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The first time that he comes around, it's his
bike I hear first. It's got an idle to it that sounds like a pit
bull got loose and swallowed a jet engine. It rattles the cups on
the racks in Marky Mae's Diner as I'm pouring out two glasses of
water for the old couple that's gone and sat in the back.

I've heard bikes before, you be sure, but
he's done something with the muffler. He's not just taken it away
but twisted it somehow, so that the bike purrs like hell's flames
come lit the earth. It fits him, is the simplest way to put it, and
I make him for the owner of the bike that's made that awful racket
the moment he strolls in the door, even though he's got four others
of the crew he rolls with just over his shoulder and all of them
came in on hogs, too.

This first time, I catch one sight of him and
change my tune on men with long hair. I've always thought it ugly,
but the way that blonde head of his cascades down and just barely
brushes the black leather of his jacket is enough to make me go
weak in the knees and splash the water pitcher and spend the rest
of my shift with wet socks.

He doesn't stay long, this first time. He
asks for a cup of coffee from the stalest pot in the kitchen while
his boys go across the street for a shot and a beer. His voice is a
baritone with the same sort of amused chaos rolling in it that's
played in the expression on his face. You get the feeling he walks
into every building with at least a corner of one eye on its
primary structural support, just in case he decides to tear the
whole thing down.

Speaking of those eyes, the first time you
look at them they'll knock you backwards, their blue is so vivid.
It's like electricity shining naked right there in his face. When I
talk to him, this first time, my voice shakes like anything and I'm
all thumbs and left feet.

"Coffee it was you said?"

He just looks at me, knowing I heard him and
that I'm just taken aback. He doesn't repeat himself.

"How come you want a cup from our oldest
pot?" I ask him. The question comes out all girlishly and I pick up
a rag and wipe the counter so he doesn't see my blush. "I've just
got a fresh one made five minutes ago."

Those blue eyes just sweep me the once, quick
and disinterested. Even scared as I am, I get a feeling I wouldn't
mind if they lingered a bit longer. He shrugs. "I like the sourness
that comes into it," he says. "Black and sour enough to spit
out."

I bring it out to him and he takes it all
down in one long swig. When it's gone he shakes himself, sets the
mug down, and slides it down the counter to where I've just gone
and pretended to be busy. I hear the click of his riding boots as
he walks out and there's the ten dollar bill he's left on the
counter.

Later that night the sheriff comes sniffing
around, looking sort of nervous the way out-country lawmen always
do when there's any hard bikers in town. We don't get them that
much in Brawley, but we get enough that the Sheriff knows to be
nervous like he is. I hear him talking to Eye-ball Garcia who runs
the place across the way where they took a few, and he says he's
just as soon they lit out in this same night and didn't pick here
as a town worth getting rowdy in. Heading on to El Cajon, he said
they were. Looking to be full out of the Imperial Valley before
midnight, I suppose, and who can blame them?

But it isn't so long before they come through
again. It's maybe two weeks. I hear that bike in particular roll
down the street and in spite of myself I prop the door open and
look out to see them outside the bar across the way, gunning and
joking and smoking cigarettes a pack at a time. I pick his name up
as Kent.

After a few drinks they come across the
street, sprawling drunk but it looks like Kent takes his liquor
straight down. He could pass for sober if it weren't for the big
grin that doesn't leave his face and the way he puts an arm around
anybody that gets near him.

"A mess of hash browns for the inebriati," he
calls out with his arms around the shoulders of the two of the crew
on either side of him. They're all in those riding jackets, seven
of them tonight, with the colors on the back. At this distance I
can't make out much. I see the rest of the people in the diner
watching real wary, like they're all set to run for it if need
be.

I was bored out of my head before they rolled
up, but now that they're here I wonder if I wouldn't rather they
were gone. I pray to myself that Johnny in the back will be slow
with those hash browns so I won't need to take them over until
things have settled down. I worry that I should go over and ask
them if they would like anything else, seeing as it's my job
description, but in the end I can't work up the nerve and I do my
best to keep busy with the other orders.

The browns come out of the kitchen after a
few and I set to walk them over with my heart beating a bit harder
in my chest.

"Here you are gentlemen," I say as normal as
I can manage.

They look up and notice me and I shrink back,
setting the plate on the table and trying to smile just friendly
enough.

"Is there anything else I can get you?" I go
on.

Four of them get into a good-natured but
rowdy argument about pie, but I can't help but notice the way
Kent's eyes go up in recognition when I come over. There's some
kind of tattoo that sticks out just at the end of his jacket sleeve
and runs a blue serpentine shape up one of his fingers. They're
strong fingers, but long and careful looking, like they could cut
jewels or something. I see a couple shotguns on straps propped
against the booth wall, but I don't take it upon myself to tell
them about the city ordinance against firearms in public
establishments.

"You think on it," I tell them, eager to get
back to the safety of the counter. "Let me know if you want
something."

I back away and it isn't until I'm more than
two booths removed that I feel safe turning my back on them and
walking at about half again as fast as normal. I keep my eyes real
controlled, watching where I'm going and not looking over.

When I get to the bar I look up. Suddenly I'm
looking him right in the face. I go speechless and my mouth drops
open as I stare at him.

He points one of those fingers at me, that
smile even broader on his face.

"You're my coffee girl, aren't you?"

My heart skips a beat at the word 'my' and a
sort of shy smile comes up my face like a reflex I didn't know I
had. "You came through here a couple weeks back and wanted the
oldest pot I had," I recall, pretending it difficult.

"That's right," he says, waggling that finger
under my nose. "And damned if you didn't give me starch about
it."

The blush that comes up in my cheeks is more
than a little embarrassing. He looks like a man who doesn't take
after the blushing kind. "I didn't mean anything by it," I say, my
eyes going down to the counter.

He leans in, his arms folded on the plastic
veneer, leaning down slightly so that my eyes are on his again.
"What's your name," he asks.

"Julie," I say. With him leaning over like
this I am breathing in the scent of him. It's all blowing sand and
motor grease and a bit of a ripe masculine sweat baked into his
clothes from the heat of the day. The stubble on his face makes him
look older, but being in this close I figure he can't be more than
a year or two past me in age.

"Julie," he repeats with that big,
half-roguish smile on his face. "Mine's -"

"Kent," I finish without thinking, and then I
look up at him and my blush goes a little deeper.

"That's right," he says, looking at me in
speculation, like what I've just said tells him everything in the
world.

"I heard it said earlier," I say quickly.

"Well. And here I was figuring it was a real
lucky guess."

I let out a snort and then clap a hand to my
face in mortification.

His smile widens and he pulls a few paper
napkins out of the dispenser that I was supposed to have taken over
to their table when they came in. "Well, Julie, you just keep in
shouting distance."

"I will," I say at him as he turns and walks
back to the table.

In a few minutes they decide on that pie they
were arguing after and I move over to take the order.

"Is there anything else?" I ask with my pad
in my hand. "We're closing up in a few minutes, so this is last
chance to get an order into the kitchen."

This sets them to arguing again, and Kent
stretches back languidly. I notice he never partakes in these
arguments his boys get into. He just watches with a smile on his
face and if he's got an opinion he'll wait until the belligerent
ones have had their fun and then he gives it, almost soft-voiced,
and then that's that and all the arguing didn't do any good
anyways.

When I come back with the pie, though, he
isn't speaking about food. Two of the riders want to push on to
Yuma that night.

"Won't do any good anyhow," Kent tells them.
"Our package isn't coming over the border until tomorrow
afternoon."

He turns to me and only then do I realize
I've sort of been hovering at the periphery, listening to them and
losing all track of myself.

"Julie," he says and I step forward
obediently. "I imagine a town like Brawley has itself a motel or
two, wouldn't that be so?"

"Sure," I say. "We've got three of them. Nice
ones too, I think."

"There, fellas," Kent says to the table. "And
Julie's just the most obliging girl that I'm sure she'll direct us
right to them and there isn't any need to go grinding out to Yuma
past midnight and miss all that beautiful scenery as it goes by in
the dark."

"Sure," I say. "If you call sand and scrub
brush a piece of scenery."

His smile widens again and it triggers a
shyness in me, that I can't seem to say anything that he doesn't
find funny in his way. I look around the diner in embarrassment and
see that the rest of my customers have left.

I hurry about wiping down tables as they eat
the last of their food. When I've got everything straightened out I
go back to hovering around the bikers' table. The rest of them
don't pay me any attention, but Kent seems to notice me every time
I walk by. He watches me in that amused way of his, waiting to see
if I can work up the courage to tell his crew that it's time to
light out with the closing. When he sees that I can't manage it, he
takes pity on me and stands up. The rest of them climb to their
feet and wander out the door, with him just standing there passive
and watching them go.

I fetch the keys from behind the counter and
walk out with him. The rest of the group is joking over their
bikes, gunning the engines in the quiet night and laughing these
mean laughs. Kent leans against the door as I lock it, a cigarette
lit and sort of dangling from his lips.

"Say Julie," he says, "what's the strongest
chrome you ever sat on?"

"You mean like a bike?"

"Yeah, that's what I mean."

"I can't say I've ever sat on even a
one."

He crosses his arms and looks at me
skeptically. "That so?"

"It is indeed."

"Back where I come from a girl like you gets
herself offered a ride along just about any night of the week."

I blush at the compliment but in the dark
night he probably can't tell. "This ain't biker country," I tell
him, exaggerating my ruralese. "It's pick-up country."

I can just tell he's grinning a mile and a
half, even though there's a shadow across his face.

"I tell you what, Julie," he says.

"What do you tell me?"

Maybe I'm grinning too, just a little bit.
He's just got this way about him, as if everything he does has just
a bit of mischief built into it, no matter how innocent the
tone.

"How about you hop on that thing right there
and you show us this town of yours a little bit and show us those
motels you were telling about. And when the boys stop off at the
motel, I bring you right back here and it won't even be half-late
yet. What would you think about something like that?"

I eye the machine in question a little
nervously. Starlight glints off the chrome of its plating and
pipes. Little metal studs shine out against the deep black of the
leather saddle.

"I guess I've always been a bit curious," I
say. "Isn't it terribly dangerous?"

"Depends on your frame of reference," he
says.

I mull it over, biting my lip in the
darkness. His crew is draped over their own bikes, joking and
comparing their rides in a very familiar way. They all seem to be
waiting on Kent without really acknowledging that he's hanging
back. They just sit around amusing themselves until Kent is ready
for them to move out.

"What the hell," I say. "If I tried to give
you directions I'd probably muddle them up anyhow."

The orange end of his cigarette bobs once and
he drops it to the pavement. I slip an arm in around his to steady
me, but I can tell by the way he reacts that the women he's used to
wouldn't ever dream of such a girlish affection. But he humors me
without comment and, even though embarrassed, I get a little thrill
from the way he obliges the gesture. I can feel the heavy-muscled
thickness of his arm against my own, which suddenly seems fragile
by comparison.

"Load up, boys," Kent shouts, and in moments
the thrum of motorcycles has risen to an almost deafening
cacophony. He steps onto his own contraption and throws it to life
with a violent stomp on the starting crank. The noise almost bowls
me over backwards, so low and guttural that it's as overwhelming in
my feet and stomach as it is in my ears.

He offers me a hand and I slide on behind
him, scooting right up against him, and gasp as I first make
contact with the bike. It feels like I'm sitting directly on the
cone of the most powerful subwoofer ever built. The vibrations
running up my body make every part of me half numb.

I press myself up even tighter against him
and loop my arms around his chest in search of some semblance of
security. He puts a hand on my forearm and gives it a rough shake
to be sure that I'm holding on tightly, and then pushes off into
the street.

My breath catches in my chest as I feel the
engine surge between my legs. The vibrations are running through me
as though I am just a piece of conduit wire bridging between the
back of this terrifying man and his machine. My face is pressed
into the leather of his jacket, breathing in its rich smell.

The wind begins to howl around us and I peak
over his shoulder. I fight the immediate urge to pull back and bury
my face once more in his back. Even at what must be a leisurely
pace it feels as though we are howling through the streets at
breakneck speed.

Once I've gotten almost used to the tumult of
violent sensations I can begin to direct us. The wind screams too
loudly in our ears for words to pass between us, but I can point
over his shoulder and he follows my directions. I can tell he's
holding back, banking only loosely into turns and maintaining speed
on the straight-aways. But even with him riding conservatively I
can tell he is in his element, a natural in the wind and on the
asphalt.

The lights of this town seem somehow muted
and distant. They are outside our wind-tunnel as we pour down the
road, awash in more immediate sensations. Soon, much too soon, I
see the neon lights of the motel I'm directing us towards on the
roadside ahead. I point it out to him and the two by two column of
bikes angles off the road.

He eases to a stop and throws the stand,
turning halfway around in the saddle.

"What'd you think?" he asks, facing me.

"That was really incredible."

Kent's bikers saunter inside, leaving their
rides a scattered mess of chrome in the starlight and halogen glow
of the motel facade.

"You should feel what it's like to turn a
machine like this loose," he says. "I took it easy on you."

"I could tell," I say. "And I want to see
what it's like."

"Yeah?"

"Maybe you show me a bit as we make our way
back." I'm conflicted as I say it, knowing that when he takes me
back the night is over and all the dullness of my life is a reality
again. But I say it anyways, because I can't think of another
pretense to be back on the road, amid the engine scream and the
wind. "I mean, not that we have to go right back immediately," I
amend. "I mean, not that I don't need to get back," I amend again,
embarrassed to be so eager.

He laughs outright. "Well, we'll find our
middle ground, then."

He tells his crew to get him a room and then
he throws the stand back off and eases us out onto the road. I grip
him tighter, pulling against the broadness of his chest in that
leather jacket.

He feels the pressure and gives a little
swerve in the road, an act of exuberance that almost makes me laugh
into the night air. With a couple turns he brings us out onto the
111, and it's late enough that there isn't a light in sight.

"Hold on," he yells just loud enough to make
it back to me over the roar of the engine. I can feel the words in
my fingers laced across his muscled stomach.

And then he opens it up. I feel like I've
been hooked through the midsection and pulled backwards, only
managing to maintain my grip on him by the tips of my fingernails
as the bike charges into real performance. The night becomes a blur
around us and I can't hear myself think or feel my own body for
what it is. All it is is a leaf in the wind, clinging to him in the
night.

We come up on the intersection with the 78
and he swings us over, leaning hard into the turn and I follow him
latched to his body so tightly I think I might open my eyes and
find myself on the other side of him. I glance to my right and the
pavement is only a couple feet from my shoulder as we bank the turn
at what must be at least 70.

And then we're flying out of town, roaring
through the silence and out through the desert with nothing to stop
us from just going and going and going. I let out a whoop that's
just pure thrill and ecstasy and the wind is in my hair and pouring
over my arms and shoulders like I'm liable to come up and off like
a kite. I marvel for a moment at the way the man I'm clinging to
feels more a part of the bike than a person exposed to the elements
like I am. He doesn't waver or slide about the way I'm doing. He
just moves as the machine moves, turns as it turns.

After a few minutes he lets off on the
throttle and we begin to coast down, slower, and then he brings us
around and out onto the sand of the road shoulder. He turns about
in the saddle and leans back, his arms draped over the handlebars
and his feet propped up between my knees.

"It's a shame we aren't up in the coastal
range out near San Diego," he says. "You wouldn't believe what it's
like to take those winding cliff roads at a good speed."

I'm still breathing a bit hard and my heart's
still hammering in my chest like it's ready to leap out my mouth. I
can only nod. "This was pretty good for the moment," I get out at
last.

He gets a wistful look in his eye as he looks
back down the road we've just come out on. He just nods,
understanding.

"I'd be terrified to ever try driving one,
though," I say. "I can't imagine doing it."

He shrugs. "Sure. You just have to have your
head in the right place, and then it comes as natural as anything.
You just have to be open to it, is all."

"What do you mean?"

He regards me in the starlight. "It's about
opening yourself to the world, saying whatever comes, be it pain or
pleasure, is something to treasure. Do you know what I mean when I
say something like that?"

"You mean it's just thrilling to experience
something."

"Yeah. Something powerful. Something that
rolls you up and tosses you in with powerful forces. When you come
out the other side you can't help but feel powerful yourself, for
being acted upon that way."

I put my hand on the leather of the seat and
scoot a little closer to him, trying to puzzle out just exactly who
this man is who's sitting here in front of me. "You make it sound
almost religious," I say.

"I wouldn't know about that," he dismisses.
"I just know how it feels. I know how every sensation is an
artifact of being alive in the world, acting upon and being acted
upon. It's sweet, no matter what. That's what it is to be a good
rider. That's what it is to be someone who moves outside society,
the way we do. The thrill of it isn't good or bad, it's just
powerful. It takes you over. Everything we do is like that, not
just riding. I don't know I could ever be just some respectable
member of society. I don't know I could give it up, to go around
making safe decisions the way some people do."

 

I look off into the night, thinking about
what he's saying. "I wish I could understand what you mean."

I feel a finger brush against my cheek and I
jerk back to look at him, a thrill at the contact running through
me and paralyzing me as he looks at me. "I could show you, if you
want," he says.

My breath has gone sort of shallow in my
chest as I look at him. "You could?" I breathe.

He catches a strand of my hair and tucks it
behind my ear. His smile isn't so much mischievous, now. "Sure," he
says.

I realize I'm sort of leaning forward now.
The night is so quiet around us.

"What - what do you have in mind, then?" I
ask.

He sprawls back even more luxuriously on the
bike's handlebars, lips pursed in teasing speculation and running
those blues eyes over me, head to toe. Now they do linger, the way
I was wishing they had back in the diner.

"It wouldn't be on a motorcycle," he
says.

"Oh yeah?"

"But I think you'd like it even more."

I turn my head sideways looking at him, my
lower lip between my teeth. "It sounds like I would."

"I'll take us back then," he says. "You keep
a firm grip."

He slides back into the seat in front of me
and I clasp my hands around him. Holding onto the back of him is an
underrated part of this experience, I'm thinking. His ass his tight
and firm between my thighs and I press myself against his broad
back.

We take off again. The rubber squeals on the
pavement for a moment and then we're catapulting forward with a
roaring in the air around us that rattles every pebble we pass
by.

It takes us maybe twenty minutes to run back
over our same ground. I start to recognize the ways he lets go, the
way he sort of releases control as he leans over and lets gravity
take over as we come around a turn at top speed. There's a sort of
beautiful anarchy about the motion.

This time I don't mind as much when the neon
of the motel lights starts approaching fast from the horizon in
front of us. Instead, the sight sends a thrill of excitement
through my body.

Kent ducks inside the lobby and gets his key
from the receptionist. I peer into his side mirrors and try to
straighten my hair, but it's pretty hopeless at this point.

We roll around back and he slings his
saddlebag over his arm, leading me up the stairs to a room on the
balcony.

"Sit on the bed," he tells me when we get
inside. "I just need to find a couple things."

I sit obediently and watch him as he rifles
through the bag. He pulls out a chain lock and sets it on the
ground with a cascade of heavy clinking. He digs a bit more and
pulls out a grey bandana that he extracts with an exaggerated
flourish.

"Hold still," he tells me, approaching with
the bandana. I jerk in surprise and move to stop him as he begins
to tie it over my eyes. "It's alright," he says. "You'll like
this."

"Are you sure?" My trepidation momentarily
overcomes my need to impress him.

"Trust me," he says.

I hold still and he knots the bandana in
place. The light disappears and I am blind, helpless, listening to
the sounds of the room as he steps back from me.

"Alright, I'm going to go wash my face. Don't
go anywhere."

I make an expression at where I think he
probably is, but I don't know whether he notices. I listen as he
walks off across the carpet and then hear the sound of running
water coming from the bathroom.

I take a deep breath. I am both asking myself
and trying very hard not to ask myself just what exactly I've got
myself into. Just go with it, one part of me tells the other. If
only I knew what it was, the other part replies.

"Alright," he says when he comes back. "Are
you ready?"

"I suppose so," I say. "What happens
now?"

But he doesn't answer. He just puts his hands
on my shoulders and I feel them running over my uniform. His
fingers drift down over my stomach and begin to undo the buttons of
my top. I stiffen a little bit, trying to make peace with what is
happening. His fingers move slow and smooth over me.

When the buttons are undone he opens the
front and I let him slide it off over my limp arms. I feel cool air
moving against my bare stomach and the tops of my breasts.

Next I feel his fingers on the waistband of
my skirt. They dip inside it and circle it, looking for the clasp,
and then finding it at my hip. He undoes it and I let him slide
that garment off me, too. When he's got the skirt off me he takes a
moment to remove my shoes. I blush blindly as I wish I were wearing
something a little more flattering than a waitress's uniform and
old sneakers.

Now I'm in my underwear, lying back on the
bed, but he isn't satisfied. I feel him move up and straddle my
midsection between his legs as his hands circle around towards my
bra clasp. The denim of his pants is rough on my skin.

He unsnaps the clasp, but doesn't remove the
bra right away. He runs a finger down the center of my chest, over
my sternum, and presses gently at my tensed shoulders.

"Relax," he instructs. "Release yourself.
Savor every sensation, good and bad, until the only thing you want
is to feel more of everything."

I draw a deep breath and try to do as he
says.

Then the bra comes off, raised up off my skin
and my breasts are free and naked in front of him. I press my arms
to my sides out of instinctual self-consciousness, elbows in to my
stomach to push my chest into a flattering position.

But he reaches out his hands and pushes my
arms away. "Relax," he says again. "This is something that is
happening to you. Experience it. Do not try to control it."

I bite my lip and make another effort to do
as he says. His hands run over my chest, cupping my breasts and
caressing my nipples between his capable fingers. I breathe in
deeply, staring into the blindfold and experiencing the rich
sensations of his touch.

"Now don't move," he instructs me again.

I feel the bed sag and then rise as he moves
off of me. I hear metallic clinking and then I hear him opening and
shutting drawers.

"Aha," I hear him say. "Sometimes you get
lucky in these places."

"What is it?" I ask.

I hear his footsteps approach.

"You'll see," he says.

And then with more clinking I feel his hands
on my wrists and I feel the cool touch of metal on my skin. He
loops the chain tightly, first around my right wrist and then pulls
the chain taught, dragging my arm up to the corner of the bed and
locking it in place. I tug at it experimentally and accept with a
thrill of fear and anticipation that I am indeed locked to the bed.
He repeats the procedure again with my left wrist.

He gets briefly distracted by my naked
breasts again, pausing to play with them for a moment. My nipples
stiffen under his touch and a slight moan escapes my lips.

I sigh a little sound of deprivation as I
feel his fingers trailing down across my stomach. They alight on my
panties, pulling the elastic tight and then moving them down my
thighs and off of my legs.

With a gasp I feel a fleeting touch against
my pussy, and only then do I realize how wet I am. His finger
glides once between my lips, coming tantalizingly close to my clit,
and then departs.

In the same way that he bound my arms, so
does he now restrain my legs: a chain on each ankle, looped and
drawn tightly with one pulled to the left corner and one pulled to
the right corner. I am locked down: naked, spread-eagled, and
immobile on the motel bed. I fidget slightly and the chains clink
against my skin.

For a moment nothing happens. I hear nothing
but the sound of my own slightly elevated breathing.

"Do you remember what I said this was about,
Julie?" he asks me from the foot of the bed.

"Accepting the sensations as they come," I
reply dutifully, trying my best to follow the instruction.

"Good and bad, wasn't it?"

"Good and bad," I repeat, a slight anxiety
coming into me.

I hear the flick of something that sounds
like a lighter, and then the silence returns. I resist the urge to
say something. Experience this, I try to tell myself. He made it
sound so wonderful, but now that I am here, bound and helpless, the
only thing I can be is afraid.

I catch a slight hint of vanilla in the air.
The fragrance is lovely but fleeting, as though from somewhere far
away. I sniff, but the scent is gone.

And then the skin of my stomach is on fire.
It is all I can do to avoid crying out. But the white heat fades
and congeals and I can feel a solidifying drip of wax on my
abdomen. I clench my teeth and breathe.

"Just focus on the feeling," he says. "Good
and bad are just ideas that distract us from the wonder that it is
to experience the world around us."

I grit my teeth the harder, screwing my eyes
shut against the blindfold, and try to anticipate the next drip. I
want desperately to understand what he means.

It drops up near my collarbone. My skin
shrieks in protest and I try to inhabit the simple sensation of
heat and intensity. I try to banish the word pain from my mind. It
is simply intense. After a moment the second drip has cooled and I
am left panting and blind. I can feel perspiration building on my
forehead and seeping into the cloth of the bandana.

The third drip comes directly on my nipple
and let out a hoarse gasp as it makes contact. My wrists pull at
the chains, feeling the metal dig into my wrists, and I realize
that it feels good to pull at them and feel my muscles straining as
the sting deadens and then goes away from my breast.

"What do you think?" he asks me.

I am breathing heavily through my nose. "Give
me another," I say.

The fourth lands directly on my other nipple,
and all four of my limbs spasm against the chains as the sting
peaks and then lessens. There is a certain sweetness to the sting,
I am beginning to recognize. The hotter the point of wax, the more
sensitive the region, the more intense the experience - these are
things I want. I do not know why I want them. I do not know why
being here in this room, naked and bound, makes me want the pain he
is giving me, but I do want it terribly.

Two more quick drips in succession land just
below my throat and I find myself pushing myself into them, wanting
them and feeling something valuable seep out of me as the wax cools
and ceases to burn.

"This is the last of it," Kent says to
me.

"Alright," I say.

I focus, ready to savor it. It comes in a
cascade, many drips splattering against the flat of my abdomen. My
jaw throbs from how tight I am clenching it, but even that feels
good in this moment. There is a ringing in my ears.

Finally, the heat comes out of the wax and I
descend back from the brink.

I hear him moving off to one side. I hear the
rustling of clothing and then a thump as he throws something over
towards the far corner of the room. He's getting undressed.

I curl my toes and fingers in delight,
remembering where we are and what we are doing. It was the pain I
was afraid of, and yet it was so exquisite. Now all that is left is
for me to reap the rewards of my bravery.

I hear him come to the foot of the bed. He
runs a rough hand over my thighs and stomach and chest, brushing
the brittle droplets of congealed wax off of my skin.

The bed sags as he moves to straddle me
again. His thighs are bare against my hips. When he leans forward I
feel the brush of something hot and stiff between his legs,
momentarily touching my stomach as he leans forward and puts his
mouth to my nipple.

I let out a moan as his wet mouth enfolds my
recently mistreated nipple. His tongue flicks over it, erasing any
memory of the pain in an instant. It stiffens further in his
mouth.

He moves his attentions to the other breast,
and then begins to progress down my body in turn. He kisses slowly
down the middle of my stomach. Blind and helpless as I am, each
kiss becomes my entire world of sensation as it occurs. I inhabit
only the skin that is touching his skin.

At last, without knowing I was waiting
desperately for it, I feel his hot breath on my pussy. His mouth is
inches away from my throbbing groin. But then the breath moves and
his mouth is on my thighs instead, kissing up the inside of one and
then working his way up the other. I pull against my chains in pure
physical exuberance as piece by piece he builds a thrumming
symphony of pleasure and need deep inside me.

Then he makes contact. His tongue runs up
between the lips of my pussy and approaches my clit. I let out
another moan as his mouth reaches its destination, and fall into a
world of mounting bliss as he begins to tongue at it, circling and
caressing it.

My breathing becomes hoarse as I feel myself
approaching orgasm. It is like a well deep between my legs whose
liquid is rising and rising and finally overflows and floods into
me. I collapse into myself, tugging in gentle mindlessness at the
chains, as the wave of ecstasy pours through me, washing me in its
eddies, and then begins to ebb.

"Oh my God," I say into the darkness of the
blindfold.

"That is an easier sensation to like," he
agrees.

He gives a final kiss to my clit and then his
mouth leaves me. Again I have a moment of shuddering delight as I
realize that this is not yet the end, that there is still something
bigger approaching. I feel him clambering up me, his legs slipping
between my own bound at their wide angle on the bed. I feel his
muscular thighs pressed against the insides of my own.

Then I feel him leaning forward and his
breath is on my face. Then his mouth is on mine, kissing me gently.
I kiss him back and I can taste my own juice in his mouth and on
his tongue. The stubbled skin of his jaw is rough against my
own.

He draws back after a moment, his weight on
his legs. I feel him positioning himself, and then he begins to
enter me, very slowly. It is incredible for all of this to be
happening without my ever seeing any of it. He has seen all of me,
touched all of me, but I have seen none of him. I have only hints
of him, fleeting sensations. And now this.

He pushes into me, filling me, and I let out
an exhalation that is that sound of half gasp, half overwhelmed
laugh.

He begins to move rhythmically into me, and I
am amazed at how quickly I begin to approach another orgasm. It is
as though he can draw them out of me on command.

His thrusting becomes faster, pushing me into
the bed, and I move with him. The chains restraining me clink in a
musical din surrounding us. My own gasps and his become briefly
audible over the surrounding noise.

And then I come again, and this time it is
not as though it is coming up from deep within me, but as though I
have been full of it all along, as though gasoline is running in my
blood and he has lit it on fire, this second time. The color of the
blindfold morphs from black into orange as I am wracked by the
intensity of the pleasure. I feel him stiffen inside of me and
come, pumping deep into me.

It takes several blissfully long moments to
return to earth. When I do, he is lying across me, our chests
heaving against each other.

I feel his hand on my face and then the dim
light of the room is in my eyes again as he removes the blindfold.
At long last I feast my eyes on his body, taking him all in
hungrily. The blue tattoo runs up the outside of his right arm and
coils across his chest. The cock that has been inside me hangs limp
and flaccid, but even so I can see that my sensation of fullness
had not been my imagination.

His eyes are on mine and I smile a little
shyly at him. He turns and lies at my side, his hand playing idly
at my hair.

"That's a funny way to teach a girl to ride a
bike," I tease him.

"Oh, is that what you wanted?" he jokes.
"This is how I teach a girl to let a biker ride her." His grin goes
wide.

"I was starting to get the hang of it,
towards the end."

"It takes practice," he agrees, reaching up
and beginning to release the chains on my wrists.

"Maybe next time you pass through," I say
carefully.

His grin goes a little bit wider still.
"Sure," he says.
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