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Chapter 1

 


“You
coming to the party, Keith?”

I was just starting to eat when my best
friend came into the lunch room at work. In fact, it was the only
place I seemed to run into him anymore. For the past six months our
company's whole IT department had been working sixty plus hours a
week, tasked with solving one of the computer world's most urgent
problems – getting computers to recognize the upcoming date
change.

It was near the end of
December in 1999, and while my wife and I were hard at work
planning an epic fin du siecle party, Keith was slaving over a
computer keyboard making sure all the company's computer systems
would be working smoothly at 12:00 a.m. on
January 1st.

The reason for this was pretty arcane and I'm
not sure about the specific details, but Keith told me it had
something to do with ancient computers and limited memory.

Back in the sixties, when businesses were
just starting to computerize, programmers took a short cut and
abbreviated the date from four digits (1965) to two (65). They
figured they wouldn't be around when it became a real problem,
thirty or so years in the future. And they were right.

As time passed, instead of
rewriting the software, when memory stopped being an issue, so that
computers could tell the difference between the
20th and
21st centuries, most businesses and governmental agencies took the
cheaper route of just ignoring the problem, so we had large banks,
the IRS, and even local traffic control systems running on obsolete
software.

As the year 2000 approached, the fear was
important computer systems around the globe would hit a glitch at
midnight and freeze up. The news channels didn't help matters as
they speculated about a massive stock market crash, ATM's that
wouldn't dispense cash, Air Traffic control systems failing, and
the nation's power grid shutting down. Fun times.

Long story short – Keith was not planning on
attending our party.

“Gonna be a real blowout,” I
said.

“I know.” Keith grabbed a banana and
Coke from the fridge and started to head back to his
office

“We're gonna party like it's nineteen
ninety nine,” I sang in my best Prince impersonation. I dropped the
falsetto and said, “because it is.”

Keith just rolled his eyes and left. I went
back to eating my bologna sandwich and reading the New York
Times.

 


 


When I got home, Jennifer, my wife, was
sitting at the kitchen table staring down at a stack of papers. In
her left hand she held a black ball point pen and was
absent-mindedly tapping it against the table. She was playing with
a strand of her hair with her right hand, her pink skin a stark
contrast against her raven black locks. She looked so beautiful
lost in her thoughts.

She was wearing a pair of headphones and
hadn't heard me come in. I loved to catch her in these moments,
when she didn't know she was being watched, when she was
daydreaming, or concentrating on an especially tough crossword
puzzle. The intensity of her steel grey eyes could be
mesmerizing

I would have loved to just stand and stare at
her forever, but then, this would be a very short story, and I
didn't.

I walked over and tapped her on the shoulder.
She was briefly startled and took off the head phones. I could hear
Prince, of course, playing on her Sony Walkman.

“I didn't hear you come in,” she said,
looking up at me.

“Of course you didn't. How can you
concentrate with the music blaring in your ears?”

“Hey, lay off. I'm just getting in the
mood.”

She was working on a multi-colored list of
names, everyone invited to our New Year's Eve party.

My wife was very organized. As an officer in
the National Guard, that skill was handy; for party planning, it
was essential.

All the names, about thirty in total, where
written in blue. Couples attending together were highlighted in
pink, single guys in green, single ladies in yellow. A few of the
names were crossed out in black; they weren't coming.

My wife and I were supplying the location,
food, soft drinks and mixers. People bringing beer had a little red
B next to their name, W for wine, S for spirits. Our friend,
Isaac's name was underlined twice in blue. He was in charge of the
music, since he had a portable boombox and about 50 or more
CD's.

I bent down to give Jen a quick kiss on the
neck, but she surprised me by turning and locking her lips to mine.
She tasted sweet, like warm honey.

“Been snacking on the caramels again?”
I said after reluctantly pulling away.

“Yeah, I can't help it. Blame your Mom
for always sending them at Christmas.”

“Speaking of Christmas, we have any
plans?”

Neither Jennifer nor I really much cared to
celebrate Christmas. My wife's family were Jewish, I was raised in
a mixed family – my mother was Catholic, my father, an atheist. I
celebrated as a kid; I loved getting presents, but once I went off
to college I just kind of gave it up. We don't have any kids of our
own, so it just isn't important to us.

So every year, we buy a few gifts for family;
Jen keeps the list, of course, and ships them off in early
December.

While we do attend a few Christmas parties,
we concentrate on celebrating the New Year.

“I was thinking we could go see a
movie,” Jennifer said. “Didn't you want to go see Galaxy
Quest?”

“Yeah, the trailer looks
awesome.”

“Okay, that's what we're doing on
Christmas.

“Now that that's settled, “ I said,
“I've got some bad news.”

“What?” The smile that had been playing
in my wife's eyes dimmed a bit.

“Nothing really important,” I picked up
the black marker and crossed Keith's name off the list.

“Crap,” Jennifer said with a look of
real disappointment. “I guess that means Carmen's a no show as
well.”

“Keith said they'll both be working
late into New Year's morning. He has to nurse our computer network
into the new millennium and his girlfriend pulled a late shift at
the hospital.”

The look of disappointment lingered as I
explained why my best friend wasn't going to make the party. I
didn't understand why, since our house was going to be crowded
enough with the throng of people who would be attending. I just
hoped she'd be as upset if I wasn't able to attend.

Since Jennifer had spent all day working on
the party planning, we decided to go out to our favorite steak
restaurant to eat.

“You know,” I said, just before cutting
into the juicy filet that sat in front of me, “I never got to ask
you how reserve training went last week.”

As a member of the National Guard, Jennifer
had to attend one two-day drill session a month and a two week
training camp in the summer. She had just gotten back from
December's drill the day before.

“Nothing unusual happened, really. P-T,
some classroom stuff and – oh, we reorganized the camping gear,
want to hear about that?”

P-T was short for physical training and that
was how Jennifer was able to keep her amazingly trim body in shape,
despite her love of fattening desserts. Low body fat also meant she
had small breasts. I've never complained about it, and I never
would. I loved my wife's lean, muscular body. She was always
telling me she'd get implants if I wanted her to. I told her no, I
thought she looked sexy just the way she was. Now if she wanted to
do it for herself, well, that was different.

“Carl still hitting on you?” I asked.
Carl was a fellow officer who, Jennifer had told me, was always
making passes at her. She said he was sweet and very good looking,
and he was a complete gentleman when she always begged off his
invitation to go out after drilling.

She called him mostly harmless.

“Yeah. He asked me out to a New Year's
Eve event downtown.”

I laughed and said, “Tell me more.” This talk
of another man hitting on my wife always seemed to arouse me. I
didn't know why, but it did.

“I told him no – he knows I'm married -
but somehow he got me to invite him to the party.

“You did what?” My cock twitched. I
moved to adjust myself, hoping Jennifer didn't notice. The thought
of another guy who had the hots for my wife was one thing, it was
hypothetical – a what if. Finding out this unknown factor was
coming to the party sent my head spinning. “The man eager to get
into your married pussy is coming to our house?”

“Yeah,” she said, a sheepish look on
her face. “You're not mad, are you?”

I paused to think. Was I mad? I thought about
delving into why she invited him, but I was afraid I might get too
upset, so I let it slide for now. I loved Jennifer and I trusted
her. I had to, because every month she went off to basically camp
out with a bunch of fellow soldiers, most of them men. I decided I
was not going to be mad.

“No. Just a little surprised,” I said.
It was a true, if not totally complete, answer. “When were you
going to tell me?”

My wife was silent for a moment, her fingers
fidgeting with a lock of her hair. “I guess. I guess I was going to
wait until the party.”

Jennifer's total attitude was shocking to me.
She was usually upfront about her actions. Never doubting and never
second guessing. This Carl was having a real disruptive effect on
my wife. Maybe she needed to take it up with her commanding
officer.

I thought about telling her to dis-invite
him. To make up some excuse, or just come out and tell him he
wasn't welcome in our house. But then I would be the bad guy,
putting my wife, who was just trying to be nice, into an awkward
situation. So I thought to myself, what the hell?

“I feel kinda weird about having this
guy here, but if you vouch for him, fine. You're the one keeping
the list.”

“Thanks,” Jennifer said, her face
brightened when she realized I wasn't going to force her to rescind
her invite. “Carl's a really nice guy, just overly flirtatious, and
he has a hard time taking 'no' for an answer.”

And you seem to have a hard time saying no to
him, I didn't say. On second thought I was wrong, she had to tell
him no on several occasions. I guess saying yes to him coming to
our party was better than her saying yes to any of his other
requests.

Later, in bed, I was pleasantly surprised
when Jennifer was receptive to my sexual advances. Usually the
stress of party planning puts her off the mood and we don't
actually have sex for the entire month of December. We make up for
it in January.

Tonight, the thought that at least one other
guy who had the hots for my wife was going to be at our party
aroused me. I didn't understand it, but I didn't question it. I
knew I didn't want her fucking another man, but flirting, that was
harmless I thought.

The talk of Carl also seemed to arouse
Jennifer. I moved my hand down her smooth taut stomach and under
the waistband of her cotton panties. I found her pussy sopping
wet.

My wife and I have a very healthy and active
sex life, at least I think so, and I believe she would agree. We
don't schedule a night for sex, but on average, other than
December, we do it once or twice a week. Sometimes we'll go a few
weeks without, those are hard weeks for me
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