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Why Must Tatiana Choose?




D

 ean tilted at his waist about 30 degrees. “I like the action of it. I love the sweep,” he intoned as he stroked his hand diagonally above the surface of the spotlighted 48 by 72 oil on canvas as though sliding his hand along the uncoiled body of an imaginary cobra.

Tatiana curled her pursed lips between her pressing teeth to keep from giggling and stepped back till her hip imperceptibly touched his. She was wearing her Prussian-blue floral wrap cami dress with the high belt and the low front. “You do, do you?” she said with a formal nod. “And what do you make of the slash of purple disrupting the whole conventional composition?” She swiveled her head and, through eyes held tight to their corners, she drew her surreptitious gaze down the outline of his profile from his tall forehead to his angular chin.

His hand, careful not to disturb the calmly murmuring well-heeled wildlife that surrounded them throughout the gallery, slowly slipped around her waist to urge her hip tighter to his. “It turns me on,” he stated gravelly. He was in his sagging natural leather loafers more suited to a Saturday on the yacht or in the workshop, loosely-hung worn-out jeans, some wine-colored 90s hip-hop t-shirt torn at the neck, and what was probably a $5,000 Brunello Cucinelli glen-plaid wool jacket.

She erupted in a loud guffaw but quickly stifled herself, holding her finger over her top lip as though it might have been a cough she were stifling. “What doesn’t?”

He snorted and smirked. “Did you know there’s a little framing room and a bit of a studio right behind this wall,” he murmured in her ear.

She glanced around over both her bared shoulders each in turn careful to also catch sight of other hung paintings as though that was her interest and sipped from her plastic wine cup to stall for yet more time. She rotated her face as though to admire the painting in front of them all the more and murmured back to him, “And just how would you know that?”

He turned to her so close his face pushed into her cinnamon-streaked blonde hair all layered in waves halfway down her back. “I own the building,” he said with the same infuriating grin of a George Clooney.

“Of course you do,” Tatiana replied unmoved, crossing her arms to rest one on the other. She shook her hair and used a beach sand-painted fingernail to draw a loose strand from her cheek and tuck it behind her small, delicate ear. “So what’s back there?” She couldn’t contain her urge to be surprised by him.

He slipped his hands into his jeans pockets so his jacket bunched around his wrists and wouldn’t stop rocking his body against hers. She rocked back against his, of course. It was nothing too obvious, she told herself.

“Around to the right,” he nearly moaned, “it’s dark, but there’s a small door, feel around for it. I’m going to go score a bottle of the better stuff, I’ll be along in a few moments. Have a look around back there. New things for you to see. It’s all the pictures already sold back there — the one’s nobody else gets to look at.”

Dean stepped away from her already leaving a cool gap and strolled as casually as a man who never learned how to hurry through the coifed show-opening crowd to the bar, which he discretely slipped behind to whisper a word into one of the servers’ ears. Dean nodded perfunctorily with a half apologetic smile at the line up on the other side of the bar as the server nodded brusquely, pushed away and moved items around the fridge to reach further back and withdraw a bottle to show Dean the label — a 1954 Dom Perignon. Dean nodded, patted the server on the back, and grabbed the bottle by the neck. He snatched two flutes from the bartender’s rack and meandered back through the clusters of art admirers and checked over his shoulder once before disappearing through the dark door behind the wall.

He used his foot to gently close the door. The world behind the wall was distinctly opposite to the world in front of it. On one side, it was all pure white walls, perfect spot lighting, gentle live chamber music, the murmur of polite conversation, and the muffled rustle of top-end clothing. On the other side, it was all concrete floor splattered in paint, unfinished wood-framed walls, coffee cans of brushes and well-worn hand-tools, scraps of wood and frayed canvas and bottles of nails, electrical extension cords, and old, paint-spotted computer monitors and keyboards. Hundreds of paintings leaned against every wall in stacks sometimes ten thick.

“Oh my god!” Tatiana called from somewhere in the shadowy back.

Dean squinted and set the bottle and glasses down on one of the shopworn work benches. “What did you find?” he smiled casually popping the cork off.

“A Kandinsky!” she looked at him from afar with her jaw comically dropped and her eyes popping wide.

“Oh yeah. Distribution. ’34. A colorful little watercolor, isn’t it.” He brought the two filled stems with him to where she was rooted in her 3-inch tall disco-glitter sandals.

“What’s it doing hiding back here?” she turned to him so her mouth, freshly retouched with her matte stella rosae lipstick, was two inches from his. She glanced at his mouth when he talked — and her chest, though small, heaved.

“Private sale — smaller event. Earlier in the day.” He handed the champagne to her and they both sipped, staring down at the striking abstract.

“How much?” she breathed deeply. His hand brushed hers and she immediately seized his finger in her palm and squeezed hard.

“Low ten figures,” he frowned with seriousness and nodded down at the floor back to where it sat.

She inhaled like she’d just crested a roller coaster. She pulled his hand by the finger to the front of her dress and pressed it to her body bellow her abdomen. “You’re old enough to be my father, what do you think you’re doing to me?” she said, pushing her hips forward against his hand so his finger knuckles pressed at the front of her panties beneath the thin fabric. He could feel the floral pattern of their lace front. She puffed air out her nose and smiled with her eyes fluttering closed half way.

“I’m only 54,” he said, turning her to face him with both his hands gripping her waist firmly.

She snorted and smiled broadly with her eyes dilating and her knees giving way. She leaned her body against his nearly involuntarily — she was losing. She propped her elbows on his shoulders and let her long, agile fingers dangle into his short but messy salt-and-pepper hair. “You’re exactly twice my age, dummy,” she murmured quietly just before she brought her lips against his and pressed, a moan escaping from deep in her throat.

They locked in a probing, face-twisting kiss. He gently backed her up till her ass bumped into another worn workbench. She squirmed till her butt shimmied on to it and the low hem of her dress rode up her legs the more she raised her heels up the back of his legs. He broke the kiss off just enough to pretend to sneak a peek down between them. Her dress had ridden up high enough on her hips to reveal her Egyptian blue low-hip panties.

“Un-hu,” Tatiana smiled broadly at his mouth and pressed her tongue to the top of hers.

“I knew they’d be your color when I found them in that store in New York.”

“Did you now,” she moaned back, impatient to cover his mouth with hers again. When his nimble fingers pulled at the belt of her dress and the wrap billowed from her chest, she involuntarily moaned and pulled in her lower back, pushing her small tennis-ball chest out. She looked down at herself when his hands cupped the same fabric as her panties that held her young breasts. She tried so hard to be cool, to relax, to be as sophisticated as him, but she puffed air out her nostrils, grinned with embarrassment, bit her bottom lip to stop the grin, and accidentally let an exasperated whimper escape her throat. Dean took her to new places, showed her new things, and made her feel new feelings, and all of it as though he simply lived in a different dimension where new for her was every day for him. Her fingers scrambled at the front of his jeans and her heels locked behind his ass. “Please?” she whimpered with her brows curving down and her eyes lighting up. She didn’t have to check — she knew she was more than wet enough for him already. She had become wet for him in the car on the way in.

He was rough. He pulled her by her calves so her ankles dangled over his shoulders. He pulled the panties he bought for her over the round of her ass and up her thighs, over her calves, and off her toes pointed at the ceiling, also painted beach-sand. He kissed her toe and she bit a fingertip and giggled. When he pulled his own jeans down his legs, she reached to wrap her long, elegant fingers around his waist, and to pull him closer. She breathed hard — she felt at once slutty, being spread on her back across a painter’s studio workbench in a messy room behind a gallery amidst million-dollar works strewn on the floor,  her panties in the hands of her lover, and excited, too: her husband Abel was on the other side of the wall, in a tux, hobnobbing with the proper couples about all things orderly and right, declaiming about what art is and what it isn’t and pointing with fingers lifted from flutes filled with the cheaper stuff than her lover was pouring from the bottle into her mouth and over her breasts and stomach at that moment. Dean was sloppy. Abel wouldn’t let a drop escape his glass.

When his penis penetrated her, she gasped and thrust her head back. It always felt like a fresh-from-the-fire poker, like it was borderline-dangerously hot. His hands wrapped around her thighs to hold her in place as he rammed himself in one stroke to her hilt. It made her cry out it hurt so good. He filled her in ways that made her vision darken and her body stiffen. She couldn’t give more of herself to him — her whole frame felt rearranged from his pounding. She knew, vaguely, that the sound his thighs slapping the back of hers, and her cries, rhythmic and high-pitched, could likely be heard through the wall even above the polite murmur and drones of the live chamber group cello-ing through Vivaldi or some other just-so score, but she also cared less vaguely even if it was so. She craned her neck and lifted her faced upside down just enough to see the Kandinsky before she gripped the edge of the table, her insides lit up, and she convulsed at a higher peak yet and nearly lost consciousness.

She laughed as he bent over to hold her panties for her to step into, and he pulled them up for her, letting her wiggle her hips to get them all the way on. They checked each other at the door for spots or bits of clothing not in the right place. He held his phone for her to re-apply her lipstick and straighten her hair. When she turned and flung the door open back to the white, bright, ordered, and husband-inhabited world on the other side, he pinched her ass and she squealed, closing the door behind her to keep him away a few more moments.

Her Abel was at the painting that hung on the wall hiding the door. She squealed abruptly, nearly walking right into him.

“Where were you?” he was both alarmed and relieved, as though maybe she’d been abducted or had fallen down somewhere. He cupped her elbows in his draftsman’s careful hands.

“Just the bathroom, honey,” she patted his hands away from her. “Really.”

“Anything you like here?” he said, satisfied there was nothing to know there.

She gazed around with bored disinterest. “Nothing out here,” she said.

He handed her a full glass. She refused that too. “Feel like just going?” she smiled feebly. She ignored the warm sensation of Dean’s cum forming a tiny stream down the inside of her thigh and could only hope, without being able to look, that it wasn’t visible.

“You okay?” Abel looked over at Tatiana as streaks and flashes of light from overhead light poles and onrushing cars played over her face giving him a near-strobe effect of her brilliant, wide, and sad eyes looking directly back at him. “Something happen at the gallery?”

She paused three beats before answering. “No. Just thinking.” She rotated her face through 180 degrees of view till she was looking sharply out her passenger window at the blackest fields of nothing she ever saw. “Are we good?” she said to the glass.

“We’re good,” Abel said back to the front windshield.

She had yearned for something new before that strange party — that party at that house where she first met Dean. She had had a petit panique at the tiny bistro she half managed that day. Looking up from the service counter, the lineup of Saturday brunch customers, she swore, was exactly the same people in exactly the same order as the previous Saturday and the Saturday before that. The thought made her shiver — what if it’s always been a loop, including the loss of memory of it, only she accidentally remembered? What if it’s all a picture on a wall, and we’re just gazing into different corners of it, and deluded into experiencing the changing view as the passage of time? “You should come!” one of her baristas said to her in jest, never expecting Tatiana to take the invite seriously.

“Who’s going to be there?” Tatiana asked.

“Just a bunch of artists — it’s some crazy rich guy’s house out in the bush. Nobody knows who he is. I don’t even believe he exists, but apparently he likes to buy their art to sort of support them. I don’t know though.”

By the time Monday came — Monday because no one with a real job would go, and anyone with a real job couldn’t be a real artist — it had metastasized into a “bistro management thing” to do with art for the walls the owner wanted her to look into, as far as Abel was concerned. A party was not something Abel would ever accept Tatiana going to with or without him and especially without him. It would be a crisis of the heart to even suggest it.  An art buying thing would be just enough, on the other hand, to allow her to go and also to keep Abel away without any convincing. He tolerated her “hobby” but only for the sake of peace in the kingdom. She knew he would formulate his own excuse for why he would love to go with her but simply couldn’t attend such a thing. He hated art. It was everything his drawings of buildings was not, in an even more opposing sense than if the two activities were not so closely aligned. Sibling hatred is hotter even than among strangers. Art was Cain to Abel’s careful and faithful renderings, especially abstract art.

“When you coming back?” Abel asked her as she fixed her earrings and examined her lipstick in the hall mirror.

“I’ll text,” she said.



The house was indeed “in the middle of nowhere.” There was no need for security — if you didn’t get the address, you would never have come there. She sat in her car watching the comings and goings through all the doors of the lit up Dr. Suess-like structure. She said she wanted something new and it looked like she found it. She walked up the wide, worn wooden steps to the broad, house-encircling porch and stepped inside the wide-open tall French doors into the double curving staircase-dominated foyer. It wasn’t a party, it was about a dozen or more parties in different rooms down different wings and on different floors, outside and inside. Paintings were stacked up everywhere. Cool people, nerdy people, passionate people and stoned people talked and danced and sang and stared off into their own space. No one noticed her but also no one cared. It was like nothing she’d ever been inside of before, like she’d walked through the surface into a 21

 

st


 
Century update of a Hieronymus Bosch.



“Do you like that one?” a deep, resonate voice behind her asked.

She turned around and gazed for the first time in Dean’s face. He came across to her then as just another of the strange, unkempt, Bohemians that filled the place. But he intrigued her.

“It’s a good start,” she said of the Earth- pallet angular painting.

“Come up,” he said, “it’s not his best, I don’t think.” Dean paused a few feet down a dark hallway toward a narrow servant’s-like staircase at the end.

Tatiana weighed her options and decided new was new, jump in the pool or go home. When he took her hand in the shadows, it was both natural that he should and at the same time, electrifying to her. He just did things. There was no checking, no hesitation with him. He pulled her up the tiny creaking stairs to a hidden suite that had been converted into a studio.

“It’s got these great big double doors onto its own balcony, place is nothing but natural daylight in the daytime. It’s perfect.” Dean gazed around pridefully.

“Who?” she asked, also marveling. It was a real working artist’s studio, not a hobbyist’s. Someone worked alone for many thousands of hours over many years up here.

“Menny Linoche,” Dean replied, leaning forward to examine a tiny corner of a recent work drying.

“Is he downstairs somewhere?”

“She,” Dean corrected her. “And yes probably.”

“Does she mind people invading her space?”

Dean grinned and nodded. “She does. But we’re fine.”

“Why is that?” Tatiana remained doubtful and wary.

“I let her stay and work here rent free. She lets me watch her works in progress take shape.”

Tatiana nodded. “You’re the owner.”

“Don’t tell anyone.”

He lead her downstairs again. He took her to the center of each gathering throughout the place with the ease and familiarity of someone who had never known fear or nervousness — someone who had never known self-consciousness even. They sauntered into and out of fascinating conversations, through rooms indistinct with smoke-coated wood paneling and dim yellowed lighting to others bright white and clean, to tiny kitchens and broad balconies, all the while moving easily, even lazily, as though it was possible to live this way, as though there were hidden communities who did. And all the time he held her hand both so firmly and yet so casually, feeling attached to him felt quickly normal. When they stood in a crowded, loud hallway where a man cried out some poem standing atop a chair — she later learned from Wikipedia he’s a Yale professor and a national hero in Egypt — she couldn’t not act on the unquenchable desire to prove to herself she was not in a loop, and she leaned forward and kissed Dean on his lips, once, twice, then a third time that seemed never to end.

He took her by the hand to a rooftop balcony — yet another one! — where, under a canopy with linen walls set about with dim point lights, he undressed her as though he were unveiling some new statue, and he touched her like he was the sculptor. She’d only meant to lean back against the far arm of the sofa to demonstrate her sophistication in the artist community and that she wasn’t the least bothered being naked there in front of him, but doing so invited him to trace out the fullest extent of her body and, with closed eyes, as though that absolved her, he did. And not just with his fingertips, but also, eventually, she realized, peeking out the slits of her pretend-closed eyes, his tongue. She shivered but not from cold, and when the firm tip touched her already glistening lips down there, she gasped. It felt as though she were in a dream, a lucid one, so that nothing she was doing, or more accurately, allowing to be done to her, called for accountability. The house, the people, the forest, the world outside her loop, was as different as could be from Abel, the bistro, and whatever else comprised the now tiny box her real life elsewhere seemed to comprise — laying on a sofa atop a house under a canopy and pinpoint lights beneath the heavens with the most intriguing man she ever met so expertly going down on her.

The transition from his head between her legs to her head between his was seamless. Cock, pussy, big hands, little hands, faces, shoulders, breasts, stomachs, legs, it all blended for her into one moment smeared out like unmixed colors across a freshly grounded canvas timeless and without edges. She was panting and thrashing her hair forward on her snapping neck riding him with his hard member plunging deep into her and his hands freely roaming all over her stomach and breasts when her phone — buried in her clothes on the floor — buzzed just loud enough to hear, but not so loud she couldn’t try to ignore it. Like an awakened dreamer desperate to go back, she rode him harder, deeper, and more frantically. She tried to convince herself with louder and more shrill cries that she was too far gone in the moment, just now, to come out enough to acknowledge that a vestige of the real world — a phone, a worried husband, a different, all too ordered a life — awaited her with growing impatience.

She wrapped a blanket around herself and crouched over her phone like a turtle retracting into its shell. “Pretty soon, probably,” she murmured. “It’s fine,” and “No really,” and “Soon” punctuated her breathing through open mouth with eyes clamped shut. Dean was circumspect enough to wait inside the adjoining riser. She dressed and stepped apologetically in through the glass-panel door. “I’m sorry,” she said with a sheepish grin.

He handed her a business card with a date and address scrawled on the back. “One of my painters is having a show downtown,” he handed her the card. “It would be lovely to see you there.”

She bit her lip and blew a puff of air out her nose, but she took the card all the same. “Bye,” she said. He watched her go down the narrow stairs.

By the time the show came, she was crawling her walls at home. But there was no shaking Abel off for this one. Needing to show her he supported her, he insisted on accompanying her. It was a tiny gallery packed with buyers. Dean pretended to not know her when he brought flutes of champagne for her and Abel. “Please enjoy on the house,” he said to them both equally, giving nothing away.

“Nice guy,” Abel commented as though it was a pleasant surprise to meet such regular person in a place connected to so disordered a world as that of art. Abel began conversing with a professional-looking couple, and ensconced in shop-talk, Tatiana nodded at him and carried on moving along the walls examining the paintings on her own. Behind her, toward the back, she heard a hiss and a clicking sound. She turned to find Dean gesturing to her from down a hallway where the gallery offices were stuffed. He tilted his head and disappeared through a door and didn’t double check. He knew, she was infuriated to admit, that she would come to look — who wouldn’t? She glanced over her shoulder and caught a parting sight of her husband well engaged in conversation and she disappeared down the hallway in pursuit of Dean.

“Are you crazy?” she said when he snatched her arm and pulled her into an office, shutting the door behind her.

He didn’t answer her. He only pressed his palms into the back of the door on either side her face and leaned into her mouth with his, eyes closed because he knew she would offer him her lips. He turned her around and pulled her skirt up to her waist. He caressed her ass. She had wondered if something would happen, and selected her pink champagne-toned floral lace hipster panties just in case. She wanted to pretend that she was being attacked, that she was being ravaged, and she even looked over her shoulder through her scattered strands of hair with a pained expression as though needing to invent evidence if it should all come out in the courts at home. But she offered less than token resistance. He pushed her panties aside — after one satisfying moan of acknowledgement and pleasure at her selection for him (because of course he’d have known) — and he aimed his cock, hard, masculine, and demandful, at her lips that she knew without feeling them were soaking with anticipation of him.

When he entered her and pressed her whole body against the door, she exhaled and her vision darkened. There is, she recalled a line of poetry from someone somewhere, liberation in possession. He rammed her body from behind so hard her lungs emptied and she learned to breath in time with his thrusts against her to keep from passing out. He took her wrists in his one hand and pressed them above her head against the door. His knee pushed her legs apart further. Her cheek rested on the door panel and his face pressed against her other cheek. He can’t have known she’d never been fucked before. She’d been made love to, she’d been caressed, screwed, even, shagged and humped, even banged back in college plenty of times. But well and truly fucked to the point where you cry out loud no matter who or what might hear because nothing matters, to be fucked mind and body to the point of complete submission? No — Dean had deflorated her. Sliding to the floor in a crumpled heap, she giggled drunkenly and, biting her pinky, said to him that he had “fucked her brains out,” and she laughed like someone possessed.

That had been months before the tryst in the back room involving the Kandinsky. Invites to openings arrived every few weeks. Sometimes Abel went along, but often Tatiana went alone. “There’s an after-party,” she told him on the phone once, from a toilet in a hotel room. She told him she’d be fine — she’d Uber home, get her car the next day. Abel helped her the next day, too. Another time, she phoned him from an alley behind another gallery, where she leaned against Dean, and he in turn leaned on the hood of a car. His cock was inside her, obscured by her skirt flowing down around both of them. “Pretty soon, but don’t wait up,” she said to her husband, trying to keep her panting from sounding too obvious. Dean gave her orgasms every time.

One night, while Dean ate her out in what seemed to her one of his many beds located throughout the city, she said to Abel on the phone, “It’s so late, I’m with people I know, there’s a few guest rooms — do you mind?”

“What are you doing though?” he asked, pulling the phone away from his cheek to stare at it, as though it would tell him why she was out of breath.

“We’re just having the best conversation, I don’t want the night to end!” she said to him. “I’ll see you in the morning, okay?” She needed to rush the end of the call. Dean knew her body and its responses somehow better than she did, and he had learned to control it - -he could make her cum seemingly at will.

One night, she called from the house in the forest. “Going to stay over,” she told him. In the morning, she woke up and rolled over top of Dean, and made love to him in the huge, clean, white bed. They showered together and he took her to a tiny, hidden perfect cafe where they lingered over breakfast before returning to the house to make love all afternoon in several different rooms. It was night again when she remembered to check her phone. Several calls and texts were awaiting her, all from Abel.

“My husband,” she hung her head looking over at Dean, sprawled post-coitus behind her.

At home, they opened a bottle of wine and sat on the couch together. Abel swirled his glass. “Are you having an affair?” he politely put it as a question.

Tatiana nodded. “I am,” she said in a small voice. She wasn’t good at hiding it.

“Are you leaving me?”

She looked up at him confused — it had never occurred to her that Dean could be seen as anything like that to her. “What do you mean?”

Her question was surprisingly genuine to Abel, in turn. “Well, you’re having an affair with him . . . “

“I don’t want to live with him!” she almost, but she caught it in time, laughed. The concept was absurd and shocking. “Is that what you think?”

“What am I supposed to think?”

She pushed herself close to Abel. “Honey,” she shook her head, “that was never something I ever considered.”

“Well what is he to you then?”

She stared at the fire they put in the fireplace. It hadn’t been a question she considered before. “I don’t know, Abel.” She looked at him and reached out to hold his hands in hers. “He’s yang? He’s the purple slash across the conventional. He’s disruption. I don’t know. He’s disorder?”

“I thought you loved me,” Abel looked down, defeated.

“I do!” She searched the shadows of the floor knowing it sounded not possible, knowing she was trying to articulate a concept new to them both. “I never stopped. He isn’t a threat to you. In my mind, I never saw him as that. I never will.”

“But how can you go with him, you already have me.”

She held his hand inside both of hers. It was a good question she thought. “Day needs night?” she tried. “Light needs dark? I don’t know, Abel. I need you and I need him. He’s yin.”

“What do you mean?” Abel squinted like he was trying to decipher hieroglyphs on a vase.

Tatiana offset her jaw. After a long pause, she said, “Do I have to choose?” She brought his hand up to her lips and kissed it. “Can’t I have both?”




Dana Goes Level 8




D

 ana glanced at the man, glanced down at her drink, repeated it, and finally rolled her eyes, dipped her face, and pulled the loose strands of caramel blonde hair from her face and tucked them behind her ear. “An airport bar?” she smiled wryly at him three stools down. “Seriously?”

“Hey, I didn’t say anything — there’s nothing to say in a place like this that isn’t corny, right?” He nodded and curled his bottom lip between his teeth.

“You were getting ready to say something,” she countered.

“I’ll confess I was trying to think of something to say. But you look too smart for any kind of line I’d be able to come up with.”

“Tell me something,” she turned on her stool to face him. “Why’s it always got to be a line.” She sucked her scotch through a short straw. She knew she was being confrontational. She had an itch. She wanted to provoke.

Dustin invited himself over two stools next to her. “I don’t think we need to be yelling at each other, do you?”

Dana staked her territory and didn’t give him an inch — she stayed sideways on her stool and her knees, which she didn’t retract, were now an inch from his thigh. “So riddle me that, batman.”

“A line?”

“A line. Why.” She observed him crack a mischievous smile but constrain it. He was maybe, she thought, what, 42? 44? She glanced without drawing attention to his hand when he lifted his glass to his mouth: no ring. Carefully groomed three-day stubble, dark, slightly wild thatched hair, but cut that way, styled deliberately to be messy-boy. Is he a tad too old for that? Shirt open, but a pressed shirt — expensive looking, too. Shoes -- also expensive: possibly Cucenillis. She’d never seen those in the wild before. She brought her gaze back up to his eyes feeling like she could have been a homicide detective in another life.

“You done?” he said when their eyes re-met.

“You look like you spend a few minutes in front of the mirror expecting to be looked at, that’s all— why would you mind it?” She grinned because it was her turn to be the mischievous one. She knew she came off sometimes as aggressive and assertive. She loved turning the tables on guys who thought the world was only for them — even if she knew nothing about it.

He raised his palm momentarily and shrugged. “Nailed me.” He nodded and smiled at her. “Let me guess about you then.” He squinted as though examining a stamp. “You travel for your job obviously, but it’s still kind of new for you. You’re excited, but you want to appear jaded, like you’re a veteran. I’m going to guess you’re in sales somehow. But not the calling side — you’re too smart for that, you’re a few rungs up.”

She nodded at her drink and pouted her lips. “Not bad. Close enough to be mildly impressive.”

“Is that you saying you’re mildly impressed with me?” He leaned closer; she didn’t mind. He entered that outer shell of intimate space — total strangers must always stay out of that level, but those minimally trusted can enter. And she had just let him enter. She thought about how many levels there are: the outer space is where everyone is; the second level he now penetrated, moving closer; another level if they were a little tipsy and laughing and sharing things not to be overheard, that’s three; the fourth would be someone indicating wanting to get closer; then there was the level just outside the kiss, five; then the kiss and all that comes with its level, six; and then there was the level for someone with whom you intend to leave with, that’s seven; and then finally there is being in a private room with them. That’s eight. Nine would be waking up with them, “If you know what I mean,” she thought to herself, afraid she had mouthed her thoughts. Ten would be how they sit together in public after, at a restaurant for breakfast, or the bar the next evening. Ten would be really nice: ten is what she fantasized about, when she allowed herself illicit fantasies, like when nodding off on a plane. She wasn’t so crass as to fantasize being “done,” as her best friend Taz calls it, but being at level 10 with someone meant you could look them in the eye over the small French table and with a mere glint, let them know they should steal you back up to the messy room for another bout, and waste no time getting there. She’d been to four before, for anyone not called Myles — her husband. “Current husband,” she always referred to him as, a joke she heard, maybe a line from a movie. The level four incident — she was back in her detective mode — occurred at the bar in the airport at the city she was leaving from. She lied to that man about going on a trip, not returning. His level four approach was what made her get to the airport an hour earlier this time. She liked it, and she wanted more of it. She knew it was wrong. That’s why she took the ring off.

“Level two,” she nodded at him before bursting out laughing. She wasn’t about to explain her whole obsession to a perfect stranger.

He let his eyes now move without constraint slowly down from her eyes to her mouth (it made her self-conscious in a way she thought she was long past), to her neck (which she instinctively covered with her hand before pulling it away laughing at herself), and — briefly — down the front of her top, to her lap, before rebounding within the time allowed, back up to her eyes. She was wearing a cream-colored satin top and black wrap pencil skirt. Business attire for sure, with a touch of sexiness she knew because she read it. He looked the type that could appreciate it without losing his manners. They were in public after all. “Still,” her dirty little mind wouldn’t stop interjecting with its clever asides.

He only nodded at her the way someone would at the end of a PowerPoint. So she flat out asked him: “Like what you see?”

“It’s not the most comfortable choice for a flight — so you’re travelling less than an hour, I’m thinking. But you have a big enough suitcase for two days at least.”

“Are you some kind of detective?” she raised her eyebrows at him.

“Homicide,” he nodded.

She laughed — how could he have known that was her line? She leaned her face down and sideways at him and she realized she was curling her hair up in her fingers and giggling. Oh my god! she thought. Am I flirting with this guy?  “Level three already?” that ribald inner voice castigated her.

He laughed too, then held out his hand. “It’s Dustin. I’m a sports agent. I have to go talk a client off the ledge.”

She caught herself biting her lip and decided she better straighten up and be little more professional. She pushed her strands off her face and like an actor trying to steady herself from the giggles before a shoot, she rolled her eyes up and patted her palms face down on her legs. She tilted her head sideways at him and said, “Dana. I manage the house brand for western region of a national pharmacy chain that shall remain nameless.”

There was no denying the chemistry when they shook hands, even awkwardly. They both held on longer than you would at a meeting. She knew her chest was heaving. He pulled his stool closer and leaned his head on his hand, his elbow propped on the bar as though he were hiding his mouth from anyone on the other side. “Is this the next level?”

“Uh huh,” she replied, pretending to re-focus herself from his distractions onto her drink. But he saw, and she knew he did, her eyes shoot far left and far right in the manner of someone pondering actions that were best done privately.

“What’s the level after this?” he said in a voice sonorous and vibrating to her, close to her, inside the shell of familiarity.

She replied surprisingly quietly; almost, one might say, intimately. “If I had to tell you, you’d be sent right back down to level one.” She turned to him and found his face closer than she expected, and his mouth close enough for her eyes to ponder, to examine. She licked her lips and swallowed. She realized he made her nervous. Nervous about what? she wondered. She glanced at his eyes. They were penetrating hers. She looked at his mouth and her fingers curled up into fists on her legs. Definitely level 5 had been breached.

She glanced at his eyes again and noted that he was watching her lips from that close as well. “We shouldn’t,” she said in a near whisper.

“Not here anyway,” he agreed, still staring at her mouth — it made her twist it and bite her lip and set her jaw crookedly.

“No,” she agreed before impulsively jutting her neck and kissing his mouth. She pulled away in the flash of a second and straightened up to the bar again and stirred the cubes of ice in her drink with her straw. “You were saying?” she looked over at him with raised eyebrows and innocent mouth. She was challenging him.

“I was saying not here,” he smiled at her. “But I wasn’t very persuasive I guess.”

“It’s not like there’s somewhere else, is there.” She widened her eyes at him and looked away as though he were being thick. A part of her hated him. She twisted in her stool to face the bar again and crossed her legs. “Anyway,” she sighed, and she sucked at the straw till her drink gurgled emptily.

“There is somewhere else,” he said low and conspiratorially.

She was afraid he’d have a reply like that. She turned toward him again but kept her legs crossed. It made her skirt ride up a little too far on her thighs. “Pray tell,” she played at him innocently again. She also tipped her glass till a diminished cube of ice slid into her mouth and, looking at him eye to eye, she crushed it between her teeth — and crushed it again and again, pulverizing it without letting her gaze drift from his.

“Day room,” he said, gesturing with his head to the tower attached to the airport outside the window. “Still have a couple hours on it.”

She nodded to herself. Her chest heaved but she wasn’t trying to hide that anymore — some things were now understood. Whatever levels he used, they had gone up a few on both ledgers. “Fuck,” she thought to herself. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” She twisted at her ring finger, but she’d already taken it off in the Uber to the airport. Playing with the  thought was one thing. A kiss, however brief, however it is ignored, is level 6. That’s more than halfway to ten. She looked at him anew, like he was a painting she was considering purchasing, or a piece of furniture. If this was someone she was about to be alone with in a hotel room, he wasn’t half bad. She thought about the memory. It would last a long time, so the fact he was pretty good looking, fit, successful, sexy dresser, nice shoes — very nice shoes — made her think the memory would be something she would probably be able to live with. This was why a kiss had a level to itself. In the moments after a kiss, a person has crossed a certain Rubicon. Anything said after that is in a whole different context — the context of people who kissed. She looked down the bar behind her and then opened her purse, pulled out her wallet, and raised her eyebrows to the bartender as she tapped the corner of her credit card on the wood. She said, not facing Dustin, “Show me the room? I haven’t seen one of these before — maybe I need to book one next time.”

“I got your drink,” he said.

“No you don’t,” she replied hard on him. “I got yours.”

When she settled up, she gestured with her head toward the airport hallway outside the dim bar and extended the handle of her rolling bag and indicated with her hand he was leading the way. To see them leave together, you’d think they were on their way to attend a meeting, she clacking in her smart beige heels, he in his Cucinellis — confirmed.

There were business travelers and families and skiers and lost souls lining the concourse and duty-frees they walked silently through. They were all business — even on the elevator they shared with about seven or eight other people. It was getting toward mid-morning on a normal, busy bustling day in the city all around them. It didn’t look at all like they were going up to sin — but it sure felt like that to her. It felt like everyone on the elevator knew she was going to fuck him and that she was married to someone else. “That’s right,” that dirty little mind inside her said. “I’m going to be one of those for once.” She lifted her chin and Dustin glanced over at her. She glinted her eyes at him and poked her tongue into the corner of her lips. She even gave him an illicit, private smile. “Fucking rights,” she thought to herself. “I just might do it, too.”

They exited the elevator heads down. “This way?” she asked, hooking her arm inside his elbow. She scrunched her fingers into his forearm and scratched the fabric of his jacket with her beach-sand toned glossy nails.

“Just here,” he said. He glanced over his shoulder like a bank robber ready to pass his note, and swiped the card over the reader. The lock disengaged and the door opened with the slightest pressure. She peaked through the brief hall to the room itself. It appeared as any other slightly swanky hotel room, black themed. The curtains were light-blocking. There were ample supplies of coffee pods and a quality machine. She nodded, still toting her bag on its wheels, examining the corners of the ceiling like someone considering a house purchase.

The fact was, she was nervous. When he put his hand on her waist, she realized she well and truly was in a hotel room alone with a stranger, and that certain expectations had been created. She sighed and closed her eyes. “I’ve never done this before,” she confessed to him.

He sat on the edge of the bed. “In this world,” he said to her, “you only have to do what you want to do, nothing more.”

She sat down beside him. “But now you think certain things are going to happen.”

“I’m showing you a day room — something you said you’d never seen before. You’re new to frequent travelling. You should see one. You’d like it — especially if you’re connecting on a flight. A private room for two or three hours does wonders for the soul.”

She placed her hand on his leg. “You’re sweet.” She puffed air out her nose and smiled up through fallen strands at him.

“Like I said, I have two hours left on it. We can just hang out up here.”

“Just hang out,” she smiled at him. Her hand squeezed his thigh. Her nails dragged on the fabric. He leaned over, still resting back on his hands extended behind him on the bed, and he closed his eyes. She did too, and they kissed again, a bit longer than down in the bar.

She curled her lips when they parted. “That’s not just hanging out,” she spoke so low it was half-whispered.

“There’s a lot of music channels on the TV,” he said, aiming the remote. He pushed up and pulled tight the curtains. He flicked a switch beside the window and tiny point lights outlined a valence around the ceiling, throwing a spa-like soft lighting through the small, quiet room now filled with lazy Cigarettes After Sex tunes. He sat down again beside her.

She reached to his face and cradled his jaw in her palm. She extended her neck and kissed his mouth again. Against his lips, she said, “I’m married.” But she also kissed him again, longer. Her long, elegant fingers toyed with the button at the top of his very nice shirt. “This is wrong.”

He pushed her hair off her face and she followed his hand with her head until he turned his hand and she pressed her cheek into his palm. She twisted and kissed his fingers. When he curled a finger, she sucked it’s tip first, then the whole finger into her mouth. She held his hand still and moved her lips, matte desert rose, up and down over the length of his finger, all the way till her lips touched the apex between his fingers. She pulled his finger out of her mouth and chuckled, but she also pushed it back in and closed her eyes.

When he touched the top button of her top, she exhaled, she moaned out loud, and with fingers both nimble and shaking-weak, she tugged and pulled at his buttons and yanked his shirttail free from the waist of his pants. She would have torn his shirt from his body had she had any more frustration with his buttons. He draped his arms back and she pushed his shirt and jacket off his torso. She leaned over and spread her hand widely over his chest. His was the body of someone who attended to fitness. He wasn’t overly muscular, he was trim. She laughed but she also felt the seriousness of sex fall over her and she followed the trail of her hand over his chest and down to his defined abdominals with her mouth, kissing a trail down, further down, knowing what was down there and already aware of the effect of creating certain expectations in the mind of another, or in the mind of oneself. She shivered: she was with a man in a room with no shirt on, there is music and light, both soft. Jesus Christ!

She lifted her face to his to convey all that to him, but he put it all to rest with a kiss. She held his face in both her hands. She shrugged and her top fell behind her and off — he had undone her buttons too, though she didn’t know when or how. She kicked and shook till her heels came off and she twisted around and threw her leg over his lap, pulling up her pencil skirt to allow her legs the necessary spread. He twisted both their bodies around — he had good core strength — and leaned against the padded headboard and pillows with her riding his lap.

It wasn’t lucky or accidental she had on a particularly appealing pale pink full-cup scallop-edged floral-textured lace bra — new, unseen by hubby. She was fantasizing when she bought it, and when she put it on that morning. She also covered it with her conservative satin top quickly before her husband came back in. He would notice something like that and question what it was all about. He’d be teasing her, of course. He made fun of her innocence but it was okay, she did too. She knew she hadn’t been around like he had. It’s just — if he asked, like he would, if she was fantasizing about meeting a stranger at the airport, she’d probably go beet red. Because she was. Only it wasn’t supposed to go real. It wasn’t supposed to actually happen. She looked down. Not only was it happening, but her skirt had pulled up so high to her waist, her matching pale pink floral lace scallop edged panties were plainly visible. Oops, oh yeah, she thought. Those too. Myles didn’t see them either. But Dustin could certainly see them. 

“I do,” he said.

She laughed and wrapped her arms around his neck. She meant to hug him as though that would put an innocent wrap around things — who doesn’t hug these days? — except, riding his lap, it made her push her bra, her breasts, small as they were, into his face. Against his mouth. There was nothing innocent about it — he was undressing her and she wasn’t even aware of it. He had undone the knot of her wrap. Her skirt seemed to just float out of existence. “You do what?” she breathed against his ear. She was trying so hard to steady her breath and calm her beating heart, unsuccessfully. Things were happening down below too. She was losing track even of their conversation.

“Like what I see,” he said, calmly, confidently, utterly in control, able to answer a question minutes after it had been asked.

If he wasn’t so calm, confident, and utterly in control, she could decide it had gone far enough and she could laugh and lift off and tell him to enjoy the idea of it, and push off and get out. “Are you this maddening and irresistible to all the women you drag up from the airport bars?”

He didn’t answer. His hands instead wrapped around her waist, big hands, warm hands. More of that calm, confident, controlling man — he made her sigh, he made her sag, he made her reach down between them and tug uselessly, madly, at the belt buckle of his pants. She blew strands of hair from her face and bit her lip. Of course she’d have trouble. She’d pulled a man’s belt from his pants exactly three times before — a boy at school, a guy at college, and her husband, at her friend’s wedding before he was her husband. “Wait a second,” she whispered, and she kissed his mouth again, longer yet than any other time.

She popped off him and dove through the room to the bathroom. She turned on water and flushed the toilet but she didn’t need to go. She needed to look at herself and check in. The light was dim in there too. She breathed in and let it out long and slow. She raised her eyes to her image. Looking back at her was a woman — late 20s, slim, fit, in sexy underwear, and full of dangerous, intoxicating excitement. She wanted to tell herself enough was enough, that she wasn’t this type of person, that she was married and this was wrong, and that fantasies are fun, but should not be acted on. But she couldn’t find the words. Instead, she only heard, “It’s one time, it’s secret, it’s a stranger never to be seen again, it’s fun! It’s exciting! It’s okay — it’s not a sin, it’s just a secret, it’s not even really cheating, it’s just, what, a fling, a mistake at the worst, an exploration, a bit of freedom, a bit of fun.” She pulled the strap off one shoulder and then the other and then she reached behind herself and spun the bra on her chest so she could unclasp it. Her breathing deepened and her excitement rose up in her bare chest nearly closing her throat. She squatted and watched herself. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and pulled them slowly down her legs, and off her feet one foot lifted at a time. She straightened up and looked herself in the mirror again. She filled her lungs and breathed out through projected lips and counted to five to empty her lungs. She also shivered but she wasn’t cold.

She pulled on one of the plush white bathrobes and stepped out. Dustin was under the pure white sheet with his arm bent under his head calm as a leopard in a tree. She sat with her back to him on the edge of the bed. He touched her shoulder and she squealed, spun around, and pulled the sheet over her whole body, head included. She tugged off her robe and ejected it from the side of the bed. She squirmed under the sheet and squealed again. She didn’t realize he was completely nude also. She billowed up the sheet from underneath it and gazed at his headless form below the sheet as it settled like a cloud around him. A whole different man, she thought. Oh my god, she bit her lip.

It was without a doubt a quality specimen, as her friend called such men. It felt better, less bad somehow, his head not being part of the proceedings at this point. She reached out and held up the sheet like a tent with one hand as her other hand crept first to his hip, then to his thigh, and then over to his slumbering, but obviously stirring member. She scratched it lightly with her fingernails and chuckled because it strained like a blind, awakened mole. She scratched it again, but she also gripped it between two fingertips and her thumb. It filled under her touch. And it heated up like some fire dwelt within. She had become more fascinated with it than eroticized by it. She moved closer to scrutinize it. She touched the head and it seemed to vibrate. She wrapped her palm around it and it grew to fill her grasp, and then to exceed it. It felt powerful, like she couldn’t contain it now that she ignited it. It seemed to extend longer. It grew hard, too, like a big mean thing. She pushed closer to it and put her lips against the soft, spongy head in the manner of someone sealing a love letter. She even left lipstick on it which she looked at for a second before the compulsion to push her mouth over the whole head filled her and she lifted herself over his legs and crouched between them to hold him, to squeeze him, and to take him in her mouth.

A penis in a mouth is an odd thing and one wonders, she thought, if the creator meant for us to go together in that odd way — and if not, why he accidentally made our parts so comfortably fit like that. But also it could be, she thought, as she lowered her mouth over his ridge and felt his cock fill her mouth, that it might be just because it was so wrong that it felt so good. She didn’t mean to moan with his cock inside her mouth, but nor did she mean to twist and squirm and take him deeper than she had ever had a cock in her mouth before. There had only been two: college, husband. When he pressed his hands on the back of her head, at first she was indignant, but she also felt subsumed, controlled, and filled. It touched the back of her throat and she gagged and yanked off, but only long enough to cough, wipe her drooling mouth, smile at him like the little devil she really was, before going back down on him with vengeance. She sucked it like she was angry at it.

His hands, strong, demanding, pulled and pushed and soon her slim, lithe body was rudely pushed over his, upside down. She pulled off his cock and looked over her shoulder, then down between them, and saw him just as his mouth and tongue emerged to embrace her pussy. It was like he’d plugged her into a socket. She didn’t expect it and she was only vaguely aware of her body’s position vis a vis his, but when his arms wrapped around her hips and his hands gripped her ass, when his lips kissed her enflamed pussy lips, and when the hard tip of his tongue circled and teased her, she fell on him like a witch.

She stroked down and up on his cock and her hips pumped at his face until she began to vibrate uncontrollably. She wanted to say “stop” and she wanted to get off, but all she had strength for was to squeeze his cock and push her hips down into his face and when all went light and pleasure filled her veins like something injected, she bucked, she squealed and cried, and she pressed herself down on his cock: she fucked him with her face. And thinking that sentence — fucking him with my face — she exploded.

She wasn’t allowed much recovery time. He squirmed under her so he was sitting up against the headboard again and with her back to him, she raised herself to let him pass but he didn’t, he stopped right where his cock, stiff, hard, long and mean, rose up beneath her hips and she realized if she moved at all it would touch her lips and if that happened, she would fall on him, she would take him in her and that surely was too much.

But his hands again, his hands. He gripped her waist and tugged her down and she couldn’t have resisted if she wanted to. His cock touched her lips and her body responded without her. She lowered herself and gasped when the thing filled her down there. She could have stopped there, she could have lifted back up, kissed him sweetly, said thank you, dressed, and stolen off. Instead she lowered herself. He didn’t help — raising his hips to meet her. Their bare flesh slapped and his cock was deeply up inside her. She abandoned things at that point. Her body bucked and rode, her hips twerked and her back arched and flowed. His hands ran all over her pretty back and waist and he reached around and held her breasts from behind and it felt so warm and good she fell back against him and twisted backward to cradle his face under hers and kiss him as best she could. His cock felt good in there.

She lifted off of him and faced him, shoving her tits in his face and shoving his cock into her pussy just as demandingly, just as greedily. She thought, He might started this, but I’m the one definitely fucking him now. She ploughed her hips against his, taking him as deep as she could push him. She could feel her hips spread to take him so far inside her. And when he began to buck with more ferocity, at greater pace, moaning and clenching his eyes, she knew, and she braced herself and pushed back against him stroke for stroke.

She gasped and inhaled. She stopped breathing and cried out loud. She flung her head back and pushed her chest into his mouth. When his body went rigid and lifted her clear off the bed, she also lost control and felt him gush in her just as she gushed too.

When finally he collapsed, she fell off him and rolled sideways, both of them panting like partners who escaped the law on foot. She looked over her shoulder at him and when they met eyes, she burst out laughing. She touched his face and pulled the sheet up over them. When she caught her breath, she went to the shower.

She came out dressed as before — ready for flight. He was nearly dressed too, just pulling on his shoes. “Where are you flying today, anyway?” she asked him.

“You really want to know?” he replied.

“No,” she laughed.

At the door, he gently patted her bottom. “See you if I see you.”

“You’re not going?”

“Got to pack still. Got to make a phone call or two.”

“Okay, well,” she said in the hallway.

“Bye,” he said, and he let the door close.

She walked to the elevator thinking she ought to feel used. She expected to feel like a tart, like a slut, like a cheater and like a sinner. But she felt none of those things. Her back was straight and her stride was long. She felt powerful, tall, and in control. On the elevator she pulled her ring out and slipped it back on. That was enough. For now.

Two weeks later, she kissed her husband Myles at the door the evening before a trip. “You’re not flying till morning though,” he said.

“But just imagine: you wake up, you have breakfast, and just walk to the airport gates. I’m going to love staying overnight at the airport hotel.”

“Okay,” he shrugged.

She parked her bag in the closet, she checked her makeup in the mirror in the bathroom, and she slipped out her hotel room door. She made her way to the concourse, past the duty-frees, and into the dim entrance of the airport bar. She pulled her ring off and slipped it into her purse. “Level nine, and maybe even level 10 await, Dana,” she said to herself with a smile, pulling out a stool at the darker end of the bar. She ordered a drink and gazed around. She had all night.




Lookie-Lou’s Books and Emporium




T

 rish combed her pearl-painted nails through her side-swept ash-blonde hair. She knew she stuck out like a palm tree in a drab, endless desert, line-dancing with the cubicle zombies on the abruptly jerking, screeching train.

She jumped at the vacated seat and pulled her hoody up, crossed her arms defensively, and slumped down far enough that her knees — bared through frays of torn denim — rested on the top edge of the seat back in front of her. She curled her toes to tap in quarter seconds with her loose white-leather sandal against the bottom of her foot and turned to stare sideways out the window at the rising and falling rooftops of houses, the slower sine-waves of undulating power lines, and the tall signs flashing in and out of view lining broad street after broad street like map pin-drops for pawnbrokers, cheque cashers, and “Cheap! Cheap! Cars!”

She filed off in line with the commuters like so many soldiers stepping off their D-Day landing craft. Moved along by the mass of bodies across the platform, up the escalator, and through the full-height, high-security turnstiles, she was finally disgorged onto the blazing bright course cement sidewalk where she pulled her bag tighter up her shoulder and lowered her face tighter to her chest. She had assumed her girl-on-a-mission posture.

Dealers clicked and grinned from the shadows of papered-over doorways and vendors gestured their hands broadly over their spread of purloined wares. The less entrepreneurial-inclined further along pleaded their cases with marker-scrawled cardboard signs. Beyond them came those who couldn’t even manage that, who in states of stupor mutely projected a blackened hand into the cold river of sidewalk traffic. Eventually came those not even conscious or upright, or even uncovered — mere lumps of damp discarded sleeping bags and flattened boxes.

She glanced but only briefly at the Lookie-Lou’s Books and Emporium window display — Lookie-Lou’s: she snorted. It had to be the most ridiculous name for a store. Almost invisibly sunken into the wall between the next two storefronts was a glass and aluminum door with a set of six mail boxes screwed into the bricks only two of which still bore names in time-bleached black embossing labels. All the boxes’ doors had anyway been bent and dehinged by repeated break-and-enters. The door itself had a one-inch hole where a lock should have been.

She stepped up the threadbare and mysteriously stained carpet stairs and walked down the spongy, groaning hallway. Number 4. She fitted a key in the lock and opened and closed the door like someone on the lam. She twisted the lock behind her and placed her bag quietly on the floor inside. An iron pot still steamed on the olive-green electric range — coffee made the old-fashioned way, old even for her grandparents. The pile in the sink wasn’t so bad today. A stick of saucisson sec laid opened with a knife stuck in it half cut through. She drove it the rest of the way and popped the chewy meat disc in her mouth. She pushed the knife through a wedge of cheddar that crumbled more than sliced and which exploded in her mouth with moisture-sucking glory.

Out the far end of the narrow kitchen she came to the hunched back of Syd perched on a stool at a table raised an extra foot on stacked books. He leaned into a computer screen, his lips forming silent words, his fingers dancing with the economy of motion of a long-practiced typist. World chill tunes, heat-emanating sunlight, and plants too numerous to count filled his tiny space, along with a rumpled old couch, a veneer-shedding coffee table, and more books than she (previously) would have believed anyone could read, piled everywhere a surface allowed. Books held the windows open, books levelled the feet of the couch, books crowded the doorways, and books threatened from high, sagging shelves. Mad or serious, it was a fine line.

She unbuttoned her jeans and squatted to pull them over her butt and down her legs, revealing her sheer black Coco de Mer French-lace panties. She unzipped her hoody and let it fall to the floor behind her. She pressed her matching bra — the set probably ran north of two months of his rent — into his back and slid her long, cool blue-painted fingers around his torso and locked her fingers over his more skinny than hard stomach. She twisted his rotating stool and melted to her knees. She gaped and pulled his t-shirt up and his jeans open.

Syd inhaled and pushed both his hands through her coifed cut. She swiveled and twisted her head under his plunging fingers like a cat starved for a rough scratch. She reached inside his shorts like a kid rummaging a Halloween basket. She gasped and gnashed her teeth when she gripped onto and withdrew his cock, half-hot, half-hard, and all Edenesque snake.

She’d painted her lips that morning for just this moment, to give him just this effect: she parted her Clé de Peau seashell pink lips — matte of course — and spread them like butter over the mushroom head of his cock. He groaned good, and well he might, she thought. At $65 a stick, her husband Drew’s credit card groaned at least as much.

Trish’s head writhed and her pink tongue slinked out. She pressed her soft lips around his pole and pushed down. A high pitched whimper escaped her throat. She straightened up, raised the polished orbs of her shoulders high over his thighs and squeezed his waist with her long, aristocratic fingers. She plunged her face down so hard to the root of his cock her hair jolted and its ends tickled his stomach.

She pulled off, sat back on her calves and tilted her face sideways and up. She lightly held his cock and licked it base to top slowly as Sunday and delivered to its slit the slightest kiss. “Did you miss me?” she murmured as innocent as anime.

Syd sneered and exhaled. He stepped off his stool and urged her up standing against him. She draped her long, thin arms over his shoulders like fog filling a field and crumpled into an S shape, pressing her taut belly, her hips, her thighs, to his. Inside the tiny world bracketed by their faces, she chuckled, she teased with her tongue tip, and she breathed as desperately as a shipwreck, “Baby . . . “

He squeezed his hands into her ass and she raised her legs to wrap them around his waist where she locked her ankles. He turned and walked with his catch toward the huge, pillowy couch, necking with her — oblivious to anything else — all the way. He leaned over the couch and released her to fall angel on a cloud and she giggled and bit on the tip of her pinky. She raised both legs over her head with surprising limberness and slipped those exotic, entrancing panties slowly up the entire length of her upstretched legs. He tore away at his clothes like Hulk and she giggled to see such steam. She leaned forward and wrapped the sheer delicate fabric around his member and she stroked him as though the pump needed anymore priming. When he pushed her by the forehead she fell back limp as a doll and he kneeled on the couch on either side of her slender, milky thighs. She breathed out like someone fogging their glasses and stared with her coal-lined emerald eyes into his ferocious, vaguely unhinged blacks. She opened her mouth wide with permission and beckoned with her slithering, wagging tongue. He plunged into her like he was angry at her, filling her mouth so rapidly and completely, her cheeks puffed like a steam train. She dug her sharp nails into the skin of his narrow thighs to at least keep him from poking out the back of her neck.

When exhausted, he relented and let her breathe again. She pushed him off dismissively and padded almost naked to his kitchen where he listened in his daze to cupboard doors, glasses and tap water running. She came back on her tip toes and brought the tall glass to where he slumped on the arm of the couch. She delicately lifted one knee over his hips and straddled him. She cradled the back of his head in her palm and held him up to pour the cool, refreshing water into his mouth as though he were an injured soldier. She poured more into her own mouth and reached over his head to put the glass on the lamp table there, her breasts, still artfully contained in the Art Deco design of the bra cups, dragging over his face.

She pushed her hips down into his cock that flattened against his stomach. He reached up with both hands and they entangled their fingers together as she began to frot back and forth the entire length of his penis with her dewy labia. When he took her breasts in his hands she pressed hers over his and flung her head back. She reached behind her neck and unclasped the exquisite bra and shook her arms till it slid down to her fingers to be flung away across the room. She leaned her palms into the arm of the couch and brought her enlarged nipples to his eager mouth. She reached down between their stomachs and pulled on his cock with her extended fingers and thumb in the manner of someone lifting a tissue. She sat up on him and arched her back to reach down behind her ass to scratch, cup, and tease his balls. The head of his cock came perilously close to popping inside her undulating pussy that now drained her manjiru all over his cock and abdomen. Finally she wiggled down and urged him to follow under her so he was flat on the couch, and she kissed him deeply, twisting her face on his in near-desperation. She whimpered against his lips and pushed her hand between their tight bodies to edge under his cock and push it up off his stomach enough to catch inside her sopping pussy, and she sank herself onto him by clenching her stomach and curling her tailbone in. She humped herself against him reaching higher and higher pitches of inhaled surprise. His body went like a plank and he frantically gripped the cushions. His head sank back and he grunted like a stabbed man. She yelped when his cum filled her. She slowed her thrusts but she continued on him like gentle lake waves massaging the beach on a hot and lazy Saturday afternoon.

She lifted carefully off the beaten and sagging body and pulled her panties carefully back up her legs. She found her bra and dressed in the open window. She went around to her jeans and pulled them on too, as well as her hoody. He moaned finally when she slipped on her flat sandals. She leaned over him where he slumbered with one eye cocked open. She kissed him, touched his lip lightly with her delicate fingertip and she whispered “Bye sweetheart” to him.

She stepped off the train and wove through anonymous rushing bodies to a MacDonald’s parking lot and to a vintage ’72 Mercedes 450, red. She pulled from the trunk an LV bag and pushed through into the busy restaurant. Moments later, she re-emerged to cross the parking lot in black pumps, burgundy pencil skirt, and sleeveless silver Lagarfeld. She pushed the leg of the jeans poking out the top of her bag further down and stepped into her convertible. It rumbled to life with an aroused shudder and she made its tires yelp peeling out.

She stepped out onto the semi-circle driveway and finger-flutter waved at the man cutting the coifed conifers lining the broad sidewalk up to the set of imposing pillars of the tall portico. She clacked across the parquet floor and leaned through the double oak doors into the stained-glass lined room as tall and long as a medieval castle dining hall.

“A good session darling?” Drew deliberately turned his face to her from the head of the massive natural-edged redwood table.

“Got what I needed,” she smiled at him.

Eight people waited patiently around the table for Drew to resume his sentence. But he was distracted and unable to go on. “Let’s do the creative later, shall we?” he announced, standing up and leaving without waiting for or expecting an answer.

He found the source of his agitation in the master suite up the broad double curling stair case that dominated the foyer of the estate. Trish was in the mirror of the spa carefully removing her pearl-drop earrings. He stepped behind her, pressing his body into hers and wrapping his hands around her torso to lock his fingers together over her stomach. “I was able to smell you across the room,” he said.

She twisted and pulled away, turning the taps and watching as hard rain filled the glass cube from every conceivable angle. “I’m unclean,” she replied.

He undid the side zipper of her skirt and she let him, wiggling slightly but enough for it to fall off her hips. He caught the Saint Laurent before it hit the floor and pushed it bunched up to his face to sniff deeply. She stood still with her head hung and her shoulders sloped until he understood to push her top up and off too. With her back to him, she pointed over her shoulder with death’s beckoning skeletal finger to the clasp at her upper back and he carefully unhooked her bra. She brought her arms together in front of her bared chest and bent slightly at her waist to stick her butt out at him. He knelt behind her and uncovered her ass as though unpeeling a ripe, fragile fruit. She stepped, nude, through the glass door, and leaned her palms against the wall. She raised herself to her toes and arched her back, offering herself up from behind. She reached between her parted legs and ran her middle finger between her labia there. Some of Syd’s cum came out.

Drew tore away his starched shirt and dress pants and came into the shower behind her. He heaved his cock in his hand and fitted himself inside her. She bent over further and pressed her face to the cool, wet wall. She closed her eyes and went “Oh yeah, yeah, cum baby, that’s good.” Drew grabbed her waist and flailed at her body with his own until he clenched his teeth as though in pain and grunted into her back like an ape lifting a rock.

When he finished and fell out, she turned around, smiled weakly, and held the door open for him. He dressed again in the mirror. “How many more sessions do you think you’ll need?” he said.

She let the hot streams massage her and she rolled her head on her neck and rotated her shoulders. “You know how these things go, honey,” she replied. “Do we ever really heal?”

He made a face at himself in the mirror. It was true. People never seem to stop therapy once they start.

“What was the meeting about?” she dutifully kept her end of the perfunctory conversation rolling.

“New book I’m plotting.” He pushed his hand through his hair and checked his profile.

“The fall release?”

“The fall release,” he confirmed. “We were sketching the main characters.”

“I’m going to take a wild guess here; the male predator at some point says to the female prey, ‘I was able to smell you across the room.’”

“Am I that predictable?” he sneered at her peeking eye through the mirror. “I want my team to work that into some key dialogue in my novel. It’s so ferocious, don’t you think?”

“It was rude,” she replied.

“Perfect,” he said. “See how you inspire me, darling?”

“Inspire you as a writer or a fucker? Because you haven’t written a word yourself in what, five years?” She leaned her head back and rinsed her hair and spit water.

“Everyone thinks being the author means you actually pushed every fucking word out.”

“I think they expect at least that you touched a keyboard at some point.”

“Philistines. Do they also think Frank Lloyd Wright actually sawed the wood and hammered the nails at the Guggenheim?”

“Your novels aren’t museums — give yourself more credit than that.”

“I don’t see you complaining about the car and expense accounts you run up on Drew Inc.’s tab.”

“Dear,” she stepped out and pressed her wet body against his dry clothes and tapped his chest. “You know I love you, don’t you?”

He grabbed her ass and squeezed too hard. She purred, she didn’t yelp. “Gonna hurt me now, Drew Inc.?”

“You’re not a wife, you’re a gold digger, baby,” he intoned close to her ear.

She scrunched her hand around his balls and squeezed. “And you’re not a writer, you’re a tax dodge, hon,” she replied. She sauntered away from him wrapping her nude, lithe body in a thick and long white spa robe. “When’s dinner?” she asked over her shoulder neither waiting for nor expecting a reply. The joke was, they both knew he never talked to the help: she’d know, she even knew their kid’s names and birthdays, and she learned Spanish too.

That was what brought her to Lookie-Lou’s in the first place back then. Roaring up the street with her roof down between the dress designer’s and the nail salon, the passing bookstore window jogged her mental to-do list. The cook had been trying to find the word for a certain ingredient she wanted and Trish was left stumped trying to understand what to order. The help weren’t allowed near any computers — Drew feared corporate espionage on plots and features of upcoming novels.

She parked and blithely walked in and was immediately transported to a different world as though she stepped unexpectedly through a quantum timeline portal. The dim, crammed and stuffy space smelled like paper and ink and beer and laughing. A fork in some forest trail way back when she wasn’t paying attention to the subtle tree tags had been passed by unawares, and down that way not taken was this world she walked into that day, by now so radically departed from the one she did end up in, it was barely recognizable. But she knew it from the troubled dreams that occasionally stirred her to run from her vast, silk-encased matrimonial bed. “Nothing a sip of water and a pill won’t help,” she’d say to Drew who woke up and asked if she was alright.

She found down the end of a telescopically long aisle a man thin, hunched, and frowning, poring over the newspaper.

“Um,” she said to get his attention. He looked up through glasses so scratched they fogged his eyes. “I’m trying to learn Spanish, not quite a beginner, but . . . “

“You want to be able to understand Spanish recipes,” he nodded.

She twisted her head and retracted her jaw tight to her neck. “Yes, but . . . “ she half laughed. “That’s quite a guess.”

“Accurate?” he was nonplussed.

Again she squinted and tilted her head with a crooked smile. “Am I that predictable?” she asked in what surprised her as an unintentionally slightly British accent.

“Just random chance,” he broadly smiled. He held up the cooking page of the newspaper he was studying. “‘That Spanish recipe you’ve been trying to understand . . . ‘“ he quoted. “Just the exact sentence I was reading when you stopped me.”

“I’m sorry I interrupted you.”

“Oh no, it’s okay, I live for that.”

“You live for interruptions?”

He snorted and threw his head back. “No. I live for the random things that tie us together. It’s random, all of this, you, your sunglasses on her forehead, me, this newspaper, this store, it’s random. But it all comes together as a narrative, doesn’t it.”

Trish looked at the floor behind her and half twisted toward the aisle and the door back out at the end of it. “Are you like this with all your customers?”

“Like what?” He appeared genuinely unaware.

She twisted back toward him unsure if he was having her on. She smiled quirkily. Her lips protruded as though she was about to speak, but she held off longer still. Finally she laughed and said, “You’re weird.”

He shrugged. “You’re weird too . . . “ he raised his eyebrow but not quite his intonation. “Aren’t you?” He held her gaze with his. “I mean, look at you, trapped in your life, squelching the inner voices, unable to find the road to how you got here.”

She crossed her arms over her chest and stepped back. “What would you know about that?”

“Everybody feels trapped in their life. Everybody squelches their inner voices. Everybody’s trying to remember how they got here.” He shrugged. “You can say that to anybody, they’ll always shudder like you just walked on their grave.” He leaned over his newspaper again. “What did you come in looking for?”

She stared at the top of his head. “Doesn’t matter anymore.”

He looked up with striking seriousness. “Yes it does. Nothing matters more. Something brought you here, you have to remember the reason. You always have to remember the reason.”

“You’re the strangest bookstore owner on the planet.”

“I’m not a bookstore owner.”

“What are you?”

“I’m a writer.”

She looked left and right along the counter. “You look like a bookstore owner, you know? You’re in a bookstore, you’re behind the counter of a bookstore in fact.”

“I’m just filling in.”

“Oh. Well then. When does the owner get back?”

“Not sure.”

“Well where did he go?”

“To lunch.”

“Well how long has he been?”

“Four years.”

Trish bugged her eyes out. “Four years!?”

The man looked up at the ceiling a moment. “Four years and two . . . almost three months, I guess.”

“He went to lunch over four years ago?”

The man slowly nodded. “I sell my little books here. I came to collect some money from a few sales and he asked me if I’d do him a favor and mind the store for a bit.”

“And he never came back?”

“He never came back. I stayed the rest of the day. I found the keys and locked it up. The next morning I checked, he still wasn’t back. I opened the store and did it again. I’ve just been doing it every day since then — except for Mondays.”

“Do the customers ask about him? The regulars.”

“They used to.”

“And what did you tell them?”

“Same thing I told you.”

“So you just, what, you just slipped into his role, you just became him, you took over another person’s life?”

The man nodded slowly as though he were just realizing something. “I guess that’s a good way to describe it.”

“What was your life before you took his?”

“Doesn’t matter, there wasn’t much to leave.”

“And now you’re trapped in here because you agreed to do a favor.”

“I’m not trapped.”

She looked around and gestured around the store.

“I can just lock the door and go upstairs anytime I like. People are used to finding the store open or closed randomly. They expect it.”

“They expect it open or closed? That’s not expecting anything. That’s the opposite of expecting.”

“Yeah,” he nodded. He smiled. “Nice one.” He pointed like she’d just cracked a vaguely humorous joke. “We can go up now if you like, hang out. I can make coffee.”

“You think I’m going to go upstairs with you? To where? You think I would?”

He shrugged. “I live upstairs. I’m going up to make a coffee and relax. You’re welcome to come with me or not. It doesn’t matter. Either way, it’s a story, you know? It’s something different.”

He passed by her and opened the front door, leaned against it, and inserted the key on the outside. Trish finally followed him out to the sidewalk. He closed and locked the door. “This way,” he said. He went two storefronts down the sidewalk and disappeared into the wall. Curious, she stepped gingerly after him and peered into the shadow from the safety of the far side of the sidewalk. He was holding the door leading to narrow stairs as though he fully expected her to follow. She looked up and down the sidewalk and crossed. He didn’t say anything, he just went up. She followed. He brought her to number 4 and held that door open too. He gestured to his huge old soft couch inside. “Cream? Sugar?”

She shook her head as though coming to again. “Uh,” she thought about it. “A little of each, sure,” she shook her head dismissively.

He busied himself in the kitchen and she stared around wide-eyed at the space at once messy but clean enough. It gave her the awkward sensation of having sat down inside another person’s mind.

He finally reappeared with two cups. “Careful at the bottom, don’t drain it, it’s Eminonu style.”

She took it and shook her head.

He threw his head back. “Sorry, Turkish cafe style, the cafes around Mosque of Mehmet the Conqueror. It’s an area of Istanbul called Eminonu. They invented it. No filters.”

She sipped. “It’s very good,” she nodded. A few moments passed before she spoke again. “Tell me, do you bring your customers up here a lot?”

He chuckled. “No! Hardly ever.”

“Then why me?”

He looked at her a very long time before answering, not as though composing what to say, but as though assessing whether to say it. Finally he smiled vaguely and looked into his cup. “It’s going to sound strange.”

“It’s already very strange. So go ahead.”

“I’d been having dreams.” He nodded as though that explained things fully. She jutted her head on her neck and curled her hand as though to pull the string. “Like premonitions sort of. But not of the future.” He scanned the floor as though following the rapid and erratic path of a fly. “More like, glimpses of some parallel reality, same time, same space, but different.”

“Different timeline.”

“Exactly!” They both fell silent and contemplated their cups. He said almost too quietly and quickly to hear. “And you come in.”

“I’m sorry?”

He cleared his throat and pushed his glasses up his nose. “And you come into them.”

“Me?”

“You.”

“You’re store?”

He looked to the side. “Yes,” he dragged his answer out with ambivalence.

“Up here?”

“You come up here, yes.”

“And then what?”

He traced the square of his front window with his eyes. He followed the corners made by the ceiling and wall over her head.

“And then what?” she repeated.

He nodded as one would after speaking, only he didn’t speak. She urged him again and he gestured with his hands out and shrugged with sheepishness. She shook her head conveying confusion. Finally he spoke. “We get busy,” he said quietly, sweeping his hand down the length of the couch.

She stared at him. “We fuck,” she stated. “In this dream of yours. You mean to say we fuck?” She smile disbelievingly.

“Recurring dream.”

“In this recurring dream of yours.”

“Only it’s not a dream, I mean, it’s not happening when I’m sleeping at night, it’s just . . . a sensation, a vision, I don’t know, just, like a memory that pops up in your mind, you know, like randomly, like when you’re just shopping and for no reason you recall something that happened. Only it isn’t something that happened, obviously, but it has a similar sort of play in the mind as an unbidden memory, only I know it’s not a memory. It’s like . . . “

“A parallel world.”

“Yeah,” he nodded. “A parallel world.”

“Is it freaking you out right now, the fact that I’m here, sitting on your couch?”

He glared his eyes wide at the floor and smiled crookedly. “Yes! Very much!” he chuckled with growing nervousness.

She stared at his face, studied his jawline, his eyebrows, his thatch of hair. “What do we do, in this dream, or whatever it is?”

“Well, you know.”

“But how do we start?”

He swallowed. “Well,” he cleared his throat again. “I guess I sort of, like in a lucid dream, just sort of decide, just sort of take control, and I just sort of, go over to you and I, you know, I kiss you, and I sit by you, and I touch you, and . . . “

“And what am I doing in this little scenario?”

“You’re, you know, kissing me, you’re touching me, you’re like . . . taking our clothes off.”

“Jesus.”

“It’s intense.”

“How long have you had this dream?”

He sipped his coffee as though stalling for time.

“You’ve never told anyone about this, have you?” she said.

“No, but yes, sort of.”

“You’re written about it.” She scanned the corner of the room where a table stood with a computer on it and reams of paper. “How long?”

He scanned the floor again before answering. “All my life,” he said too quietly for her.

“Sorry?”

“All my life.”

“All your life?”

“My first memories are of her. Of . . . “

“Of me?”

“Of you.”

“Why weren’t you more shocked when I walked up to your counter today?” She stared at him but he only breathed slowly. “Because you knew the moment, you already expected it, is that right?”

“It’s not exact. It’s vague. Every moment plays out in as many different ways as I give it time to play in my head and then it becomes difficult to tell what is playing for me and what I am just making up myself and anyway, there’s dinner to get and so on, it’s like a daydream almost, you don’t really see it, you don’t really hold it long.”

She crossed her legs. She was wearing a sky-blue sundress of wrinkled cotton, and half-heel pumps, white. “Did you want to come here and kiss me, then? Did you want to touch me?”

He put his cup carefully down on the table and stood up. He crossed the floor to the couch and sat down beside her. She watched him as though it were a movie. He didn’t pause though, he carried on, leaning into her and lifting her chin with his finger to press his lips to hers, and when he did, she melted into him, she gripped his sides, she yearned and followed his mouth when he removed it from hers.

He had barely a chance to breath before she lifted her leg over his lap and sank her lips into his. “What the fuck is going on?” she said, her hands trembling, fumbling with his t-shirt she tugged and tore to get off. “What’s your name?” she said, “Syd?” she answered herself.

He unbuttoned the front of her dress and she helped him. He cupped her yellow La Perla bra in his hands and when he squeezed, she exhaled. She tugged at his jeans and he lifted himself. She stood in front of him and tugged at the bottom of his legs to pull his jeans off. She went back and pulled his boxers off the same way. He sat naked on his couch. She stood astride his outstretched legs. She finished the buttons on the skirt portion of her dress and dropped it behind her. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her light yellow hipster panties and drew them down her thighs. “Is it like this?”

“Yeah,” he said. “But it’s never been this clear and this . . . “

“Real?” she said, reaching behind her back and unclasping her bra.

“Real, yes,” he said.

She got back on the couch with him, straddling his lap and drawing her arms around his head. She tussled the hair on the back of his head and he studied how the backs of his fingers played over her hardening nipples that he touched. She reached down between them and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him slowly and lightly. “Like this?” she whispered.

He could only nod.

She kissed him again and raised her hips on her knees and pushed him between her legs. Her full, hot, and wet labia enveloped the enlarged head of his cock. She gasped and let go. “Like this?” she asked again, barely able to say it.

“Never this perfect,” he breathed heavily.

She smiled and laughed. She also exhaled and gasped. She pushed down and his cock stretched up inside her. “Fuck!” she hoarsely whispered against his face.

He scratched his fingers up her back She curled and uncurled in response, her pelvis pushing into his and her chest pushing into his face. She began to ride on him faster and deeper, automatic motions taking over her body and mental awareness leaving her mind. He also leaned his head back and closed his eyes in the manner of an opium addict.

Afterword, they puzzled hard over how long they’d been “in that state,” with her attempting to do the math with her phone clock and he trying to recall event by event what happened. They laid on the couch flat out beside each other naked and stroking each other’s hair and bodies and laughing and sipping a beer he had gotten from his fridge. “You sat on the chair,” he said.

“No, I sat on the couch, you sat on the chair!” she retorted, but she was unsure too.

He rolled over top of her at some point they play-argued more over exactly when and in what order of events it all happened and he pushed his cock into her and she raised her legs and locked her ankles behind his back until they both cried out together.

“I need to go,” she finally said, spent and sprawled, so tangled up in his limbs neither could say where one started and the other ended.

“I should see if there are customers.”

They walked back to Lookie-Lou’s together and she waved to him as she retreated backward up the aisle she had initially come down what seemed last week or last year. She reached the front door and stopped. “Oh! I remember! A Spanish language book!”

“The recipes!” he recalled. He came around his counter and searched his aisles and shelves until he found a book. He pulled it down, flipped through it, and handed it to her. “Five dollars?” he said as a suggestion.

She took it but pulled another down. She examined it front and back and opened the cover. “Your books have no prices,” she said.

“No,” he agreed, as though that were a curious fact to him too.

She shrugged and pulled out her credit card.

He tilted his head. “Uh,” he smiled.

“Of course,” she said, putting it back. “Next time?”

“Of course,” he bowed. She waved with a finger again and left with the book.

She told Drew later that same day that she had become curious about therapy, about repressed memories, past lives, “That sort of thing.”

“What happened today to bring all that on?” He barely looked up from the monthly financial statements.

She stared at his balding head awhile. Finally, she said, “Nothing,” and went up to the suite and the spa and the shower.

She’d perfected the routine over time. “Going to therapy,” she called to him where he sat in his study, or where he played in the kitchen or yakked on the phone wandering the back 40. He’d wave. She’d be wearing something suitable: skirt, dress, blouse, blazer, sweater thrown around her shoulders, whatever looked like the latest Gucci or Dior model. She’d fire up the Mercedes and peel out. But then she’d pull into that always super busy MacDonald’s where she’d slip into the bathroom unnoticed and re-emerge decidedly down-market: a different person.

She’d ride the bus, transfer to the train, trudge up the street picking her way through the usual suspects, and then either try the door to Lookie-Lou’s, and if that were locked, she’d slip unseen through the door two storefronts up, step down the hall to number 4, and use her key to help herself inside.

Syd penetrated her in ways she’d only read about. He was demanding but also giving, if that made any sense, she shook her head. He touched her but it went far deeper than skin. She bit his neck and scratched at his back but still he ploughed himself into her relentlessly, opening her heart with his body. He took her — that was the term she finally realized described it best.

After, they shared a cigarette on the bed and talked about college days. “I was so into Sylvia Plath,” she said to the ceiling. He sat up cross legged and pulled the Sunday New York Times apart and dropped the books section over her face.

“You mind?” she said under the newspaper.

“Your husband,” he said, tapping the paper. “Looks like he’s written something new.”

She pulled it off her face and turned it around right way up. His new book was out. “He didn’t write a word of it. He’s not a writer. He’s the manager of a company that pumps these out. He hasn’t typed a word in ages.” She pulled herself up when Syd remained silent. “What in the world are you reading?” He had the fashion section.

“My curiosity knows no bounds,” he said.

She sat up against him clutching the sheet to her nude body and wrapping her arm around his back. “You’re reading about lingerie.”

“Not just any lingerie,” he licked his fingers and passed her the plate with a slice of cinnamon toast.

She kissed his shoulder and rubbed her face into his arm. “It’s all the same,” she said.

“Not in this case,” he mumbled.

She took the paper from him and scanned the article. “What?” she said, turning it over, turning it back, and shrugging at him.

“Article about La Perla, about a designer there.”

She looked up at him as though to check his condition and then looked back at the article. “Okay,” she said, “And?”

He flopped back into the pillows and pulled her with him so she laid on top of him with her hands clasped on his chest and her chin resting on his chin. She kissed him casually. “That’s the bra you wore when you first came to visit me,” he said.

She looked around the wall behind him with squinting eyes trying to recall. “I have La Perla underwear. I guess that’s what I was wearing. How would you know that though?”

“I saw the label.”

“When I took it off?”

He nodded.

“I took it off and flung it. You would have had a quarter of a second at most to see it. And it’s a small label. And I was, if I recall, at least trying to be very distracting for you at the time.”

“I’m detail oriented I guess.”

“And now, all this time later,” she kissed him again, “you remember what I wore, and you recall even the label,” she kissed him more and more, “and it causes you to notice an article and to want to read it, because it was something I was wearing once.”

“You wore it twice. And another one, once.”

“Have you been tracking my clothes all this time?”

“I just notice things,” he kissed her back.

“I don’t know whether to be very impressed or to be very creeped out.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I don’t recall what bra or panties you wore today.”

“I didn’t wear any bra or panties today. They’re back in the car.” She kissed him deeply, she purred on him, and she reached down between them and stroked his cock. He was already hard. She merely had to curl her hips a bit for him to enter her. She snaked her pussy down his cock and pressed her pelvis hard into his. She exhaled and kissed his bottom lip and said something to him about what he does to her that she doesn’t understand.

He rolled her over and she hooked her knees over his shoulders. She urged him with her fingernails digging into the flesh of his thighs. He planted his hands to the sides of her head and he rammed her body so hard her lungs jolted and her back arched and her breasts bounced. “Fuck Syd,” she breathed out loud.

Her pussy clenched around his cock and her hips rose and fell with his. She writhed on the bed and thrashed her head back and forth on the pillow. She chomped her teeth down on his arm and she laughed and craned her neck to meet his mouth with hers and when he went rigid and stopped breathing, she was surprised — again — at her body’s reaction to his, and she felt electrocuted softly for nearly a minute before she came back down.

There was a bang on the door. She lazily flopped on her back and looked up at him through dazed eyes. “You expecting someone?” she moaned.

“No,” he eyed the direction of the banging suspiciously. He pushed up and groaned and pulled the sheet with him to cover himself.

She yelped, nude and exposed, “Hey!” and she laughed and pushed a pillow between her legs and yearned for him to come back and make love to her again. But the sound of Drew’s voice startled her.

“Swear to god, man,” Syd said, backing up. “No idea who you’re talking about.”

“She’s in here, I heard her,” Drew shouted. Before Trish could cover herself, or hide, or do something, Drew was at the bedroom door and Syd was behind him terrified and shaking his head and shrugging.

“Therapy,” Drew shook his head. He went back out the door and down the hall.

Trish quickly pulled on her clothes and ran down the hall and stairs and Syd followed her. “Don’t you come,” she said to him.

“I’m coming,” he replied, and that was that. But at the bottom of the stairs, he stopped in the door. Drew was already on the other side of his car parked directly in front. She called his name from the sidewalk and they considered each other over the roof of his car.

“Not going to talk about it,” Drew said. He pressed a button on his remote in his hand and the passenger door of his car unlocked. “Make your choice here and now, Trish,” he said. “One chance only. Get in, carry on as before. Turn around, and you’re cut off from everything.”

Trish fretted. She turned and stared long at the lanky body of Syd in the shadows of the decrepit doorway, a second vaguely transparent Syd reflected in the door he held open. She turned and looked back at the head of Drew floating above his upside down reflection in the shiny roof of his car.   

“One chance,” Drew repeated. Behind her stood poverty but truth. In front of her floated wealth but lies. She paused. And then she reached into her pocket and pulled out her key ring: her car key, her house key, her gym locker, her club fob. She weighed it in her hand and considered things. Then she threw it over the car to Drew. He reached up and twisted to catch her off-throw just as a bus chugged past and there was a terrible thwack when it’s huge mirror caught Drew’s head and sent him violently to the pavement.

Trish squealed and the bus screeched to a halt, sending passengers tumbling over each other. Syd ran out and together they darted around to the other side of his car. Drew was out flat.

The books continued unabated on schedule, one per season. It was decided that the vast readership didn’t need to know that their cherished favorite author was too brain-damaged to even tie his shoes or form a spoken sentence, let alone read or write a single word. He’d gone hermit-like, as so many of the great authors do, went the story. It was only her and Syd who knew what choice she made. But as the wife of the famous author, she had a team to manage.

She waited around the corner in her Mercedes. Syd waited in his store. Finally, Robert came in, as he almost always does on Monday afternoons around 2. “Got any copies of the Times left?” he said as he always did. He meant the Sunday Times, and he didn’t mean for sale. Syd pulled out the copy with the header stripped off for his store refund of unsold copies and pushed the weighty pile over the counter.

“Hey,” he said before he let go of it to Robert’s twitching hands. “You mind doing me a favor?”

Robert shrugged. “Let me check my appointment book,” he joked, not looking anywhere but into Syd’s face.

“I have to get up to the bank, might be a line up, you want to come around here and hold the fort while I’m gone?”

“Sure man,” Robert said. “What do I have to do if someone comes in?”

Syd shrugged. “Take their money?” He stepped out, looked back through the window as he passed the store, and went around the corner to step into Trish’s waiting car.

“It’s done?”

“It’s done,” he said.

She floored it and the Mercedes squawked and shook and shot off toward the west.




What Tessa Didn’t Know




T

 essa settled her gaze out through the windshield and far, far away to the pin-points of sharp white lights blinking at her through the hot, dry night air across the valley below. She jutted her jaw crookedly and exhaled with defeat.

She’d already told Tyler “No,” she had several times explained that she’s happily married, she had even let him kiss her as consolation — and maybe even returned the kiss with some eagerness of her own, which surprised her — but he wasn’t appearing to relent satisfied.

She looked down at her body conformed to his remarkably comfortable car seat. His hands, deft as a pianist’s, his fingers, long and oddly so independently working it mesmerized her, slid from one button down to the next so slowly she wondered if there was maybe a certain pace that established “letting him undress you” below which she wasn’t guilty. If it takes a man two years to undo six buttons, that’s not undressing you; if it takes him two minutes, that is. So, she briefly thought, as he moved to the third button, there must be a critical threshold somewhere between two minutes and two years over which she was guilty of nothing. So far.

She saw between her flagging white top and her taut skin below the floral texture of her gleaming baby-blue balcony bra. She rolled her lips together between her teeth and raised her eyes to Tyler’s face through strands of her sand-blonde hair that had fallen over her face. His gaze was on her chest and so she was able to steal a study of his face, its expression, what it could tell her about who he was, what made him, him.

When he gently tugged on the tucked tail of her top, she arched her back and sagged her shoulders to let him, she thought with waves of guilt washing over her, and dissolving into the sand of self-justification. That’s where the last of the buttons lurked — the part below the waist. He spread her top open like someone opening an expensive, fragile gift, and she again insisted with a long whispered, though involuntarily smiling, “noooo . . .”

But she also clasped his chiseled face in both her hands, her fingers wrapping around his angular jaw, and though she intended by the touch to hold him off or push him away, his slightest pressure forward caused her to give in again and she only ended up guiding his face into hers more accurately, to the point their lips were millimeters apart. “I told you,” she protested again, but she also felt her eyes close, her lips open, and her hands, her fingers, tighten on his slightly bearded skin, and she pulled him the last mile to her lips.

His kiss was far too electric, his touch — his hands, big, strong, agile, and wrapped around the exposed sides of the bottom of her ribs — too warm and persuasive for the married woman. She didn’t want to exhale, she didn’t want to let a moan out, and she didn’t want to push her body up and forward into his hand, pushing back against his touch. When his hand dragged down her stomach to play, fingers circling, with the top button of her jeans, she shook her head again. She knew that if she tried to say “no” it was liable to come out as a moan. She knew she was in trouble.

Why, she screamed in her head, lolling her head back against the car seat headrest to gaze out his passenger window to the gleaming stars in the sky as clear and prominent as the lights across the valley, are we such slaves to our bodies that a man can violate every rule and override every protest and with a mere touch, open boxes that are the kind that can never be closed again.

When he undid the buttons down the front of her jeans, she breathed trying to calm herself, she turned sideways as though looking as far away as possible to absolve her of any involvement, and she held his wrist tightly in her grip, as though that were sufficient to claim she was still trying to stop him. But she didn’t pull his hand away. When he pulled ever so slightly at the corner of her parted pants, she only lifted her hips to raise her ass off his car seat, and he recognized the cue and did the rest, pulling her jeans down and off her legs. She even pointed her feet and toes to let the tight jeans slide off easier.

She swung her face back toward his and nailed his eyes with her own. It was the most serious look she could muster. But she also needed to see if he noticed anything: like how she wore matching floral-textured baby-blue panties, how she did her eyes in complimentary campanella-blue shade, how she lined them dark and extended her lashes and even wore her Swiss-blue topaz teardrop pendant and tiny topaz stud earrings. Why wouldn’t she? She had ebony brown eyes — what color should she have worn in case something did happen with him that night?

In his eyes, she wanted and also feared that he’d notice that a job coach for the unemployable by day would, for a small community college writing workshop, get herself ready like someone going on a date. “Just going to grab a coffee out with some of the other writers,” she texted Brock at home. He’d only be wracked with suspicions if she told him she was going up McTaggert Mountain to the lookout with a guy ostensibly to talk about their mutual struggles with the blank page. But the unexpected onrush of relentless intimacy of a car interior at night in an unlit lot high above everyone and everything, in silence when he switched the engine off, and without any apparent need to rush the moment or fill the void, was surprising.

She placed her hand on his leg before he touched her in any way. She only meant to tap his thigh to express how she was feeling in the moment — nervous but okay — but then she left it there. She even commented on how she left it there, not with words, but by tapping with her index finger and exhaling and looking over at him. She lacked for absolutely nothing. So why was she yearning so deeply? Still he didn’t say anything, and that made it worse, because if he did, she could reply that it was time to go back down, she could respond that this wasn’t a good idea, she could tell him she was married, again, and that she was happily so.

But he didn’t, did he. No, he had to pick her hand up and, though she thought he was going to be the one to demonstrate proper adult behavior and give her hand back to her, he instead lifted it by her cool, long, elegant finger to his mouth where he kissed so lightly and briefly you could pretend it wasn’t a kiss at all. But then he wrapped his hand around hers and rather than pull away or dismiss it all with a chuckle and a nod back toward the road and down the hill, she instead, inexplicably and for reasons inscrutable even to her, tightened her grip around his hand harder than his on hers, and she inhaled sharply through her teeth. Then, as though they really could communicate without words, both Tessa and Tyler drew themselves forward simultaneously and twisted to each other for a hug, and she thought that that was good. A hug — who doesn’t do that? It’s what friends do, it was comforting, it was normal, and it was the first usual and familiar thing to happen since she made that decision to climb into his car back in the community college parking lot.

She tapped his shoulder blade and he drew her closer. She smiled over his shoulder and closed her eyes and exhaled. This then was all this was, she assured herself, two ships in the night type of thing, two young people brought together by happenstance — they’d have gone to a cafe if two people could share writing experiences without being overheard and judged — who, being artists, would naturally incline to the emotional, who, being human, can’t be expected to ignore the completely biological and neurologically programmed responses to touch. That was all it was then, and she gave a quiet “phew” over his shoulder.

And then she watched as though drugged when, falling back into her seat, his beautiful hands nimbly played with the top button of her top, which was not normal nor totally explainable. Even less so the second one. Or the third. She said “no” at that point, but all the while her hand, which had returned to his leg, only much higher up, squeezed and released rhythmically, her fingernails, painted cerulean blue, digging with scratching noises into his denim.

He eased her top off her shoulders but that was all her, she had to admit. She leaned forward and pressed her arms behind her to let the collar slide down her back and looked sideways at him helplessly. What she wanted — what she had, she needed to admit to herself, planned — was how her body would look nearly naked in her lusciously pretty baby-blue bra and panties with her sand blonde hair set with waves and highlights, in a man’s car, in his black leather passenger seat, lit only by stars, broad valley lights, and maybe some dashboard glow if a radio was on. She didn’t want to be the type of girl who’d be in such a seat — he was an ex-hockey player looking for a restart to life — with jeans around her ankles and her white chiffon top hanging open like she’d been seduced or something. She wanted a moment because life, or at least the retained memory of it, was all such moments: that was art.

She squinted at Tyler because she thought about this moment way back when she was so carefully, so closely in the bathroom mirror with door shut and locked, painting on her new tube of desert rose lipstick she bought for the occasion. She thought about it in fact days before, when she popped into the pharmacy for some new color of lipstick. And then she meandered through the mall and only half surprised to end up in the lingerie store where the baby-blue set she now wore first called out to her.

She sighed and pressed her clasped hands together between her bare legs and chuckled with a barely audible peep, nude, and she knew, very cute — fucking hot more like it — in Tyler’s front seat, because she thought, but had only imagined it a daydream that everyone was allowed to explore, at least writers, about seducing him with her looks, and that when she said to him, as she rehearsed in her car on the way to the college, “Hey, want to just go up McTaggert and talk a little bit about our projects before we head home?” she’d find it a laugh when he’d agree because she would know that he would have only agreed only because she was so fucking hot. They’re so predictable!

It was a game she played, that’s all. Once he agreed, the game was over and she’d only continue out of politeness, and then they’d talk and come back down and be that kind of friend. The intimacy of the space was not accounted for in her plan. But, she had to admit, if a girl is going to let herself look like that while dressed like this in place like that, the guy could hardly be accused of impropriety if he wondered what would happen if he touched the front of her bra, or — she exhaled and shivered though it was so warm — the front of her matching piece below. She looked and saw that her hand had wrapped around his inner thigh higher up, squeezing and releasing and she had forgotten about it there and now marveled how it seemed to carry on with a mind of its own. She glanced up at him and back down the way one would if a kitten awoke on hearing its name, and she gazed with deepening awe as her hand, surely someone else’s, traveled up the final inch or two to slide over the lump there, at the top between his legs.

But, she admitted, it had to be her hand — the heat and the hardness were felt by her, and even maybe the ridge below the head, and the hardening (intriguingly long) shaft. She tried to convey to him with her eyes that this was wrong, this was supposed to stop, but all she did was flash her brilliant beautiful pupils and flutter her eyelids at him which of course made him lean toward her again and she wanted to stop it, she did, but she held his face with her free hand and felt his cheek when, she realized too late again, his lips were kissing her lips.

She didn’t need this, she certainly didn’t seek it, and she found it dirty and morally wrong of those who did. She rested her head back sideways on his car seat when the kiss went longer than a peck of friendship and her legs parted for him when his touch there was not that of anything innocent. It was not her moaning, surely, just it was not her pressing her lips forward, and when his hand touched her stomach, it was not her who breathed and twisted, nor was it her who arched and chuckled when the backs of his strong agile fingers dragged over the front of her floral textured bra, or over the bumps in the middle that gave her away. It was someone else!

She clutched at his wrist hard because he didn’t know that she was embarrassingly sensitive there. She licked her lips and conveyed as much with her wide open and dilated eyes and she showed him too, in case he didn’t realize, with a stiff grip on his wrist, that to bring his fingers back down and up over her elongating nipples still tucked inside the baby-blue balcony cups, was a kind of torture. She gasped to show him how dangerous that was. And when she demonstrated what he should not do, by pulling the edge of her bra down enough to expose her nipple to the skin of the back of his finger, she needed to show why, and she pushed his hand in hers down her stomach, to her panties, and even under her panties, where she slid her grip down from his wrist to his middle finger, to guide him — gently! gently! — to the folds between her legs, to show him that she was very wet as a result. See! she wanted to scream, that’s why you need to stop!

She left his hand there and pulled him by the neck so his face once again was pressed to hers and she enveloped his mouth with her lips and moaned inside their long, lingering kiss, because she was suddenly shy. When he moved up, she quickly pushed his hand back down. “Don’t stop,” someone whispered, not her. She exhaled inside their kiss and pushed her hips forward. She ended the kiss  and draped her head over his shoulder and let him enter her with his finger and rub her all over, on her stomach, her breasts, both now bared, her shoulders, her face, because she knew in that moment that she was going to end up sucking his cock — this was going to go there so why fight it any longer?

She determined to get the dirty business over and done with since it had now already been determined that it was going to happen. Her intrigue at his length had been playing on her mind the whole time. She tugged open his pants angrily and spread them. She reached below his boxers and, unable to get sufficiently inside, she meowed at him and laughed a little and he helped her by lifting himself and pushing his pants and boxers to his knees. She scratched her nails at his neck and licked her tongue on his chin and flicked the tip of her tongue at his lips. “You’re bad,” she said to him, and she gripped his stiffening cock, hot, veiny, velvety and longer-feeling than she was expecting, and wider, too, and she finally looked down to see.

She didn’t want to appear to be crass so she took a bit of time kissing his clavicle, dancing her lips and tongue around his chest, and licking the ridges of his impressive six-pack, but in truth, it was seconds from his mouth to where her hand covered the head of his cock, rubbing around and around. She looked up from his lap and chuckled at herself again, pulling up on her hands and knees and leaning over the console, but she also knew she looked pretty in the baby blue panties and bra, and she wasted no more time and pushed her lips to the head of his cock that she exposed to herself by pushing her grip down his ever harder shaft. After all, she was unable to not take his cock in her mouth, he was touching and rubbing her beneath her panties after all and if her nipples were sensitive enough to make her wet, her pussy was even more so.

She could have kissed it and licked it and examined it and teased him, but who was she kidding? She opened her mouth and pushed down so his cock, wide, stiff and long, filled her mouth like nothing ever had before. She always wondered what it felt like for a man to enter with his cock into such a warm wet place, and she wrapped her tongue around the underside like a snake and she moaned on him because he should know, he had a right to know, that it felt very good for her too, to have his cock in her mouth. She felt herself in that automatic mode again, rising and falling on him, imitating fucking, she thought, in pace and depth. He tugged on her nipples and she yipped and squeezed her lips tight around his shaft and he tugged again and she lifted off to protest but he pushed his hips up and pushed her head down so that he really was now fucking her mouth and she felt her pussy run with wetness at the thought. A virtual strangers is fucking my face, she thought, I’m a very bad girl!

Surely he noticed that she was not only bobbing in his lap at a certain pace and a certain depth, but  that her hips were also matching that with his fingers going in and out of her below, and she realized he was probably thinking that he was going to get her to do that too. She pulled off of him and raised her face to his to let him know that she knew what he was thinking and she squinted her eyes and shook her head and exhaled to let him know that she knew what terrible thoughts he was thinking. But she also swung her leg over his lap.

Somehow he had hooked his thumb in the waist of those pretty panties and they had come off her legs surprisingly easily so that she realized, when she needed to kiss him again, her fingers around the back of his neck, there was nothing between the slick, saliva-coated head of his enormous cock, and her own saliva-and-otherwise wetted pussy, and she realized this when the heat of the head of his cock actually touched her nearly quivering and puffed pussy lips that hung heavy below her.

She thought it might be enough to tease and laugh and pretend. She thought they could play with the thought. She didn’t even know that the head of his cock was already pressing between the lips of her pussy, but when she did realize it in a distracted moment of guilt, her legs lost their strength, her knees released, and, wanting only to tell him to his face that they should stop, she moved back from the kiss, only serving to lower her hips, and being so slick from his touch, he being so slick too from her mouth, they were engaged on each other before she had half a chance.

Realizing that Tyler’s hands were around her back and on her ass, and that she was holding on to his neck, and that his cock, huge, stiff, and wet, was already inside her, she pursed her lips, a cry and a deep exhalation escaped her throat, and she lost all remaining resistance, her hips falling down till her ass bumped his thighs, and she felt his cock so deep and high insider her like some pulsating evil serpent. Did she get off of him? No. She rose half way, but she also went back down, and she started going up and down on him as though again the autopilot switch had been engaged. She flung her head back and the highlighted tips of her long luscious hair danced on his legs. When he leaned forward she jutted her chest and he exposed her small breasts by carefully pulling the cups down under them and he couldn’t have known that sucking on them would make her go wild like that, but he did and she did — she bucked crazily, she rose and fell faster, and she cried out loud because it was a private, intimate space and so far away high up on McTaggert. She realized after it was too late that that guy she only wanted to tease with some nice make-up and some sweet talk about driving up the mountain, was now under her and that she was fucking him and not just lightly or softly, but madly and deeply. It was the last thought she had before everything dark went light and everything quiet went loud. Nothing had ever felt so good. When, gasping and grinning with wonderment, she realized that he hadn’t yet but that he was about to, she thought to jump off him and handjob him, but she was too slow. The first spurt she felt and after that, it would only make a mess, so she rode him until he sagged and when he crumpled back in his seat, she kissed him all over and nibbled his ear and couldn’t stop grinning. She lifted off of him and together they wiped with tissues all over and laughed and dressed. When he parked beside her lone car left abandoned in the quiet parking lot at the college, she turned to him, she held his hand, and she let him down gently. “That was a one-off thing.”

“Okay,” he said.

“I mean it. That was nice, but that’s all that’s going to happen.”

He nodded again and she climbed out. She circled around to his side and he rolled his window down. She leaned inside and grabbed the hair on the back of his head and kissed him more deeply than even when they fucked. “Thank you,” she whispered.

When she got home, she said to Brock, “I think maybe I’ll quit the workshop.”

“Why is that, honey?” Brock said, not looking up from his spreadsheet. He was ordering supplies — he ran a crew of aircraft mechanics at the airport.

“Just not really feeling it anymore,” she lied and went up to the shower.

“Don’t give it up so easily,” he called over his shoulder. But she was already gone.

When Wednesday rolled around again, Tessa was up and down and in the kitchen and on her computer like a cat with a twitching tail. “Just go,” Brock shook his head with exasperation.

“I shouldn’t,” she winced.

“What can happen?”

“It’s not good for me.”

“You said it felt good last time.”

“Brock, don’t make me go, really.”

“It’s good for you — it gives you something you look forward to all week.”

“I’m begging you Brock,” she bit her lip. She also checked her hair and went into her closet, coming out a moment later wearing a nearly transparent candy-floss pink satin bra.

Brock scanned her body up and down. “You were glowing last week after.”

“It’s not good,” she repeated herself. But she also turned her back toward him and pulled up tight satin thongs that matched her cute bra, even in its near transparency.

“Go,” he said to her back as she leaned into the mirror in the bathroom to shade her eyes in something rosy and her lips in something peachy.

She turned to face him in her underwear and dropped her head sideways. “I’m afraid to,” she said to him, not elaborating about why.

He held up the shimmering black halter she had laid on the bed. She poked her arms in it and he helped her pull it down tight over her body. She had also taken out of the closet a wrap-skirt, also black, that rode halfway up her thighs. He helped her into that too. He sat on the edge of the bed and she balanced herself gripping his shoulder as he fitted on her feet her spiked sandal platforms.

“How do I look?” she asked him.

“Hot,” Brock nodded. “You going out after again?”

“I guess I am,” she whispered with guilt. She cleared her throat. “Are you going to wait up?”

“Should I?”

She bit her lip again and looked down. “I’m not sure. Maybe not. Might be later this time.”

He watched her back up and roll away into the night, her tail lights slipping around the corner and disappearing in the dark.

She pulled up right beside Tyler’s car and reversed herself in so she could skip undetected between her driver door and his passenger door.

“Go!” she ordered with a nervous squeal, slinking down in her seat to avoid others parking. He sped away and she found the lever to lean her seat back, and the other one to slide it back too. She was aware she had exposed most of her legs to him that way.

When the street lights gave way to the trees of the park around the mountain, she dropped her shoes from her toes and put her feet up on his dashboard. “What do you think of that bunch of old ladies who come to the workshop? They’re an interesting bunch, aren’t they.”

“What do you mean,” Tyler answered, sliding his hand over her bare thigh, pushing the edge of her skirt further up her thigh.

She let him, fascinated by his big hand on her narrow thigh. “Do you think they all knew each other before, or did they all become friends there?”

His attention remained on the dark winding road, but his hand slid further up. His baby finger reached the apex where her thigh met her pelvis. She inhaled through tight teeth but otherwise kept her hands wrapped around her seat bottom.

“I think they were already friends,” he said. His nails lightly scratched her most delicate skin.

Her breath became more rapid and short. “Do you think they know you and I are playing hooky together?” She rolled her head to the side and admired the profile of his face. She parted her legs and pulled her skirt up around her waist.

“I think they fantasize a lot of things — I’m pretty sure they’re busy at home writing totally different things than what they bring to the workshop.” He moved his hand so that his fingernails, lightly as before, teased the front of her tight satin panties.

She licked her lips and tried to keep her eyes open. “What do you think they write about?” she breathed. She reached over and dragged the back of her fingers over his face, down his neck, and down his body to his lap. She rested her hand there as though it just happened to fall there, but she scrunched it into a fist because she could hardly take it.

“People like us doing things like what we’re doing right now,” Tyler said, looking over at her.

“And what do you think we’re doing right now,” she shook her head in mock defiance. But she also opened his button and deftly dragged his fly down. She reached inside his boxes and pulled out his cock even while he kept trying to focus on driving. She lazily stroked it, dragging her thumb over the head. She laughed a little with delight, but her breathing was difficult.

“Right now I think you’re getting ready to suck me a little bit while I drive,” he said.

“You think so, do you?” She bit her lips again and gripped his cock hard enough to almost hurt. “Tessa is a married woman, I keep trying to tell you,” she said, but she also stroked him.

He pressed his finger against the damp front of her panties and she sucked air in sharply as though burned. When he touched the back of her head, she said, “Damn you,” and she bent over, pulled herself up into a crouching position on her seat, and leaned down into his lap. She went down on him like she’d been starving to swallow his cock all week. She moaned on him and twisted her head so rapidly her flouncing hair flew in his lap. She pulled up and pushed her mouth against his ear and said, “I’ve been dying to fuck you since last Wednesday.” She could hardly stroke him she was gripping him so hard, and she couldn’t decide whether to jump on his lap right there or plunge him back into her mouth. He pushed her head by twisting his fist in her locks and gave her the answer. She cried in whimpers she loved his cock in her mouth so much.

She lifted up only when he turned the car off  — they had arrived at the same spot as the previous week, except closer to the side and the trees there. She looked around and, satisfied they were as alone as they had been before, she went back down on him. It was too big, but she loved it poking her throat and stretching her cheeks. It made what she was doing worse. Tyler turned on the interior dome light and twisted the knob to a dim intensity.

She lifted up and kissed his cheek, cradling it in her hands like a precious gift. “Are you trying to get us caught?” she said, kissing him and burying her tongue in his mouth.

“I like to watch, I need to see you.”

She shook her top off and showed him her new pink bra, wiggling her chest. “And let everyone else see this too?”

“Nobody’s here,” he assured her.

“How do you know?” she sat back in her reclined seat and lifted her skirt off her hips and down her legs.

“I checked it out when you were gobbling me.”

She pressed her thumbs into her waist and slipped her thongs down her legs too. She found the lever and reclined her seat all the way back, and she wrapped her hands above and behind her to hold onto the headrest of her car seat where it rested against the seat behind. She lifted her knees and spread her legs. “Baby,” she said, “I had to wait all week and tell my husband the worst lies. Don’t keep me waiting now.”

Tyler looked out his side window a long while before finally looking down at Tessa prone and ready beside him. “You look incredible,” he said.

“So fuck me then if you must,” she nearly whispered and half-closed her eyes. “Mmm,” she moaned loudly and she smiled up at him knowing he was admiring her body. “It’s all your fault, you know.”

Tyler stripped down and rolled over on top of her in the car seat. She immediately grabbed greedily at his cock, already long and hard, and she pulled him down between her legs with both hands around his shaft. She drew on her pussy lips with the head of his cock soaking it, readying it. “I had to masturbate a few times because of you,” she said accusingly.

“Oh yeah?” he said, rotating his hips over hers. “What did you think about?”

“I thought about this,” she whispered, and she pulled him down further until the head of his cock was sucked in between her pussy lips. She spread her arms and knees and flopped her face to the side. She felt vulnerable and taken. She felt imprisoned, left with no options. “Fuck me hard,” she told him. “Punish me,” she whispered.

He raised his hips and plunged them back down so his cock entirely filled her and she yelped and cried like someone impaled. He drew back up and flung himself down into her harder and she cried out louder. Her back arched and her toes curled. She reached around his waist and her fingernails scrunched into his skin so hard she broke it. His ass plunged into her like a jackhammer and he pushed his face into her neck. She cried out and her legs rose up to lock her ankles around his back. He fucked her so deep she could feel his cock punching her stomach. Her nipples were so hard, when he grabbed her breasts she bucked and arched and nearly blacked out.

In the shadows outside the back passenger window, Brock crept up closer. The light inside was exactly the right level to let him see his buddy Tyler fuck his wife Tessa, without them being able to see out at all. It was only meant to settle a bet. It wasn’t meant to make him so hard — or to make him pull his cock out and stroke himself. But the fact was, with the window cracked an inch open for their breath, he could hear the passion in her cries so deep and hard, and he could see her head back, her eyes so crunched, and her mouth so open, that he was struck with awe that she could reach such heights of sexual passion. He’d never seen it, under or over him, no matter what position they fucked in. She never seemed unsatisfied, but she’d also never looked or sounded like that. He tried to stop himself but when she inhaled so loudly, so high, when her breath stopped and she screamed silently, when she orgasmed, he lost it, all over his hand, the ground, and even the door of his buddy’s car. He scurried back into the shadows and watched from further away when Tyler came inside his wife. She kissed him and coddled his face and stroked him so bewitchingly he wondered if he even had the right car and the right wife. She was a woman transformed, like someone he’d never known before.

Brock went back through the sliver of forest to the other parking spot and sped home. In Tyler’s car, dressed and cuddling, she said, “That was good for our last time, don’t you think? Because this is stopping now.”

“Do you think?” Tyler said, wrapping his hand around her shoulders and pulling her tighter to him.

“It has to, I’m sorry, but it must.”

Later that week, Brock said, “Hey. Why not bring your writing friends over that you go out for coffee with?”

“I don’t think so,” she said with a laugh. “Besides, I’m not going to go back.”

“Don’t stop going, I think you like it.”

“I’m trying to tell you that I shouldn’t go.”

“Invite them over after. How many do you go out with?”

Tessa looked with fear into the side of the couch in the den. The lies were getting so hard to tell. “It’s really usually just one, it’s just nothing.”

“Perfect,” Brock said. “So just come over, bring them over.”

She sighed and looked sideways with her eyes bulging. “I can’t,” she said.

“You can, it’s fine, it really is.”

She took a deep breath. “It’s a guy, okay? You’re not going to like it.”

Brock didn’t miss a beat. “I don’t care if it’s a guy, whatever. Bring them over, I insist.”

“You don’t understand,” she said back to him.

“I want to meet him.”

She tried to find a reason why it couldn’t be. “I don’t think he’s going to be there this week.”

“He’s always there, isn’t he?”

“It’ll be late.”

“Who cares.”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“I do.”

She went upstairs and into the bathroom. She tried hard to think. But she also breathed out hard and began to put on her makeup. Brock knocked on the door softly. “Really, bring him over, I’d really like to meet him.”

Tessa sighed and sagged her shoulders. She bit the side of her cheek and scrunched her eyes. Finally she said, “Okay fine.”

By the time she stepped out, she looked like she was going out to the clubs. Her eyes were charcoal dark, her cheeks were pink, her lips were matte desert pink, and her earrings were loops of silver. She had already hung up in there her underwear. She chose to wear black lace hipsters with scalloped edges and her black full cup bra with the tiny blood-red bow in the middle. She pulled on a tight white sleeveless t and stretched to pulled up her tight black pencil skirt. She stepped into her high-heel peek-a-boo toe sandals. She stepped in front of Brock who was mesmerized by his transformed wife. “I could call him and tell him to just come here,” she said. “I don’t think I should go to the workshop like this,” she said quietly, guiltily. 

“If you think,” Brock said.

When they heard his car pull in their driveway, she went to the front door and went out, closing it behind her. Brock stayed in the den. Many long moments later, Tessa came in and behind her, Tyler followed.

“Brock,” she said, “This is Tyler, from the writing workshop. Tyler, this is Brock, my husband?” she said accusingly, and she looked away from both of them.

“Good meeting, you,” Tyler shook Brock’s hand.

“You too, can I get you a beer? A wine?” Brock said.

“Beer’s good,” Tyler nodded. He sat on the couch. Brock left the room. Tessa paced until Tyler grabbed at her hips and she wriggled free, slapping lightly at his wrist and giving him a scolding glare. Brock came back with three beers and handed one to Tessa, another to Tyler, and with the third, clinked their bottles.

“So how’s the writing, is it one project that you work on the whole time, or do you do something different each week?” Brock asked, sitting in a chair. He motioned for Tessa to sit on the couch beside Tyler and though she sighed and rolled her eyes, she sat — but only on the opposite end as far as possible from Tyler.

Before long, the mood lightened and they were all laughing — partly because Brock put on a stand-up comedian channel. Tessa was up and down getting drinks, leaving for the bathroom, or going out just to get her breath, but every time she returned, Brock noticed she plunked down closer and closer to Tyler on the couch.

Brock suddenly looked at his phone even though nobody heard it. “Oh!” he said. “I got to take this call — I was expecting it. Call from Europe.” He left the room appearing as though listening to a hard-to-hear call. They could hear the door to his office close loudly.

Tessa turned to Tyler. “I don’t think you should stay longer. It’s too dangerous.”

“What do you mean,” Tyler said, wrapping his arm around her waist. She pushed at his hand but not hard enough to push his hand off her. He pulled her to him and she stared out the doorway as though checking. “Just getting started,” he said.

“You’re crazy,” she replied, turning to him and, unable to resist, holding his face in her hands to kiss him quickly and lightly. “I meant it when I said that was our last time.”

But he captured her and held her face to kiss her longer. “I need you again.”

“Stop,” she said. But she didn’t pull away. He ran his hand over her t-shirt and felt her bra — her raised nipples. She exhaled and gripped his wrist, but she didn’t pull him away. “I said you should stop,” she breathed.

“I can hardly keep my hands off you. You look incredible.”

She leaned against him and kissed him longer. She gripped the lump in his pants. “I got ready for you — I said I wasn’t going to anymore.” She squeezed him. “But you make me crazy. And I hate you.”

“Give me your bra,” he said.

“Hardly,” she shook her head with a grin. “I think he’s going to notice that.”

“Give it to me — take it off.”

“I can’t — I have a t-shirt on.”

“Quickly!” he said.

“You’re out of your mind!” she said, but she also looked out the doorway again. He tugged at her shirt and she looked at him with a glare, but she also quickly tore her t-shirt off and turned her back to him to unclasp her bra. “Hurry,” she said.

He slipped it down her arms and she quickly pulled her t-shirt back on. She looked down at her visible breasts, her protruding and obvious nipples.

Brock came back into the room. He shook his head. “Big problems over there — big issue,” he said.

All three talked as though just getting to know each other. They also half paid attention to the comedians. They laughed and they drank and clinked. Tessa forgot that she was hiding her chest but Brock didn’t seem to notice that she lost her bra, even if her top was so transparent.

Brock’s phone seemed to ring again because he suddenly stared at it and nodded at Tyler and his wife and left the room again rolling his eyes and speaking in hushed tones to his phone as he left down the hall and closed his office door loudly again.

“Your panties too,” he said.

“Stop it!” she screamed in a whisper. But she also laughed with nervousness.

“Now,” he said. “Hurry.”

She rolled her eyes and sighed loudly. She stood up and watched again out the door holding herself in a half squat before hiking her skirt and wriggling her hips to pull her panties down her legs and off her feet. She handed Tyler her panties. She sat down again shook her head. “I hope your satisfied! This is so wrong,” she said, but she also reached over and squeezed his cock. Tyler undid his pants and pulled his cock out.

She slapped him. “Are you crazy!? She glared at him, but she also stole a glance at his glorious member, remembering how she once feared its size.

He stroked it and she glanced between the doorway and Tyler’s lap. She glared at him, but she pulled his hand off his cock and gripped it and stroked it for him. When they heard Brock coming back down the hall, she pulled off and Tyler pulled a blanket over his lap to hide himself.

“What’s going on now?” Tyler said to Brock.

“They’re having a hard time finding the problem,” he said. “Got a whole airport shut down till they figure it out.”

A few minutes later, he nodded again, showed them his phone, and slipped out of the room one more time.

Tyler grabbed Tessa by the back of her head and shoved her face down in his lap. He couldn’t have known, but she was driven crazy by that. She took his cock hungrily in her mouth and sucked on him hard and deep. She pulled up and tried to say something to him, like “This is so over,” or “We can’t do this,” but she couldn’t. He shoved her face in his lap again, and because she was taken by that, she gobbled him up and when he reached over and pulled her skirt down her legs, she forgot that she was at home and that her husband was down the hall and she assisted him, pulling it off.

When they heard Brock noisily coming back up the hall, she had barely time to grab a side of the blanket and pull it over her lap — leaving Tyler with barely enough to cover his lap too, and his hard cock standing straight up.

Tessa stared at the screen and fake-laughed at whatever joke was being told — she didn’t know. She was naked from the waist down and  without her bra and Tyler was beside her with his pants and boxers around his knees. Brock and Tyler talked shop. He had brought beers back for all three, and that was lucky because she wouldn’t have been able to get them if he had asked her.

One more time the phone seemed to silently buzz and Brock again shook his head and left the room. “Crazy,” he said. He turned the lights out when he left.

Tyler tossed the blanket off both of them and pulled at Tessa’s arm. She scowled at him and said, “No way!”

But he stroked his cock and she looked out the door and took over stroking him again behind her back. She leaned down and meant only to kiss his cock but she decided to swallow him too and take it deep to her throat. When she pulled off, he pulled her face to his for a kiss. She murmured against him. It was exciting.

“Get on me for just a sec,” he said quietly.

“Don’t be stupid!” she said. But he tugged at her. He reached over and touched her pussy and though she gripped his wrist, she didn’t pull him away. She was soaking wet.

“Well get out of the way then,” she whispered harshly. She pushed his arms away and swung her leg over him and straddled his lap. “You better listen for him,” she said, and she raised her hips, took his cock in her hand down between them, and she lowered herself onto him. His cock, hotter than fire and harder than steel, filled her like before — feeling too big, yet her pussy stretched for him. She sighed and purred against him and sank down further, feeling him fill her so good. She raised and fell on him and bit at his neck. She panted against him.

Behind her back, Tyler curled his fingers and raised his thumb. In the shadow outside the doorway, Brock’s face appeared. Tessa rose and fell on Tyler’s lap and she panted and moaned against his ear trying to stay quiet. He lifted her top off her and she again forgot she was at home, helping him by raising her arms, before collapsing against him again. She also pulled his shirt off him so she could feel his skin, so she could press her bare breasts into his big chest. Behind her, he wriggled his legs and reached to pull his pants the rest of the way off his legs. Tyler looked through her swaying hair and could see Brock in the shadows in the hallway jerking himself off.

When they heard Brock making noise and opening and closing doors noisily again, she crouched against Tyler and he pulled the blanket over her head. There wasn’t time to get off. She reached from inside and pulled the blanket over her head up to his neck. His cock stayed inside her pussy. It was just dark enough in the room. Brock came back and sat in his chair. Neither of them mentioned his unseen wife. The two talked as though it was perfectly natural for two men who just earlier met to sit in a dark room together and talk about things they had done as crazy youth.

Finally, Brock said, “Hey, where’s Tessa at?”

“She must be gone to the bathroom or something,” Tyler said.

“Okay, well,” Brock winked at him, “If you see her, tell her I went to bed.”

He left and Tessa pulled the blanket down. She didn’t say anything. She only resumed humping Tyler, taking his cock deeper into her and moaning against his neck, hugging him as close to her body as she could. He rolled them over and she spread herself beneath him on the couch. He pummeled her into the couch so hard it’s legs bounced on the hardwood floor making a terrible thumping noise. Tessa tried hard to squelch her cries but every few of them escaped into louder squeals. Tyler fucked her too good for her to remember to keep quiet all the time. He also, amazingly to her, made her orgasm from deep inside every time. Was it because of the size of his cock that poked her in places untouched, was it the way he did it, or was it the illicit nature of their affair? The more he fucked her, the more she wanted. 

A few days later, Tessa came home from some shopping — she was buying new and interesting underwear — to find Tyler’s car in their driveway, and Tyler himself in their kitchen. He and Brock were chatting away like old friends. She wanted desperately to show Tyler what she purchased but she wanted equally desperately to hide what she bought from her husband.

“Hey, Tessa,” Tyler said, spinning around on a kitchen stool at the counter. “Have you had a chance to think about that writers’ weekend at Tahoe?”

Brock kicked the leg of Tyler’s stool. “I don’t think that’s a great idea — I don’t.”

Tessa’s gaze went back and forth between the two men. “Not sure, Tyler. Why, you planning on going?”

Brock tried to answer. “He’s going, but I really don’t think you should,” he said.

“And I think we both should — we can ride-share the way up. You love the writers’ workshop.” Tyler faced away from Brock and he let his eyes strip her. She felt him on her and she couldn’t stop becoming wet.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Probably not.”

“I don’t think you should wither, but what am I,” Brock shrugged.

“Come on,” Tyler said. “We’ll have fun.”

She glanced at Brock at the sound of the word fun and tried to steady her expression. “You don’t want me to go?”

Brock stared at her. He wanted to tell her in no uncertain terms that he didn’t want her to go. It was taking things to a place and a level neither of them were prepared for. But he couldn’t bring himself to say it. “I think you should do whatever you want to do.”

“You think?” she said to him. She walked up against him and held both his hands in hers. “You really think so?” She knew Tyler was watching her press herself against her husband.

Brock looked deep in her pretty eyes. “If it makes you happy,” he said.

“It does,” she nearly whispered.

They kissed and Brock held her face in his hands. “Then go,” he said. “Have fun.”

“If you like,” she said to him.

Tyler waved paper. “I thought you would say that — I already booked it for us.”

“You already booked it?” Tessa clutched at the paper with so much excitement that she immediately tried to restrain herself with a glance at Brock. She noticed only one room was booked. ‘Two rooms, good,” she said, grabbing the paper and folding it up small.

The opening dinner celebration and keynote speaker was in three hours. Tyler glanced at Brock and back at Tessa. “If we’re going to go, you got to get your stuff packed now — we have to hit the road in half an hour.”

“Are you sure?” she said to Brock. He waved his hand.

When she was ready, and when she stopped at the front door to turn and kiss her husband goodbye, she nearly buckled his knees. She’d never looked sexier — no doubt aided by the fact she’d never looked more sexually primed. In her eyes, in her lips, and in her whole body, she looked like a woman who knew she was on her way to a weekend of fucking, sucking, laying about in bed, playing in the hot-tub, and — Brock knew — probably never getting out of bed.

“Bye honey,” she said so sweetly, with so much sexual excitement dripping from her, he had difficulty taking his hands off her waist, pressing her body away from his.

“Go, have a great time,” he said.

From the steps out front, Tyler finger-shot Brock. “Hey, thanks buddy,” he said. “I’ll take good care of her for you.”

“I know you will,” Brock said quietly to himself. He watched Tyler put his hand on his wife’s waist as he helped her in his car. He could see when the car pulled out that his hand was on her thigh already. He also saw that her hand was on his crotch, grabbing him there.

There was no writers’ weekend, there were no tickets, there was no writing happening at all. And even though he knew his wife was excited about nothing other than fucking one of his friends all weekend long, he nonetheless never felt hornier himself, and spent the weekend jerking off thinking about what must be going on in that Tahoe hotel. He could only imagine.
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