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“Maybe we should think about doing that again
sometime.”

Joe froze with a spoonful of cereal poised in
front of his open mouth. Something in his girlfriend Carly’s voice
already told him what she meant. She was using that faux-thoughtful
tone she adopted when she was broaching a sexual topic she wasn’t
entirely sure he would be comfortable with and was trying to make
it sound as if she were only speaking in hypothetical terms in case
he objected too much.

A glance up at her across the table confirmed
this. She had that gleam in her eyes, the one she got when she was
feeling super-horny and plotting some kinky new endeavor. The last
time she got that look had been three months ago, when she invited
their friend Grant over for dinner, then artfully steered the
ostensibly casual meetup into a sexy three-way in which the trio
had thoroughly enjoyed each other’s hot, young bodies. Joe’s cock
stirred in his jeans as he recalled how he and Grant had sucked
each other off before double penetrating Carly. Joe had never done
anything with a guy before that night, had never even thought about
it, but he had enjoyed it immensely. He still wasn’t entirely sure
how he felt about that.

For a long moment, the kitchen of their
little apartment was dead silent save for the whoosh of
early-morning traffic in the street outside, mostly students and
professors heading to campus for the first classes of the day.
Carly looked down at her cereal as she stirred it around with her
spoon. She was trying to look casual, but he could see the tension
in her shoulders, could feel her awareness on him rather than on
her breakfast as she awaited his response.

Given all these signs, he was pretty sure he
knew what the “it” was that she was referring to. But nevertheless,
he cleared his throat a little and said, “What do you mean? Do
what?”

“You know,” she said in a coy tone and
bobbled her head about a little without looking up. The spoon kept
moving through her cereal in pointless circles. “Like what we did
with Grant. The three of us.”

The explicit mention of that night and the
proof of Carly’s interest in repeating it made Joe’s body tense up
even more, his nerves suddenly buzzing with…something. Was it
arousal? Anxiety? Maybe some strange mix of both. His heart was
pounding. His cock had hardened enough to start aching a little
from its tight confinement in his jeans. His throat had gone very
dry, and he had to clear it to speak.

“But Grant’s not available anymore.”

This was true. In the wake of their
threesome, Joe and Carly had kept in touch with Grant and had
talked about repeating the experience, but they had never been able
to make their schedules match up, and before long, Grant had gotten
involved with a new girlfriend and was gaga in love and strictly
monogamous now.

“Well…” Carly shrugged and bobbled her head
about again, her eyes still on her cereal bowl. “There are other
guys, you know.” She spooned some cereal into her mouth.

The comment hit Joe like a thunderbolt.
Another guy? It was one thing to do it again with Grant. That line
had already been crossed. Grant was familiar. Grant was safe. But
it was another thing entirely to bring a new man into the equation.
Joe’s stomach started twisting itself into knots. His thoughts
wouldn’t focus.

“In fact,” Carly said around a mouthful of
cereal, still in that “strictly hypothetical” tone of voice, “I was
thinking that one of my ex-boyfriends might be a good candidate for
something like that.”

Joe’s nervousness mounted. His heart beat
harder. His spoon’s handle was growing warm and slippery in his
sweaty fist.

“Um, which one?” he asked, though he wasn’t
sure the answer would matter very much. He didn’t know a lot about
her ex-boyfriends except that there seemed to have been quite few
of them, though some had been in Carly’s life too briefly to even
qualify as actual boyfriends. From the sound of it, Carly had been
very sexually adventurous before she and Joe got together, but she
didn’t like to talk about her old sexual activities or her old
boyfriends. Joe wasn’t sure if she was ashamed or self-conscious
about the things she had done, or if she was afraid that Joe would
judge her and reject her if he learned too much, or if she simply
wanted to put her more promiscuous ways behind her permanently and
settle down into a steady monogamous relationship (if so, their
night with Grant suggested that it wasn’t really working out very
well).

“Oh, I don’t know…” she said as if the
question of a specific ex-boyfriend hadn’t really occurred to her
until now. But Joe and Carly had been together long enough for him
to recognize that this was just an act and that she did in fact
have a particular ex in mind. “There’s always Brandon.”

Joe’s stomach did a flipflop even as his
penis grew a little harder, its head inching down the leg of his
jeans. Brandon was one of the few exes Carly had mentioned by name.
Joe remembered the name especially well because Carly had said she
broke up with him because he was too rough and aggressive in
bed.

Thoughts in a whirl, Joe stared down at his
bowl and stirred his increasingly soggy cereal much as Carly had
been doing a minute earlier.

“Um, I thought…wasn’t he the one you
said could get a little too…too rough sometimes?”

“Well…” A weird little smile flickered at her
lips, and she gave that equivocating head bob again. “I might have
overstated things a little bit.” She looked up at him with a
bright, sunny smile, her green eyes still agleam with horniness.
“Besides, there’s a time and a place for everything, right? And I
think the three of us would get along really well.”
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