 
kinda rough coming out, so to speak. “This is a dream come true for 
me, too.” 
  
Crys had small tears rolling away from her eyes as she leaned back 
into me for a kiss. Her hand was again making magic with my cock.  
  
I was lost in her, overwhelmed at the thought of two women whom I 
loved being in love with me. 
  
Alan Funt was gonna show up any minute, I just knew it! lol! All of 
life seemed so surreal. At that moment all I knew was that this was a 
very special lady in my arms. 
  
Crys pulled me on top of her by using leverage: she simply pulled me 
by my cock and I gladly followed. When I was between her legs she 
put the head right at her entrance. She rubbed it back and forth over 
her clit for a moment, each swipe accompanied with a soft moan 
from low in her throat. This lasted only a few moments and then she 
made it plain that it was time to move along! 
  
“Love me, sugar,” she whispered. 
  
I try to let the lady lead in such matters, so I slid myself in to the hilt. 
Crys let out a hiss of delight as I ground my pubic bone against hers. 
Her eyes were tightly shut and she was concentrating on her pussy, 
her body shaking as it snapped and shuddered around my rod. Her 
arms tightened around my neck as she rode her orgasm. 
  



It was exquisite.  
  
It was intense. 
  
It was making me come! 
  
I growled as my seed shot into her hole and I was close to blacking 
out. I could see stars behind my eyes. My come felt like a series of 
little pleasure pebbles traveling through my tube. 
  
We ground to a halt, Crys holding me tight to her body. I felt so at 
peace, and it was an effort to push up and away from her. 
  
“No, sugar. Please, stay right here,” she whispered. I stopped trying 
to move and just held her.  
  
We lay that way for several minutes. As we lay there, we heard soft 
murmurs from the bathroom. The water stopped running in there 
and we heard the sounds of the sink and the toilet. 
  
Toilet! 
  
“Ummm. Crys, I gotta move,” I said. “I need to take care of 
something!”  
  
She smiled at me. “Sugar, don’t go far, I want to have breakfast with 
you and Carrie.” 
  
I smiled back. “I’ll be just across the apartment for a few minutes. I 
should be right back.”  
  
With a kiss I eased myself off of her and made my way to Carrie’s 
bathroom.  
  
Praise God for bathroom windows that open! lol 
  
I realized that I was once again in need of a shower and took a two-
minute blast. I dried off and got my shorts on, knowing that Chris 
would now be up and around. He and I had never avoided nudity 



around each other, but we had never been naked together with 
anyone else. 
  
New territory! 
  
I walked out of Carrie’s room, hearing sounds once again that meant 
food was being handled in her kitchen. As I walked in, all three of 
them were clothed and busy collecting something to breakfast with. 
  
Chris was the first to meet my gaze. “So, roomie! Sleep well?” he 
asked with a grin. He appeared to be none the worse for wear after 
his partying, but I could see the lines around his eyes and I knew it 
took a toll upon him. 
  
“Yeah, man. Like a rock,” I said. 
  
Carrie moved to me and put her arms around me, tuning her face up 
to me with an expectant look. I kissed her and held her face between 
my hands. “What’s for breakfast?” I asked. 
  
Crys snickered at this. “Sugar,” she said, “how about another piece of 
pie?” At this, she and Carrie started laughing. Carrie turned to see 
Crys and they laughed harder as their eyes locked, looking at one 
another with conspiratorial glee.  
  
Are women telepathic with each other? 
  
I started blushing. Carrie looked at me and hugged me tighter. 
“Arthur, you can have all the pie you want when you’re at my house!” 
she said through her laughter. I was probably turning very red by this 
time. The whole idea of two beautiful women talking like this with 
me was revelatory. To be sure, this was a first in this life for me. 
  
While the three of us were chatting, my roomie was busy at the table, 
having taken a chair and getting his breakfast underway. I heard the 
milk pouring out of the container in his hand and suddenly my 
hunger hit me full strength. Taking Carrie by her shoulders, I pushed 
away gently and told her, ”Gotta eat, darling!” 
  



At that, all three of us sat down at the table with Chris and dug in. 
Our discussion was very light and we all carried on as though this 
were just another day on planet earth for us. 
  
(“Hit me with your rhythm stick! 
     Hit me! Hit me! 
        Das Is Gut, C’est Fantastique! 
           Hit me! Hit me! Hit me!!!”)  
  
When the impossible comes to pass, it is often wise to just let it 
gently be. I knew enough to not go where trouble may wait; my lovers 
were here with me, even if I could not believe what I was doing and 
how it had come to be this way. What I did know was very easily and 
simply put into just a few sentences. 
  
I loved Carrie. 
  
I loved Crystal. 
  
Hell. 
  
I even loved my roomie. I just didn’t fuck him! lol 
  
And, I had no idea what tomorrow would bring. I mean, I knew what 
I wanted out of tomorrow, and next week, next month, ad infinitum. 
  
But last night and today had skewed that; as the general in war is 
wont to say, “This changes everything!” I could already see wild 
hopes and fancies arising at the horizon of my imagination: tonite, 
tomorrow, and next week.... 
  
“Honey bear, when do you go to work?” Crys asked. I looked up from 
my cereal to see her looking at my roomie. ‘Honey bear’ was the 
affectionate tag she put on him shortly after we’d all met. It was on 
the same day she started calling me ‘Sugar’, or ‘Chef-Boy’. I loved the 
way she had a pet name for people she cared about. I had worked 
with her plenty enough to know that she did not give pet names to 
those she did not hold in high esteem. She seemed to always 
maintain a good attitude toward just about everyone, but it was 



always very clear to you whether or not she considered you to be 
special. 
  
Chris and I had been special to her right from the start.  
  
As of the night before, I had only begun to realize just how special we 
were in her eyes. 
  
And in her heart. 
  
Chris said, “I need to get going as soon as I finish eating. I’ve got an 
interview for a Chef’s position and I need to get properly dressed. 
Can’t show up wearin’ them nasty old whites, now can I.” 
  
You could have pushed me over with a feather. 
  
“No shit?!” I asked him. “No shit!? Where? This is awesome!” I said 
with a grin. 
  
Chris grinned back at me. He said, “No shit, roomie! I heard about 
the opening and went to talk with the owner about two weeks ago. 
His current chef is moving back to California. He’s not in a hurry to 
replace him because he has such a strong crew. He’s going to be very 
careful whom he brings in. He’s taken the last couple of weeks to 
check me out. I got a call from him yesterday at the kitchen to see 
him.” He looked at each of us. “Today; at 11 this morning.”  
  
Chris looked at me very closely. “You cool with it?” he asked. 
  
We had always made plain to each other that we would continue in 
our career paths as opportunity and circumstance made it possible. 
Each of us had now invested the requisite number of years in our 
trade to feel ready to ‘move up’ to being Executive Chefs at most any 
restaurant. 
  
“I am seriously cool with it, roomie, “ I said. “I think you are more 
than ready.”  
  



Chris looked down at the table, then back to me. “I know I will have 
to be there a lot more than I am working now. It will take most of my 
day for the first couple of years.”  
  
He thought for a minute, and then turned to look at Crys and Carrie. 
“I am gonna miss you guys. I think he’ll offer the job to me today, and 
I’m going to accept. When I do, I will only be able to give two weeks 
to my current job. And, I’ll be spending a few hours early at the new 
job before going in at night to finish up my two weeks.” 
  
He looked most pointedly at Crys as he said this, only glancing at 
Carrie as he finished. Crys looked back at him with a soft smile 
around her lips. She had a look of deep affection and something else. 
It would be a few minutes before I recognized that look. It was the 
look of respect. 
  
“Honey bear, you’ll do fine. I know how much you’ve wanted to do 
this, “ she said, “ and you can count on me to help out any way I can.” 
  
With that she leaned up and over the table to kiss him very lightly on 
the lips. Chris met her lips and then he leaned back in his chair. 
  
“I’m done with breakfast, my friends. I’ve gotta getta move on!” he 
said. He looked at Carrie. “I’ll stop in later if you’re going to be here, 
after my shift?” he asked her. 
  
Carrie stood up as he did, and she put her arms around him. She 
hugged him fiercely, not speaking. Chris responded to her, putting 
his arms around her. He rested his cheek on top of her head, and 
they just stood that way. Crys took that opportunity to move to them 
and she put her arms around both of them, as best she could. 
  
The three of them stayed like that for several moments, then Chris 
cleared his throat.  
  
“I better move it,” he said. He leaned down and gave Crys a peck on 
the lips, then did the same to Carrie. 
  
“Honey bear, both of us will be here when you’re done tonight. Don’t 
even think of not showing up!” Crys told him with a smile. 



  
Carrie said, ”I know you’ll need to unwind, Cuz.” 
  
Chris just looked at them. 
   
“I dig you chicks, but duty calls!” he said, and laughed. They both 
stepped back as he moved around the table to exit the room. Before 
he went two steps I was up on my feet with my hand out to him. I was 
between him and the way out, so he had to stop and look at me. 
  
“You’re an excellent chef, roomie,” I said, “ and that owner will prove 
it by hiring you today.” 
  
Chris took my hand, but he pulled on it, yanking me forward into his 
arms. I was mildly surprised, but went with it, hugging him up a good 
one. We stood like that for several seconds, and then he let me go and 
walked around me to Carrie’s front door. 
  
“Roomie,” I said. 
  
He stopped at the door, one foot already through it, and looked back 
at me. 
  
“You’re the best,” I said. 
  
He smiled. 
  
“I’ll try to keep that in mind when he starts talking about money!” he 
said, and then laughed uproariously as he walked on, the door 
slamming behind him. 
  
(“If you see me walking down the line 
     With my favorite honky tonk in mind. 
        Well I’ll be here about suppertime 
          With my can of dinner and a bunch of fine 
            Beer drinkers and hell raisers”) 
  
Only then did I realize: I still had no idea which restaurant Chris was 
going to! 
  



I musta been distracted. 
  
I turned back to look at my two loves. 
  
Where had my life gotten to that I even had such thoughts? I had 
gone so long without anyone. 
  
Now there are two? 
  
Well. 
  
Someone has been walking on the moon, right? 
  
Well, then.  
  
I wasn’t the first to be in love with two, was I? 
  
I didn’t think so. 
  
These were the thoughts that flashed through what was left of my 
mind as I gazed upon two very beautiful and happy ladies. Both of 
who were looking at me with fond affection. 
  
“Well, Chef-Boy,” Crys said, “looks like its just we three left to carry 
on.” She smirked at me. She and Carrie had their arms round one 
another’s shoulders. They were wearing long t-shirts. 
  
They looked so sexy. At this moment, both of them were shining 
brightly at the headlights, as my Uncle John liked to say. Color wise, 
they were a study in contrasts. Red, Black, White, and Dark. 
  
Man. 
  
This must be Heaven! 
  
I held my arms out toward them. 
  
(“Oooh Baby,  
     I needed the shelter of someone’s arms 
        And there you were. 



           I needed someone  
             To understand my ups and downs. 
                And there you were.”) 
  
Both of them came to me and wrapped me in their arms. One was on 
either side of me. Crys was much taller than Carrie, and she had her 
arms on Carrie’s Shoulders. I wrapped each of them in an arm and 
we stayed like that for several minutes. 
  
My eyes were closed. I was floating. I could not remember feeling this 
quiet and being so at peace since childhood. 
  
Crys moved first. She let us go, and stepped over to the counter. She 
started cleaning up the breakfast things. I looked at Carrie and she 
was looking up at me. I smiled and moved us toward Crys. We 
separated and pitched in with the task at hand. In no time, it was 
done. 
  
I grabbed a banana from Carrie’s counter, peeled it and ate it in two 
bites. Carrie watched this with amusement. Crys caught all of this 
and said, “Oh, Carrie, you haven’t really had a chance to see Chef-Boy 
really go at it, have you?”  Crys chuckled, and she turned to me and 
said, “Arthur, you need to take this baby to the all-you-can-eat 
sometime! Let her see what a real professional does with an 
opportunity!”  
  
This caused Carrie to join in with the laughter. I maintained my 
aplomb. After all, I was among loved ones. A little teasing wouldn’t 
hurt me. Make me blush, maybe. But it wouldn’t hurt. 
  
I dropped the peel in the trash as the ladies made their way out of the 
kitchen. They walked out to the living room and plopped themselves 
down on the couch. I was right behind them, watching the show. I 
was entranced by the play of fabric on flesh as their t-shirts moved in 
time to the flexing of their behinds. 
  
What a marvelous show. 
  



Carrie could tell what I’d been watching as she came to rest on the 
couch. She smiled at me, and patted the cushion between she and 
Crys. 
  
I can take a hint. 
  
I put myself between them, and they molded themselves to me. 
  
Carrie said, “I want to stay like this until tomorrow.” 
  
Crys answered, “Mmmm, yeah. Perfect. Lets do it.” 
  
I knew that it was either time to get to the pool, or, officially declare 
this an ‘off’ day.  
  
My loves made up my mind for me. 
  
Carrie ran her hand down my front, slowly caressing my stomach. 
Her hand was edging closer and closer to my crotch. Finally, it made 
it there, and she very gently rubbed her hand over my cock. As soon 
as she grasped it, Crys added her hand to the fray. 
  
“Oh my, Chef-Boy! You are just full of surprises!” Crys said. 
  
I was just starting to think of what surprises I should plan for the 
remainder of this morning.... 
  
 
Chapter 13 
  
  
(“And my balls are always bouncing 
   And my Ballroom always full 
      And everybody comes and comes again! 
         If your name is on the Guest List 
           No one can take you higher. 
              Everybody says I’ve got 
                 Great Balls Of Fire! ”) 
  



Without question, life had changed. I had only known my Aphrodite 
for three days  
and nothing was the same. Perhaps the most astonishing change was 
my  
relationship with Crys. 
  
Looking back on it, I can see it would need more than a week for me 
to fully  
integrate these changes into my day-to-day thought patterns. 
  
As for my thought pattern that Saturday morning... 
  
With two hands belonging to two ladies on my cock, a feeling of deja 
vu  
overwhelmed me. Only this time I was not at all confused. 
  
“My darlings,” I said, “please explain last night to me.” 
  
Both of them ignored me. Crys simply smiled and started to lick my 
nipple with  
the widest part of her tongue. 
  
I am all done when a woman does that; I swear, I must be at least as 
sensitive  
in my nips as most of the women I’d bedded. The feeling rarely fails 
to produce a hard on. 
  
It was doing all of that now! 
  
Not that it was needed to accomplish that: Carrie had pulled my 
shorts aside and  
was licking the head of my favorite toy. 
  
I was being double-teamed. 
  
“Please?” I whined. 
  
Crys giggled, and Carrie said, “You just got lucky, Arthur. Your time 
has come  



to be gifted and blessed.” She punctuated her words with a lick on my 
cock.  
“Besides, “ she said, “us girls don’t feel like talking right now. We can 
do  
that later!” And she put her mouth on my cock and sucked me all the 
way into her  
throat.  
  
I gasped and clutched at Crys’ head because she was now sucking 
hard on my nipple. With my other hand, I caressed Carrie’s face 
while she did an excellent  
impersonation of a Hoover on my tool. 
  
“Yeah...” I grunted, “Later. Talk. Ohhhhh....!” 
  
It was all I could do to not pump hard into Carrie’s mouth. Crys 
continued  
sucking on my nipple and now had my other nipple held firmly 
between her thumb and first finger. I could feel shocks traveling from 
my chest to my rod and I  
could tell I would come very soon. Carrie was sucking and playing 
with my balls.  
  
What sent me over was when Carrie put a finger up against my 
asshole.  
  
I went. 
  
I arrived. 
  
I came like a herd of turtles. It started way back in my ass and 
seemed to take  
a year to get to the end of my dick. I yelled and put my arms around 
Crys,  
crushing her to me while Carrie kept the pressure on my cock. I don’t 
really  
know how I could have had so much come left in me; it had been 
some kind of busy morning, to say nothing of the night before. 
Regardless, I knew it was not good to question such blessings. Better 
to just accept them and give thanks. 



  
Which I did! Deep in my mind I thanked God for bringing me to this 
day and  
providing all that was in it. 
  
This attitude of humility would later prove to be invaluable during 
‘adjustment  
protocols’ between my loves and me. 
  
As for this latest version of Blow Job Of The Century: I was wiped out. 
I could  
only sit there groaning, holding Crys tight to my chest. Carrie nursed 
my cock  
back to its deflated state, then with a pop she let it go and got up on 
the  
couch with Crys and I. She snuggled up on my free side and put her 
arms around  
Crys and me. 
  
 “Is it time to swim, Arthur?” Carrie asked me. I could hear the 
mischief in her  
voice and suspected she was teasing me. 
  
Which was okay with me. 
  
“No swim. Too tired. Day off. Extra laps tomorrow,” I said. I could 
feel my  
Aphrodite quietly giggling into my ribs.  
  
She kissed me on my nipple and said, “Do you need a nap, ‘Chef-
Boy’?” She said  
this with a laugh. “Are you too pooped to pop?” 
  
Crys giggled at that. “I’ve never seen Chef-Boy too tired to do 
anything, Sugar.  
Maybe he’s just had the energy sucked out of him.” This set them 
both off into  
further giggling. 
  



I decided I’d better do something to restore my energy. I put one 
hand on each  
of their heads and said, “A nap sounds like just the thing. I’m all 
done.” 
  
Each of them sat back on the couch, taking my hand in theirs as they 
moved. Crys held my hand in her lap. Carrie put my hand on her 
heart. 
  
“I think we can think of something to do while you get some rest, 
Arthur” said  
Crys. I turned my eyes to hers when she spoke and I could plainly see 
the love  
she had for me shining out of them. 
  
Carrie stood up, holding my hand. “C’mon, Chef-Boy!” she said, 
pulling on me.  
“Crys, do you mind if I adopt your name for him? I just love it, it is so  
apropos!” Carrie laughed when she said this, and Crys answered her, 
“Sure Sugar,  
you go right ahead.” Crys mimicked Carrie by standing, only now she 
pulled in  
earnest to get me to stand. 
  
Crys turned to Carrie and said, “We sure have shared him, Sugar, and 
we can  
certainly share that!” She and Carrie cracked up at that, but they now 
pulled  
harder, each of them placing a foot against the couch while they 
pulled. I was  
impressed at just how strong my lovers were. They actually did pull 
me to my  
feet. 
  
Once I was up, they both put arms around me and led me toward 
Carries room. We  
went straight to the bed, where I promptly fell onto the bed and the 
last thing  
I remember is two sets of lips kissing me all around my face and 
neck... 



  
(“Come to me for service  
     Every hundred miles.  
      Baby, let me check your points, 
       Fix your overdrive.  
        Talkin' 'bout love.  
          Talkin' 'bout love. 
            Talkin' 'bout...”) 
  
  
Gosh, the dreams a fella has after his world gets turned on its head. I 
mean,  
doesn’t every guy wind up one day with two gorgeous women wantin’ 
his body and lovin’ him up?  
  
Please forgive my rhetoric, as my cousin Dave likes to say. 
  
I think I slept for just less than two hours that morning. I don’t 
usually have  
dreams during such a short cycle, but I sure did that time. Most of 
what I  
remember are just chaotic jumbles of activity involving me, my loves, 
and Chris.  
Some of it was about work. Some of it was about stuff that happened 
to me as a  
kid. 
  
I well remember the part where both of my loves were holding me 
and kissing me. 
  
Amazing how I dreamed that and it came true! I awoke to exactly 
that: Crys and  
Carrie were gently kissing me on my face, murmuring softly, “Arthur, 
Arthur” and  
lightly rubbing my chest and arms. I came awake quickly, and turned 
first to  
Carrie and then Crys with a smile and a kiss. 
  
“If this is all a dream can it go on for another ten years before I really 
hafta  



wake up?” I asked. “I promise, I’ll wake up real good then!” I said, 
chuckling.  
I placed an arm around each of them and pulled them to me. 
  
They came willingly to my side and snuggled without speaking for 
several  
minutes. 
  
Carrie spoke first. “Arthur, its almost one o’clock. I know you need to 
work  
tonight and I know you’ll want some time to relax before you get 
ready and go.”  
She lightly rubbed my arm as she spoke. “Crys and I are going to just 
hang  
around here for the rest of the day. We want to keep you company 
until you go.” 
  
Crys said, “Yep. And, we owe you some talk, if I remember rightly.”  
  
I guess I wasn’t entirely awake. Talk? What talk? I applied that there  
suuu-perior intelligence my High School Principal had stated I was 
the proud  
possessor of and came up with a clever response. 
  
“Uh.. Talk?” I asked. 
  
Both ladies giggled. Carrie said, “Talk, Chef-Boy. You wanted us to 
tell you  
about last night, right?” She looked up at me from where her head 
was resting on  
my chest. Her eyes were so beautifully brown...”Arthur, last night 
was my second  
house warming party!”  She patted my tummy and said, “And we had 
a great party!” 
  
With that, she and Crys were giggling. 
  
“Uh huh”, I said. “And both of you ladies... didn’t you just meet for 
the first  



time yesterday?” I asked her. Well, actually, that question was meant 
for each  
of them. 
  
Crys answered, “Yes Sugar, yesterday was the first time. But it wasn’t 
our first  
time with love at first sight!” She was looking at me with soft eyes. 
“We found  
out last night that both of us have had that happen to us before.” Crys 
was  
looking up at me from one side, Carrie from the other. They were 
resting their  
chins on their hands on my chest. This was a very unusual situation 
for me: I’d  
never before had this arrangement of lovers. 
  
Hell. 
  
I’d never before had LOVERS in bed with me! 
  
You know: like, plural. 
  
Very odd. 
  
Very NICE. 
  
Very.... uh, what? 
  
Love at first sight? 
  
“Uhhh... Love at first sight?”  I offered my brilliant request. 
  
There is something so special about the way a woman who loves you 
looks at you  
when she is laughing at you. And here it was two of them were doing 
it at the  
same time. 
  
Makes me all tingly inside! lol! 
  



“Oh, Sugar!” Crys said between her chuckles, “Don’t be so surprised! 
It happens all the time, you know.” 
  
I looked at Carrie. She looked at me and put her hand up to my cheek. 
“It  
happened to me two days ago, Arthur. You watched it happen.” 
  
Right. 
  
Two days ago. 
  
I met her two days ago. 
  
Oh! Right! 
  
“It happened to me, too”, I said to Carrie.  
  
Her face got all scrunched up like and she pushed herself up to me to 
kiss me  
lightly on my lips, which I returned. 
  
“Oh, Arthur, you say the nicest things”, she said, as she slid back to 
her  
previous position. “You watched it happen again, Arthur. Just 
yesterday”, she  
said. She looked over at Crys and said to her, “I would not have 
known what it  
was if it hadn’t been for what happened between me and Arthur the 
day before.”  
  
Crys pushed herself up and over me to kiss Carrie. Their lips met and 
they  
kissed softly and passionately for several seconds. Then their lips 
parted and  
they went back to their previous positions. 
  
Crys said to Carrie, “I knew it as soon as we said goodbye to the 
boys.” She  
looked up at me. “Yesterday was the second time I fell in love at first 
sight,  



Sugar. The first time was a few years ago. I even remember the day 
and date.  
It’s easy to remember because I met Chris on the same day.”  With 
that, she just laid there quietly, smiling at me. 
  
It’s obvious to me now (not then!): she was not going to just spell it 
out for  
me. I would have to think it through. So I did. 
  
I remembered the day she met Chris; he and I had started working at 
that place  
on the same day, and Crys met us her first day back to work, which 
was a Tuesday night. But I couldn’t think of whom else she met for 
the first time that day..... 
  
Yikes. 
  
“I don’t... uh, you were...” I could not string more than two words 
together. 
  
Crys was sparkling at me. She turned to Carrie, who looked at her 
and they  
sparkled at each other. 
  
They both turned to sparkle at me. 
  
“But – we were the only new guys that day...!” I said. 
  
I got it. 
  
Fully. 
  
Even though she had declared her love for me the night before and 
this morning,  
somehow I had not put two and two together. 
  
Oh yeah, I can prove I is a Jeeen-E-us! lol 
  
I imagine I looked like I’d been pole-axed. 
  



The ladies were just giggling and sparkling at me. 
  
The enormity of what I had missed for all these years hit me very 
hard. I could  
feel my eyes sparkling, too. There were even some sparkles running 
out of them  
and down the sides of my face. 
  
“Oh Arthur, no, Sweetheart, no, it’s only good, Darling” Crys said as 
she  
crawled up to me and punctuated her words with kisses on my face 
and lips. “I  
never let on because I was mixed up with that creep, and then I 
learned that you  
were with that gal from Boca.” She kissed me again. “Our time just 
never  
happened, Sugar.”  
  
She looked at Carrie, who had come up to kiss me as well. “Until we 
both got  
blessed by the same Angel”, she said, and she and Carrie kissed again. 
  
My hands found their way to two marvelous Asses. Both of my lovers 
sighed as they deepened their kiss. Their hands were entwined on my 
chest as they pressed their faces to one another. I held both cheeks as 
they slowly let their kiss go. 
  
They turned to look at me. The love in their eyes was palpable. 
  
With a very tight throat, I said, “This is the very best moment of my 
life.”  
They looked at one another, then they both kissed me on the lips, all 
three of  
us sharing the same kiss. It was strange for a moment, and then it 
just seemed  
like the natural thing to do. 
  
Of course, I still held onto those remarkable cheeks! lol 
  



Carrie pulled away first. She gently caressed the back of Crys’ head 
and waited  
for her to pull away. She asked me, “Arthur, what do you need to do 
to get ready for work?” 
  
I hadn’t given any thought to work. I didn’t even know what time it 
was. I looked over at the clock on her nightstand and saw that it was 
after 1:30pm. I knew I’d better get a move on to be early for what 
should be our biggest night  this month. Because so many snowbirds 
would be departing next week, we were sure to get slammed. We 
could even go over 220! 
  
“I guess it would be best for me to get a move on, Carrie,” I replied. “I 
need to be early tonight because Chef is still on Vacation.” 
  
Only then did I realize I still had their butts in my hand because Crys 
started wiggling hers. “Sugar,” she said, “I am looking forward to 
seeing you right back here when you are through! Don’t even worry 
about bringing anything from the grocery, that will only waste time!”  
  
Carrie giggled at that. “Yep,” she said, “Just come on over as soon as 
you can,  
Chef-Boy. We’ll be ready for you!” 
  
I was very reluctant to let them go, but duty called! 
  
They gave me another scorching three-way kiss and lifted themselves 
up and off  
the bed. I slowly rolled over and off, looking for my shirt and shoes. 
  
My loves helped me get together and we walked out to the front door. 
We embraced again, not having said a word since I sat up, and kissed 
three-way goodbye. 
  
I remember work that night, but only because of how eager I was to 
get  
everything done and keep moving. In the kitchen, it is possible to just 
forget  
about what time it is and come to the end of a shift not really paying 
much  



attention to the significance of the hour. We do watch time carefully, 
but it is  
in the service of making sure our work is our best. 
  
It seemed as though I had just walked into the place when I was 
closing up and  
saying goodnight to the stewards. We had gotten slammed and 
finished with 235  
covers, which is just rocking for a kitchen like ours. I had bought a 
round of  
beer/soda for the crew because they had absolutely kicked ass. We 
would enjoy a  
great deal of return business next winter because of the excellent 
stuff we set  
in front of all those snowbirds. 
  
(“Here comes old Rose. 
    She’s lookin’ mighty fine. 
     Here comes hot Nancy, 
      She’ steppin’ right on time! 
       Here go the streetlights, 
        Bringin’ on the night. 
         Here come the Mayor, 
           Face is hidden from the light.”) 
  
Pickup truck. 
  
Sunrise Boulevard. 
  
Shower. 
  
Run ALL the way to Carries door! lol 
  
 I knocked on her door and heard shrieks and squeals from the other 
side, along  
with thudding footsteps toward the door.  
  
The door opened and I immediately knew just what the Pearly Gates 
must have on  
the other side. 



  
Both of my loves were standing there completely nude. 
  
No clothes. 
  
My heart skipped several beats. They looked like they had just sprung 
into  
being, fresh as daisies. Their hair was down around their shoulders 
and they  
were standing there holding hands, smiling a mile wide at me. 
  
At ME!  
  
Praise God!  
  
Hallelu YAH! 
  
What a vision. 
  
“Well, Chef-Boy! You gonna just stand there a gawkin’ or are you 
gonna get in  
here and give us a kiss?” Crys asked. “We can’t stand like this all 
night,  
Sugar; some of the neighbors might think we are advertisin’!” With 
this, she and  
Carrie both cracked up.  
  
They each reached out to grab a hand. 
  
I had simply gone into freeze-frame at the sight of them. 
  
I responded by allowing myself to be pulled inside. Carrie pushed the 
door  
closed as Crys wrapped me in her arms. Carrie joined her and they 
planted one on  
me. 
  
It is a strange phenomenon, what happens to a man when he is 
immersed in a lover. Time seems to go into stasis; if there was 
anything of import pending, it  



just goes away. Private, inner thoughts and dialogue-they all just 
recede to the  
gray, dim areas of the mind, and all that is left is the knowing of the 
moment  
and the remarkable pleasure therein. Being with both of my loves 
seemed to  
compound the effect well beyond the point that two would seem 
accountable for. 
  
Yikes! 
  
I sure do hope I ain’t gettin’ too wordy here or something! lol!  
  
I just wanna share how completely lost I was in the arms of these 
extraordinary  
creatures who called themselves my lovers. 
  
Carrie pulled away first. “Okay, Chef-Boy. Lets get with the program 
and get our  
matching outfits on,” she said. She pulled upwards on my shirt as 
Crys seconded  
the motion. “Yeah, Sugar,” Crys, said, “lets all be bookends!” Both of 
them  
cackled at this. Carrie had my shirt up and over my head while Crys 
was pulling  
my shorts down to my ankles. I stepped out of my shorts, reaching 
out to steady  
myself on Carrie’s shoulder. 
  
“These shoes gotta go, Sugar!” Crys said as she pulled off one and 
then the  
other. “There,” she said, standing back up and embracing me again, 
“now we’re a  
matching set!” 
  
I smirked at both of them. “There is no way,” I said, “that I am even a 
little  
bit as good lookin’ as you two. Matching set my ass!” I chuckled as I 
drew them  



both into a tight hug. “I’m just amazed that we are even here, 
together,” I said. 
  
  
They looked at each other, then looked up at me. 
  
Their smiles were a mile wide. 
  
“Me and Angel are agreed, Sugar. You look better than a month ‘o 
Sundays to us,” Crys said, “and we have seen a thing or two, you 
know.” 
  
I was blushing, I could tell. My face was hot and I could feel my blood 
rushing in my ears. 
  
I felt a hand on my cock and realized my blood had been rushing 
there as well. 
  
Crys looked down and saw Carrie’s hand on my cock. My hard cock. 
Very hard. 
  
“Ahem! Shouldn’t we offer our guest a beverage before we get down 
to business,  
Angel?” Crys asked Carrie. “Lets remember to show proper 
hospitality, Dear. After all,” she said, letting a sly smile overtake her 
countenance, “he’ll do  
much better work if we keep him well fed and watered!” Both of them 
giggled at  
this and Carrie moved her hand to my cheek. 
  
Oh, well. 
  
At least she was still touching me! lol 
  
“Arthur,” Carrie asked, “Can I get you anything? We went out this 
afternoon and  
got some supplies. I have Perrier if you like?” Their arms were still 
around me,  
so I looked at both of them and said, “I’d love some.” As I said it, I 
grabbed a  



cheek in each hand, leering at them as I gently squeezed their fine 
flesh. 
  
Crys moaned as she returned the favor. Carrie grabbed my other 
cheek and they  
both pressed their faces into my chest, wrapping their other arms 
around one  
another. I had to reach to get Carrie’s derriere because she was 
shorter than  
Crys. Even so, it was a very comfortable configuration. 
  
Carrie sighed. “Okay, let me go lover,” she said, “and I’ll get you a 
cold one.” 
  
Crys kissed my nipple and said, “I’ll help her, Sugar. You should go 
sit down  
and relax. I’m sure your night was long and it’s sure to get longer!” 
They both  
giggled at this and went to the kitchen. I took Crys’ advice and went 
to sit on  
the couch. 
  
Of course, I sat in the center of the couch. 
  
Why assume less than the best?  
  
As they came toward me from the kitchen, I wondered at how 
beautiful they were.  
They seemed to stroll into the room, taking their time and keeping 
pace with  
each other. Somewhere in my mind I knew that they had only met 
the day before, yet it seemed that they had been friends forever. It 
was in the way that they  
shared their space, not seeming to keep themselves apart but instead 
I perceived  
them to be almost twins. 
  
Very weird. 
  
But nice! 



  
VERY nice! lol 
  
Carrie handed me my water and sat on my right. Crys had two 
glasses in her hand. It appeared to be wine that half-filled each of 
them. She handed one to Carrie and sat on my left. I waited until they 
were both settled and raised my bottle up in front of me. 
  
They both saw this and smiled. Crys said, “Yes, Sugar?” 
  
I looked at her, then turned to look at Carrie. I said, “There comes a 
time in a  
man’s life when he is so overwhelmed by events and circumstance 
that he comes to himself in abrupt realization.” I paused here for 
dramatic effect. (lol) “The  
two of you have me completely bothered, bewildered, and bewitched. 
I do believe  
I am thoroughly out of my depth!” I delivered these words carefully, 
while I  
gently turned to each and softly touched my bottle to their glasses. 
  
“Furthermore,” I said, “I think I don’t care if I ever come to 
understand the events of these past few days. For now, I just thank 
God that I am here with you.” 
  
“Oh Sugar, “Crys said, “I’ll sure drink to that!” 
  
“Same here, Chef-Boy!” Carrie offered. 
  
We each took a drink from our beverages and set them down. I sat 
back on the  
couch, and once again I found myself with two goddesses snuggled 
against me. 
  
“I need to tell you,” I said, as I held them tight. “I love you both.” 
  
They looked up at me and suddenly we were kissing.  
  
They sure do move fast! lol 
  



Pulling away from me, Crys said, “Oh, Sugar. You are a dream come 
true.” She  
looked at Carrie. “Angel, you are another.” She leaned over and they 
brushed lips.  
  
Carrie pulled back from her and said, “This is just as much my dream, 
Darling.”  
She looked up at me. “And the same goes for you, Arthur.” Carrie 
looked back at Crys, and then locked eyes with me. She said, “I would 
be content to live the  
rest of my life just like we are, here, right now.”      
  
Crys murmured, “Oh, Angel” and pulled Carrie into a kiss. It was a 
very hot  
kiss. I joined it and we continued like that for long enough that I 
found it hard to breathe. 
  
(“It’s been a long, long time, 
    Since I’ve got you on my mind. 
     And now you are here. 
      I say, it’s so clear.”) 
  
We stayed like that for several minutes. Each of us would pull away 
just long  
enough to take a deep breath and then join back in the kiss. 
  
Crys pulled away, took a deep breath, and then said, “Angel, lets take 
our man  
to bed!”  
  
Carrie pulled back from me and stood up. “Yes, Darling,” she replied 
to Crys,  
“Lets do just that.” 
  
Crys stood up and each of them grabbed a hand.  
  
They were practiced at this now! lol 
  
I came off the couch and they led me by the hands to Carries room. 
We walked  



through the door in single file, Crys leading the way. I could not get 
my eyes  
off her ass; giggling behind me told me that Carrie new exactly what I 
was  
paying attention to. I turned to her as we arrived bedside and said, “I 
am a  
confirmed ass-a-holic.” 
  
Crys put her arms around me, and so did Carrie. 
  
“Sugar, you can look all you want,” said Crys, “but I like it more when 
you touch!” She and Carrie giggled at that. In response, I reached 
down and grabbed  
both of them. 
  
Right move! lol 
  
We went right back into a three way kiss. Each of them had one of my 
cheeks and  
each other’s, all round. 
  
We were having a happy, horny little ass fest! I was so amazed at our 
behavior,  
but even more amazed at how hard my dick was. Especially seeing as 
how it was  
sticking out between the two of them, and they were pressed up 
against it.  
Carries tummy was massaging one side of my cock, while the other 
side was  
rubbing delightfully against Crys’ hip. 
  
Crys broke away. She moved onto the center of the bed and put her 
arms out to  
us. Carrie and I stopped kissing to watch this, and we moved to join 
her. Carrie  
crawled into her arms, and I walked over to them on my knees. I put 
my arms  
around them as they kissed. Carrie looked up at me and said, “Arthur, 
can I get on top?” I just smiled in reply, and lay down on my back. 
Carrie smiled back and  



promptly mounted me while Crys held her in a kiss. 
  
Carrie slid down on me. She was hot, wet, and smooth. Her hips 
moved in circles.  
I felt her clit grinding against my pubic bone. She was moaning into 
Crys’ mouth  
while her hands played with Crys’ breasts.  
  
It was so hot to watch them going at one another. When Crys’ hand 
went to  
Carries pussy, I remembered one of my most favorite flesh magazine 
pictures: one guy, two women, one on his dick and one on his face. 
  
I wanted some of that! lol 
  
I put my hand on Crys’ calf and gently pulled at it, trying to give her a  
message without speaking. Crys caught on immediately, bless her 
heart! She  
carefully maneuvered herself over my chest, and then slowly backed 
her bottom  
toward me until her pussy was nestled against my lips. 
  
As soon as I could I had my tongue on her lips. I could taste her 
sweet tang and  
it intoxicated me. I ran my tongue from one end of her slit to the 
other and  
back again, over and over. Carrie was still doing circles on me, but I 
have no  
idea what they may have been doing to each other.  
  
I was kinda busy with other things. 
  
Crys was moving with me, trying to keep up with where my tongue 
would go next. I  
could tell she wanted me to put it on her clit and leave it there, but 
where’s  
the fun in that? lol 
  
I wanted to get her to come like a Thunderstorm! 
  



After I felt like she was worked up enough, I kept my tongue on her 
clit and  
stiffened it as much as possible. She continued to saw against it, 
making her  
clit bounce over it again and again. 
  
I knew when she came because she flooded my face. I loved it! I 
didn’t exactly  
have to drink to survive... but I drank anyway! Crys slowed down to 
just barely  
moving left to right across my tongue. I tested her clit to see if it 
would take  
anymore, but as soon as I pushed hard against it she moved away.  
  
All this time Carrie was slowly fucking me. Her pussy was getting 
tighter and  
tighter. As Crys slowed down, Carrie sped up. I could tell she was 
about to come  
because her pussy got wetter and impossibly tighter. She was now 
just moving in  
a circle with no up and down at all. 
  
I kissed Crys on her lips and patted the back of her thigh. She read 
me right  
and moved toward Carrie a bit, sitting on my chest. Now I could tell 
that the  
two of them were joined at the mouth and playing with each other’s 
nipples. 
  
Carrie started yelling into Crys’ mouth, and ground down on me like 
a mortar on  
a pestle. 
  
I was loving it! 
  
I was coming! 
  
My load came out of the chute like a prize bull: hot, mean, and 
lookin’ for the door. I yelled right along with Carrie as my orgasm 
ripped through me. When I  



bothered to notice anything at all, I could look straight ahead and see 
a most  
marvelously gorgeous ass. As I came down from the stars, I leaned up 
and kissed that ass as lovingly as I knew how. 
  
By that time, Carrie and Crys were just holding onto each other and 
breathing  
hard. Crys was getting tired, I could tell because she had all of her 
weight on  
my chest. I am in great shape, but that is a load to carry for that long. 
I  
tapped her again on both of her thighs, and she carefully lifted off of 
me,  
spinning on the bed to lie next to me. I put my arm around her and 
Carrie laid  
out flat on top of me before she rolled off to my other arm. 
  
(“Fill my heart with song 
   And let me sing forever more. 
    You are all I long for, 
      All I worship, and adore.”) 
  
I was in a zone. I was only aware of them and our closeness; I had 
nothing in my  
mind but the feel of them, the smell of them, the warmth of them. 
Each of them  
had an arm over my chest, grasping each other’s arms. 
  
Carrie was nuzzling my chest. Crys was holding us tight. 
  
I drifted off.... 
  
  
Chapter 14 
 
 
(“The very thought of you 

And I forget to do 
  The little ordinary things  
     That everyone ought to do...”) 



 
I was standing well above the Inlet; there were at least forty-five feet 
between the water and me. The tide was forcing the water through 
the cut with authority. The Inlet was not all that big, maybe one 
square-mile. The great thing about it was the small fresh water river 
that ran into the back of it. This river was only twenty feet across 
where it met the sea and the inlet had been carved out of the rocky 
land over many thousands of years. Due to the nature of the Tidal 
flow at this latitude, the natural effect of running water was 
massively compounded by the eroding effect of ocean water being 
pounded into and sucked back out of what must have at the outset 
been just a simple tiny flow of fresh water down to the beach. 
 
I stood high up on a rocky ledge above the cut. My line was racing 
across the choppy water as the three-foot plus Striper pulled against 
the reel’s drag. I was running seventeen-pound test line and had the 
drag set around twelve or thirteen. 
 
This bruiser was gonna run for a bit. Fish of this size always require 
steady nerves on the part of the angler; just a small mistake would 
leave my lovely lure in old lineside’s mouth. And I would be stripping 
off over-stretched useless line from my spool. 
 
I had been fighting him for just a minute. I could feel every one of my 
muscles singing the sweet song of FISH ON! 
 
All the universe narrowed down to the connection between us: every 
movement on my part was purposeful and intended to accomplish 
only one thing. 
 
FISH FRY! lol 
 
 
I was tracking to my left as I followed the fish up into the Inlet. He 
was moving toward shallow water and I knew I needed to follow as 
quickly as possible to maintain the proper pressure on him. All I 
needed to do was keep him fighting against the drag and stay in the 
small bay. 
 



If he took off for the cut and the ocean beyond I would not yet be able 
to turn him back because he was still too new to the hook. 
 
I got lucky. 
 
He took to the air, instead! 
 
There is something majestic and mystical about fish that will go 
skyward to escape capture. This fish was all of that. 
 
He was a coruscation of silver and white and black and fins and tail 
and mouth and eyes. 
 
I thrilled to see such a magnificent animal attached to me by such a 
tenuous thread. 
 
He leapt again and again. Each time he returned to the water it was 
only to yet again go aloft. 
 
I could feel my blood singing in delight.  
 
I could not imagine a better feeling... 
 
Except, perhaps.... 
 
(“Arthur, Sweetheart”) 
 
Fish On! 
 
(“Chef-Boy!”) 
 
Such a beautiful brute, so bright, so powerful... 
 
(“Oh, Angel! He’s in outer space!”) 
 
Hey! Where’d the water go?! 
 
(“I think he’s coming to”)  
 
Huh? 



 
“Arthur?” 
 
Gone in a flash! Damn! I lose more fish that way! lol 
 
“Hah! I see his eye crackin’ open, Angel. He’s in there! Arthur! Sugar, 
its mornin’!” 
 
“Uhhn... hi,” I mumbled. 
 
Wasn’t I just by the water...? Lol 
 
I carefully opened both eyes. Carrie was lying next to me on one side 
and Crys sat on the other. I reached out a hand to each of them. 
Carrie captured one against her breast. Crys grasped the other tightly. 
 
Both of them had that look in their eye. 
 
That look of ‘what is your problem’! lol 
 
“Man! Whatta fish!” I mumbled. 
 
Carrie giggled while Crys leaned over and down to give me a kiss. 
Carrie stretched toward me to deliver a kiss at the same moment. 
Three sets of lips met as one. 
 
We held the kiss for a few moments. 
 
“Sugar,” Crys said, “what are you talkin’ about?” She lightly ran her 
palm over my cheek. “There ain’t no fish here Chef-Boy.” 
 
Carrie chuckled softly as she asked me, “Arthur, were you dreaming 
again?” 
 
I closed my eyes as I drew breath to answer. 
 
“Mmmmm...”, I said. “I think it was more a Vision From God. I was 
tied onto a magnificent Striper on the Coast of Maine. I was chasing 
him and he was leaping again and again. I was sure I was gonna have 
some real fresh fish...”  



 
Both of my loves lay down at my side as I told them of my dream. 
 
“The Bay was so beautiful and the water was so blue. Everything was 
working just like it should except the fish was leaping and leaping. 
He was so big!” I said, putting an arm around each of them. 
 
“Dreams have meaning and purpose, Arthur” Carrie said. “It sounds 
like you were having a wonderful time with that fish.” 
 
Crys said, “Oh, Angel! Don’t get him going about fish!” I could not 
help but laugh at that. Crys continued, “He’ll talk your ears clean off 
about fishin’ if you let him!” Crys pushed herself up to an elbow as 
she reached across me to hold Carrie’s hand. 
 
“Angel,” Crys said, “I’m sure we can get him talking about something 
else?” She gave Carrie a look as she said this. 
 
Carrie returned her look. 
 
I just lay there smiling, watching the interplay between them. They 
each looked freshly showered and combed. I wondered just how long 
I must have slept, as I took in how awake and alert they seemed to be. 
It seemed to me that they must have been up for some time. 
 
Time. 
 
What time? 
 
What DAY? 
 
I heard my stomach growl. My loves heard it as well and they both 
giggled at me. 
 
“Angel, we better get this boy into the kitchen before he expires from 
hunger!” Crys said. “He’s due for another busy day!” 
 
Carrie rolled away from me and got to her feet as Crys started 
pushing me toward the side of the bed just vacated. I grinned hugely 
and simply went with the flow. 



 
“Hold up there, Cap’n,” I chuckled. “This swamper best needs hit the 
head afore makin’ his way to the galley!” As I said my piece I made 
sure to catch Carrie’s eyes and roll my own toward her bathroom. She 
immediately got the point. 
 
“Crys, we better go wait in the kitchen for our man!” Carrie smiled at 
me. “You go right ahead and take care of business, Arthur. I’m sure 
you’ll be fine on your own.” Crys added, “Yep! I’m sure you got this 
part down to a science, Sugar!” So saying they both giggled their way 
out the door and left me to my own devices. 
 
I washed my face and hands and left the head. Entering the kitchen I 
could smell something toasting. 
 
“Chef-Boy, you just sit down and let us do the cookin’!”  
 
I sat. 
 
The table had OJ and milk. I poured OJ. 
 
Crys put a plate in front of me. It was loaded with hot food. I didn’t 
question I simply fell to. 
 
“Awww, Sugar! Nuthin’ says luvin’ like a man that just starts eatin’!” 
 
Carrie giggled. 
 
“Angel, look at him. Didya ever in your life see such a eatin’ 
machine?” 
 
Carrie laughed out loud. She placed two slices of toast on my plate 
and quickly pulled her hand away with a giggle. 
 
I kept on shoveling the food into my mouth. They’d done a great job 
with eggs and cheese and some kinda spicy (pork?) type stuff or 
something and there was onions and peppers and mushrooms and 
some kind of green herb or two and it was just delicious. 
 
Hell, I could have made it it was so good. 



 
Not that I was gonna say such a thing to my beloveds. 
 
Been there, done that. Still got the T-shirt, cap and scars. 
 
Besides, it is good to entertain those you love. 
 
So I kept eating until it was gone. 
 
Coffee appeared as if by magic and both of my lovers sat with me 
quietly as I finished it. 
 
Carrie finally said, “What shall we do with our day, Arthur?”  
 
She was holding hands with Crys and they were looking intently at 
me. 
 
I felt a wave of unreality go through me. As Yogi Berra so succinctly 
put it: “Déjà Vu all over again!” It seemed as though I was still living 
in Saturday morning. I thought I might turn my head and see Chris 
come through the door to join us. 
 
Chris! 
 
He never showed up last night! 
 
I was so whacked by my reception after work last night that I forgot 
all about him and the interview. 
 
(“In this life, one thing counts, 
    In the Bank: Large Amounts! 
      I’m afraid these don’t grow on trees 
        You’ve got to pick a pocket or two!”) 
 
 
My loves were watching me. 
 
“Earth to Chef-Boy!” said Carrie. Crys simply giggled.  
 



“Ummm, what happened to Chris last night?” I asked, looking back 
and forth at each of them. “I thought he was coming back after 
work.” 
 
Carrie reached over and took my hand. “He called around ten o’clock 
and told us that he was going to spend some more time after his shift 
with the owner of that restaurant that hired him,” she said. 
 
Hired him! 
 
I grinned from ear to ear. 
 
“He got it?! He got the job?!” I asked. 
 
Crys said, “Honey, yes! He got it. I thought he would call you to let 
you know last night. When he talked to us we didn’t think about it 
and just assumed, I guess that he would let you know.” 
 
“We were so happy for him that we wanted to get him over here but 
he said he would be out very late and would want to just go on home 
and get some rest because today was gonna be a very long one for 
him,” Carrie added. “I guess I had the same thought as Crys. By the 
time you got here I was so excited to see you that everything else just 
faded.” 
 
I found it hard to sit still. “This is so cool!” I said. “He’s been working 
so hard and so long for a chance like this. This is a big dream of his!” 
 
Crys got up from her seat and came around to sit on my lap. Carrie 
did the same. Each of them took a knee and put an arm around my 
shoulder to hang on. I put an arm around each of them to hold them 
tight. 
 
“Sugar,” said Crys, “Chris is going to be much too busy to come 
round here much. Angel and me will be concentratin’ on you for the 
next little while.” 
 
Carrie leaned in and kissed my cheek while Crys spoke. She added,” 
Arthur, I feel like going for a swim.” 
 



I looked at her and saw an impish smile on her face. I turned to look 
at Crys and she wore the same look. 
 
Bookends! lol 
 
I been surrounded! 
 
“Okay,” I said,” Lets go swimming! Actually I need to get into the 
water today. I can feel a little bit of tightness around my lower back 
and my thighs. That means I need some intense work!” 
 
I said this to both of them, turning to look into their eyes as I spoke. 
 
Carrie said, “Okay. Why don’t you go get yourself to the pool and 
Crys and I will be along as soon as we can? We’ve got a few things to 
straighten up here and we’ll meet you there before long.” 
 
Crys kissed my cheek and said, “Yep. That’ll work Chef-Boy!” 
 
Both of them stood as one and moved away from me. I stood up and 
reached out for them. We hugged for a few moments and I was again 
struck by an overwhelming sense of peace and joy. I found it hard to 
let go of them, but I did. 
 
“I’ll head over to my place and get going. I should be in the water 
about thirty minutes from now,” I said. 
 
I gave Carrie a kiss that was joined by Crys and we stayed like that for 
several moments. 
 
“You two make it real hard to wanna go,” I whined. 
 
They giggled at me and pushed me toward the kitchen door. I turned 
to go through it and got dressed in Carrie’s room as fast as I could 
and hightailed it. 
 
I stopped just long enough at the kitchen door on my way out to blow 
them a noisy kiss and ran all the way to my door. As usual I was only 
just starting to breath deep as I arrived. 
 



I went inside and grabbed my suit. As I turned to grab a towel it hit 
me: Laundry! I’d forgotten about it again.  
 
I quickly grabbed a fresh towel out of my closet and put it and my 
Hawaiian shirt on my bedroom chair while I collected my bedding 
and put it together with the rest of my laundry. The whole pile fit 
neatly into a twenty pound laundry bag and that plus my laundry 
supply bag went over my shoulder. The laundry room for our 
building was only three doors down from our apartment. I regularly 
thanked God for the fact that it was the only unit in the complex with 
three extra huge floor rug-family of five type washer machines. 
 
You know the kind: two adults, three kids, a dog and all their laundry 
could fit into one of these things! Lol 
 
I slammed everything where it needed to go and stopped back into 
my apartment to change. I finished up and ran to the pool. 
 
I was still ahead of my ladies. 
 
I went straight into my workout and just as I was leaving the 
Clubhouse the ladies were coming onto the pool deck. I waved and 
executed the smoothest dive of which I am capable into the deep end. 
 
Crys and Carrie walked up to me as I took position at the corner of 
the pool. They sat down one on either side of me as I did my leg lifts.  
 
When I was done I pulled myself up and went over to my chair. I 
reached into my shirt pocket for my keys and said to the girls, “I’ve 
got to go put my laundry into the dryers. I’ll be back in five minutes. I 
love you!” 
 
They smiled and waved me on. They’d been talking a mile a minute 
while I worked in the pool and simply turned back to their 
conversation. 
 
I ran slow back to my place and got my supply bag and got the dryers 
going. Upon my return to the pool deck I found no ladies. 
 
? 



 
I looked in the Clubhouse and heard some talking coming from the 
Ladies Room. Taking a chance, I peeked in the door and could now 
clearly hear my beloveds talking. 
 
I relaxed. 
 
And went right back to the pool to complete my workout. 
 
I was not too concerned about my women; it’s just that I know only 
too well how sick some of the inhabitants of this planet can be. I’d 
grown up in a place that seemed to manufacture twisted fucks as 
easily as it did anything made of metal and plastic. 
 
(“It’s survival in the City, 
    When ya live from day to day. 
      City streets don’t have much pity. 
        When you’re down that’s where you’ll stay!”) 
 
 
So. 
 
It was very comforting to me to know that they were okay and I could 
go on swimming. 
 
Along about the halfway point of my sidestroke I saw the ladies come 
out of the Clubhouse and enter the water. Carrie started going end to 
end while Crys just played a bit in the shallows. It seemed that they 
would speak to on another from time to time but I was too intent on 
getting a real good burn to really pay attention. 
 
Just as I started my Butterflies I saw Carrie go over to Crys and stay 
with her. I really poured it on at that point. I could feel myself propel 
through the water and almost leap with every stroke. The Butterfly is 
not for every swimmer; I did it passably well and included it in my 
workout so that I might never forget how to do it properly. Of course 
it also does marvelous things for the pecs and abs! 
 



My ‘Houston, It’s A Go’ time was very relaxing and fun. The ladies 
actually played around near me as I did them and I liked that. Very 
much. 
 
As I was floating around the pool, Carrie took the opportunity to 
swim under me and just be near. A couple of times she very softly 
kicked my butt as she passed by. 
 
Did I mention that I love this lady? 
 
Good. 
 
Crys was obviously growing bored with water. She clearly wanted to 
be with us but I could tell. Swimmers just know. A person that is not 
a ‘swimmer’ is so obvious and Crys was for sure all that. 
 
So, I swam over to her and took her in my arms and kissed her. 
Carrie came over too and put her arms around us both. 
 
“I am thinking that my workouts will probably be mostly 
unattended,” I said to Crys. I turned to Carrie and said, “That goes 
for you too, I think. I don’t want you two to ever think you need to be 
here with me while I do this.” 
 
Crys answered first. “Sugar, today is special and I have enjoyed this 
but there is no doubt I couldn’t hang around day after day while you 
make like Shamu!” 
 
Carrie and I cracked up at that. I got the picture of me coming 
around the edge of the pool at high speed, sloshing hundreds of 
gallons of salty water all over the people sunning themselves. 
 
Crys chuckled. “Besides, you will always do this, Sugar, and I know 
you don’t need a Cheering Squad to get it done,” she added. 
 
Carrie kissed her on the cheek and said, “Even I only do just so much 
anymore, Crys. Arthur is very serious about this. I guess I’m only 
interested!” 
 
We just smiled at one another. 



 
I could feel the time passing so I said, “Lets get outta here before we 
turn to prunes. I need to getta move on and get back to the kitchen. 
Tomorrow we’re closed and I’ve got someone covering for me on 
Tuesday night. The sooner I get there now the better I’ll feel about 
how much time I’ll have for you two after.” 
 
Crys said, “Well, I’ve got to get to the dining room by quarter after 
five today. But I’ll be done by nine or nine thirty, I think. Should be 
slow tonight.” 
 
Crys looked at Carrie and said, “And tonight will be a good time to 
chat, I think. We’ve got a lot to discuss, Angel. Especially where old 
Chef-Boy here is concerned!” 
 
Carrie smiled. 
 
They both looked at me. 
 
I felt like a prize bull. 
 
I squeezed them tight and kissed Crys then Carrie on the forehead. 
 
“I’m outta here!” I said. 
 
We moved to the shallow end steps and climbed out. Carrie gave me 
a kiss and then Crys did the same. 
 
“I love you,” was spoken by three lips at the same time and I got back 
to my apartment as fast as I could go. 
 
After getting my laundry back to my place and leaving it in a passable 
fashion I showered and hauled ass to work. 
 
Luckily for me it was a very slow night. We did only 89. The lack of 
business gave me all the time I needed to get the next schedule up on 
the board; we go from Friday to Friday and NO one likes to think of 
coming in Tuesday without being sure what the following weeks 
schedule will need from them. 
 



As I was shutting down the last few items on my list I thought about 
Chris. I was hoping that he was really happy about what he’d 
achieved and that he would avoid working himself into the ground. 
 
As I headed west on Sunrise I thought of my ladies. 
 
My Ladies. 
 
The whole concept was still not a part of each moment for me. I had 
to make a special effort to give it any thought. 
 
My Ladies. My Lovers. My Women. 
 
Or…. 
 
Women who love me? 
 
Women who choose me? 
 
Women who want each other and me? 
 
Yeah. 
 
That ‘My’ shit could get real old, real fast. 
 
As my Mom would say, “I know where you’ll be sleeping later, dear. 
Please keep that in mind before you say anything?” 
 
Oh, no no. Mom never said that to me!  
 
Oh, no. 
 
She’d say that to my Dad! 
 
Mom sure did teach me alotta stuff even when she didn’t know she 
was teachin’!   
 
LOL 
 
I sure do love Mom…. 



 
And Dad! 
 
(“Catch a Falling Star and put it in your pocket, 
     Never let it fade away. 
       Catch a Falling Star and put it in your pocket, 
         Save it for a Rainy Day.”) 
 
 
End of Book I 
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