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Joe switched off the vacuum cleaner, the
sudden cessation of the machine’s high steady whine revealing the
bubble of boiling water, the clink of pot lids, the thump of
cabinet doors closing, the sizzle and pop of frying food as his
girlfriend Carly worked on the special dinner she was
preparing.

“How’s it going in there?” he called, winding
the vacuum’s cord around the plastic hook on its side.

“Fine,” came Carly’s voice. “Should be done
soon. I think it’s gonna turn out really good.”

He wheeled the vacuum into the closet and
shut the door. He hadn’t thought the apartment had really needed
vacuuming. Or dusting. Or mopping. Or any of the other several
dozen small chores Carly had insisted they do. They had only been
living here a week, and they had given the place a thorough
cleaning right before they moved their stuff in. But Carly, it
seemed, wanted the apartment to be spotless for their friend and
coworker Grant’s visit, which was also the reason for the bustle in
the kitchen. She had invited Grant over for dinner to repay him for
letting them borrow his van for the move.

Joe’s stomach was full of butterflies about
the impending visit. He suspected that the invitation had not been
made without ulterior motives; on and off all week he had caught
that gleam in Carly’s eyes, that bright, fevered shine that
was remarkably similar to the look she got when she was super-horny
and that usually heralded some wild, impulsive, and in most cases
sexual behavior.

Normally Carly was a quiet, friendly,
mild-mannered girl, loyal and loving in her relationship with Joe,
studious in the pursuit of her Biochemistry degree, rather
conservative in bed. But once in a blue moon that gleam would
appear, and some imp from deep within her id would seize control of
her for a while, and Joe could only hurry along helplessly after
her, his guts aflutter with a mix of apprehension and excitement as
he wondered what new mischief she would instigate.

He remembered the first time he saw that
gleam, only a couple of weeks after he and Carly started dating.
They had been in the TV lounge on the second floor of the Student
Union, sitting on a couch at the back of the lounge, whose sides
were open to the hallways on either side. There had been three or
four other people in the lounge, all of them sitting up front, only
the backs of their heads visible; plus there had been a janitor
cleaning an office across the hall to the right, the drone of his
vacuum audible through the office’s cracked door. His cleaning cart
was sitting out in the hall in full view of Carly and Joe, where he
might return for it at any moment.

Carly suddenly cast aside the newspaper she
had been leafing through and turned to Joe with a devilish smile,
her green eyes shining with a light that Joe had never seen before.
At the sight of it he tensed up a little, knowing somehow that
something very out of the ordinary was about to happen.

She threw herself against him, her large,
firm breasts pressing warmly against his upper arm, her long red
hair sliding silkily over his neck, and then she cupped his crotch
in one hand, touched her lips to his ear, and whispered, “Fuck
me.”

His heart and his cock jumped in unison.

“What, here?” he said. “Now?”

“Yep.”

His sudden, intense arousal was matched only
by an equally intense unease, and not just at the prospect of
having sex right under the noses of half a dozen strangers. It was
that gleam in Carly's eyes and the simple fact that she had
proposed the idea in the first place. It was as if his gentle,
sober girlfriend had been swapped out for some wanton, wild-eyed
doppelganger whose burning lust matched her fiery hair. This was a
side of her he had never even dreamed of.

Despite his qualms, he hadn’t raised a single
murmur of protest as she reached under her skirt and peeled off her
lemon-yellow panties, which she grinningly tucked into his jeans
pocket like some lewd calling card. Then, not even glancing around
to see if anyone was watching, she unzipped him and extracted his
rapidly hardening cock. After giving it a few quick pumps to ensure
its rigidity, she swung one leg over his waist and lowered herself
upon him. And my God, was she wet, her pussy a slick,
sopping swamp. She rode him almost violently, her teeth clenched,
her freckled face scrunched up like a paper ball, her fingers
gripping his shoulders like talons. It hadn’t taken long. She came
in less than thirty seconds and had to stifle her cries of passion
by biting the top of the cushion behind him. Her fierce, trembling
orgasm brought on his own, and he was shocked at its intensity. His
cum jetted out like water from a Super-Soaker. The thick white
streams seemed endless, pulse after pulse shooting into Carly's
pussy.

By the time she had dismounted and begun to
wipe herself off with some leftover napkins from their lunch in the
Food Court, the weird gleam had faded from her eyes, and she was
back to her usual self again. Looking around, Joe was relieved to
find everyone in the TV lounge still glued to Judge Judy, unaware
of what had just taken place behind them. The vacuum was still
droning away in the office across the hall.

The incident had left Joe reeling. He had
liked it, of course. He had liked it immensely. But he was also
quite shocked to discover this lascivious stranger sharing demure
Carly’s body and mind, and he was more than a little afraid of what
it might compel her to do in the future. He lived in mingled hope
and dread of its reappearance.

And reappear it did. Not often. But always
memorably. Like that day last summer when, seemingly out of
nowhere, Carly had been seized by a desire to have Joe perform
analingus on her, an act neither of them had so much as even
mentioned before. Though he had been a little grossed out by the
idea at first, he had gone along with her imp's latest whim, as he
always did. In fact he had wound up rather enjoying the experience,
especially since she repaid him at the end with a big, slutty,
grunting blowjob. And then there had been the time she attended a
Halloween party at a frat house wearing nothing but a red cape and
a pair of red boots, with the rest of her body carefully depilated
and covered in red, blue, and yellow paint to make herself look
like Supergirl. Joe had tried to talk her out of it, but when that
gleam was in her eyes nothing would stop her, and he could only
stick close to her throughout the party, sick with worry, sure that
everyone would see she wasn't really wearing anything. He expected
lewd comments, or drunken gropings, or, worse, some hot frat guys
convincing Carly's inner imp to let them gangbang her while Joe
watched impotently from the sidelines. Instead everyone was too
drunk and/or stoned to notice anything beyond the tips of their
noses, and Carly's big red cape hung in such a way as to keep her
nipples and pussy hidden most of the time. No one, it seemed, had
noticed a thing.

He had spotted the gleam when they met Grant
last year. Joe and Carly had taken jobs washing dishes in the
Student Union Cafeteria, and two days a week they worked next to
Grant. Joe could tell right off the bat that Carly was attracted to
Grant, and all things considered, he could certainly understand
why. Leanly muscled, handsome, with a wry smile and bright,
intelligent hazel eyes, Grant was a Studio Art major whose focus
was painting. He had spent part of his childhood on a hippie
commune in Washington State and the rest of it in a tough
working-class neighborhood of Pittsburgh. His colorful and bohemian
background was a source of mild envy to Joe, whose quiet suburban
upbringing seemed bland and boring in comparison. Likewise Joe's
chosen major—Library Science—felt dull in contrast with Grant's,
especially considering that the paintings Grant churned out with
shocking ease for his classes showed unmistakable talent and were
often rife with vivid sexual imagery. And Grant certainly knew a
lot about sex: He seemed to have a different girlfriend every time
they talked to him. He must have fucked dozens of women. Not like
Joe, who had had only two girlfriends before Carly, only one of
whom he actually slept with.

Carly never openly admitted her attraction to
Grant, but Joe had been with her long enough to be able to read her
moods pretty well. Thus Joe felt a jolt when, during that very
first day together with Grant, that gleamy look appeared in her
eyes. All throughout the rest of their shift, Joe had been brimming
with tension, sure that Carly's little imp would compel her to
do…something. Joe wasn't sure precisely what. He was positive she
wouldn’t cheat on him. At least not under normal circumstances.
Under the influence of the imp, who could tell?

But in the end nothing had happened. Their
shift had dragged on without a reappearance of the gleam. It wasn't
gone for good, though. Over the months to come Joe would catch
flashes of it when Carly talked with Grant or even talked
about Grant, and he made a point to always be present when
Carly was with Grant. Just in case.

And thus it was that Joe felt that nervous
flutter in his belly when, after they had finished moving into
their newer, bigger apartment last week and were dropping off
Grant’s van—Grant hadn’t been able to help them in person due to an
art project he needed to complete that weekend—Carly said to Grant,
totally out of the blue, “Hey, man, we owe you one. Tell you what:
Why don’t you come by for dinner next weekend? I’ll cook, and you
can see the apartment you ever-so-generously helped us to
occupy.”

Joe looked at Carly with surprise. She hadn’t
said anything to him about this. And then he saw the gleam as she
stared at Grant, awaiting his response. A small smile kept
flickering on her lips, there and then gone in quick flashes as if
she were trying to restrain it but her will wasn’t strong enough to
suppress it for long.

“Sure,” Grant said with a nod. He glanced at
Joe, who stared back impassively, not wanting to let his sudden
nervousness show. He couldn’t tell what Grant was thinking. As
ever, those bright hazel eyes were inscrutable to him.

Throughout the rest of the week Joe had lived
in a state of constant suspense as he and Carly finished setting up
the new apartment and Carly began gathering the items for their
dinner, most of the menu having been culled from some
healthy-cooking blog she followed. She also bought a bottle of
Australian red wine, a huge one, enough to inebriate a whole tavern
full of sailors. Why so much? Joe and Carly drank, but not like
that. He couldn’t help reflecting that all the ingredients were
there for a seduction. He recalled, too, that Carly had once
confessed to harboring fantasies about having two men at once. But
she wouldn’t actually do anything, would she? Surely not. She was a
devoted girlfriend. This was probably just a friendly repayment for
Grant’s help and nothing more. Besides, the gleam was gone, and she
was her usual sober-eyed self again, calmly and thoughtfully
tackling each item on the to-do list in preparation for Grant’s
visit. Then again, the gleam could return. Where Grant was
concerned, it usually did.

“Okay, done,” Carly said.

Joe poked his head into the kitchen, which
was warm and humid and redolent of meat and herbs. Carly was taking
a pan off the stove, its contents sizzling and snapping. A
grease-spattered apron protected the scoop-necked coral-colored
T-shirt and new jeans she had put on for Grant’s visit.

“Done?” Joe said.

“Mm-hmm.” Carly started spooning the pan’s
contents into a large oval dish. They looked like slices of
asparagus. The odor of rosemary billowed up from them.

Oh, yeah. These were the healthy vegan
French-fry substitutes she had read about on the blog. Supposedly
in a blind taste test people had been unable to distinguish them
from actual French fries.

The small table was already set for three.
The plates and cutlery and wine glasses were neatly arranged. The
galleon-sized bottle of wine sat in the center of the table,
flanked by a bowl of salad and a tray of baked chicken and roasted
potatoes from which wisps of steams were still uncurling.

There was a knock on the door, three hard
raps.

“Oh, there he is,” Carly said, setting the
dish of quasi-fries on the table. “Would you get it?”

“Sure.”

While she hurried to the sink to fill the pan
with soap and water, Joe answered the door.

There stood Grant, smiling that small, wry
smile of his, his shoulder-length hair forming an auburn mane
around his handsome, square-jawed face. He wore a long-sleeved
dark-red shirt and black jeans, an outfit a bit nicer than his
usual paint-speckled attire. Under his arm was a large, flat bundle
wrapped in plain brown paper.

Joe’s heart quickened. The moment had come.
The evening—and whatever it would bring—was underway. He managed to
return Grant’s smile and say, “Come on in,” with an inviting wave
of his arm.

Grant entered. Joe shut the door then turned
to face their guest. His heart beat even harder at the sight of
this tanned, healthy, good-looking young man in his and Carly’s
private space.

“Nice place,” Grant said with a nod as he
surveyed the room. He leaned forward to examine one of Carly’s
framed prints of hyper-magnified photos of ganglia and bug legs and
other tiny bio-forms. “Cool.” He shrugged. “I don’t know what the
hell it is, but it sure looks cool.”

“I think that one’s a close-up of a
butterfly’s antenna. Unless that’s the pig’s spermatozoa.”

Grant’s eyebrows rose. “Gee, my appetite’s
growing by leaps and bounds.”

Joe chuckled. “Sorry.”

Carly appeared in the archway that connected
the kitchen to the living room. She grinned and spread her
arms.

“Welcome to our humble abode,” she said.

Grant nodded. “Very nice.”

Joe stiffened. Had that been a double
entendre? A reference to Carly as much as to the apartment? If the
latter, Carly gave no sign. Her hostess’s smile never wavered. As
for Grant, his back was currently to Joe, his expression
hidden.

“Here,” Grant said, looking from Carly to
Joe, not sure who he should be addressing. “A little housewarming
gift.”

“Will it keep till after dinner?” Carly
asked. “Everything’s all ready, and I don’t want the food to get
cold.”

“Sure, no problem.” Grant propped the wrapped
bundle against the side of the couch, then he and Joe followed
Carly into the kitchen.

“It smells great,” Grant said.

“Thanks,” Carly said. “I just hope its flavor
lives up to the smell.” She motioned at the table. “Have a seat,
gentlemen.”

Carly had set the table herself and had
placed her distinctive red ceramic mug at a setting at one of the
table’s short sides with the other two settings on the table’s long
sides, leaving the men to flank her. Joe found the arrangement
something of a relief; it meant he could keep an eye on Grant
during dinner.

The men sat down while Carly grabbed a few
last things from the refrigerator.

“Thanks again for loaning us the van,” Joe
told Grant. “It was a huge help.”

“Hey, no problem,” Grant said. “Happy to be
of service. Besides, I didn’t need it that day anyway.”

“How did your project turn out?”

“Good. Real good. I haven’t gotten a grade
yet, but even if the prof thinks it stinks, I’m happy with it.” He
bent forward and examined the rosemary-asparagus fries. “These look
interesting.”

“You guys can start dishing up,” Carly said
as she set the butter and a few bottles of salad dressing on the
table. “Anything else you need? Condiments?”

“No, I’m fine. This looks great. You did all
this yourself?”

“Yep,” she said with a proud nod.

“I helped with the shopping,” Joe added
dryly.

“He helped with the shopping,” Carly agreed.
“Oh, and he tossed the salad, too.”

Grant grinned. “Don’t say that too loud;
people might misunderstand.”

Everyone laughed, even Joe, though he felt
his cheeks flushing.

Carly tutted. “You have such a perverted
mind,” she told Grant.

Grant shrugged. “Can’t help it. My brain was
just built that way.”

“I think we can all relate,” Carly agreed,
nodding, with a glance at Joe.

Joe nodded, too. “Definitely.”

Carly gestured at the food.

“Dig in, guys,” she said. “It’s here to be
eaten.”

They served themselves, their plates and
bowls filling with chicken and potatoes, vegan fries, salad
slathered with creamy white dollops of Ranch dressing.

“Mm, this is delicious,” Grant said around a
mouthful of food. “Everything’s perfect.”

“Thank you, thank you,” Carly said with a
hammy little bow.

“I especially like these asparagus things,”
Grant added, holding one up and examining the slender pale-green
stalk, which was dusted with flakes of rosemary and grains of salt.
“Although it’ll probably make my pee smell funny for the next
couple of days.”

“And our fingers taste like rosemary, too.”
Carly held up her hand and rubbed her thumb over the pads of her
fingers, redistributing the dark-green flecks that clung to
them.

Grant took a bite of the fry, chewed it
thoughtfully for a moment, then added, “I think the quality of the
dinner far exceeds whatever meager help my van provided.”

“Well, then, you owe us, I
guess,” Carly said teasingly.

“For meals like this, I’ll be happy to be of
service.”

“You can do the dishes, then,” Joe joked.

They laughed.

After the food had been sampled, Joe uncorked
the wine. The masturbatory imagery as he gripped the bottle’s neck
and grunted, red-faced, while twisting the corkscrew soon had
everyone tittering. And when the cork jumped from the bottle’s
mouth with a hollow pok that resounded through the kitchen,
Grant blandly said, “That must have been very satisfying. Do you
want a cigarette now?”

“No, just the wine,” Joe said, a little
embarrassed by the innuendo but also feeling more at ease. They
really did get along well, didn’t they? He filled their glasses one
by one, then returned to his seat and took a sip. It was good,
strong. The fumy, rosy warmth suffused his belly and his head.

Between bites of food and sips of wine they
chatted about the new apartment; they discussed Grant’s art project
and his other recent artistic endeavors; they talked of Joe’s
Library Science studies and of Carly’s career aspirations once she
received her biochemistry degree; they swapped stories about their
boss Mrs. Cramble, a squat, stocky woman of indeterminate age with
hair the color of used bathwater and an irrational hatred of
cockroaches, an ineradicable feature of any institutional kitchen
but one whose presence she seemed to consider a personal and
distinctly spiteful affront, leading to endless mumbled
profanity-laden tirades as she stalked about the kitchen peering
into cabinets and under stoves in search of her insectoid
tormentors. By the time Carly got up and went to the fridge for the
fudge brownies she had made, Joe was feeling looser and more
relaxed, thanks as much to the rapport the three of them shared as
to the wine.

The brownies were a huge hit.

“Mmm!” Grant said, his lips specked with
dark-brown crumbs. “These are delicious.”

“Yeah,” agreed Joe.

Carly beamed, pleased. She wriggled a little
in her chair as if someone were scratching her back.

“It’s nice to know I have that effect on
men,” she joked, with a small, uncharacteristic giggle. Joe
realized she was tipsier than she normally allowed herself to get.
How many glasses of wine had she had? The bottle, he saw with
surprise, was nearly empty.

“The power to cloud men’s stomachs,” Grant
agreed.

“Among other things,” Joe said. When he saw
Grant’s eyebrows rise and his smile stretch wider, he half wished
he hadn’t said it. A glance at Carly showed that her smile had
grown too, and she was glancing at Grant. Was that the gleam in her
eyes, or was it just the effect of tipsiness? He couldn’t tell. The
butterflies were back in his stomach in a vast fluttering
cloud.

“So is that the effect my cooking has
on you?” Carly asked Joe, poking him playfully with her finger. “I
guess a man’s stomach is the way to all sorts of interesting
organs.”

As they finished the brownies Joe eyed Grant,
trying to ascertain what their guest made of all this. But Grant
was unreadable as usual as he tossed his napkin onto his plate and
settled back in his seat with a sigh, one hand contentedly rubbing
his belly. Joe couldn’t help but notice how large Grant’s hands
were, and how their backs were covered with dark hair and plump
veins. He suddenly had a crazy mental image of those big tanned
hands squeezing Carly’s breasts, the long fingers sinking into the
soft, creamy flesh.
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