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  Body Wisdom




  Chapter One


  I think I noticed the bare feet first. He didn’t bother wearing shoes inside or out. The odd shop he owned was just up the street from the library where I shuffled books around and dreamed of writing one myself someday.


  I just stared at his feet when I first saw them.


  “Can I help you?” I heard him say.


  Startled, I looked up and saw his face. Everything about him was unremarkable, from the bare feet, plain blue jeans and faded blue sweatshirt, to his pleasant bearded face and the long brown hair he tied in a simple ponytail. Everything was unremarkable but his eyes, and those were stunning, filled with a odd light that was earthy and ethereal at the same time. I’d never seen any eyes quite like his.


  “Help me?” I was just a little flustered. “I guess I’m just browsing.”


  “If there’s anything I can help you find …” he said. 


  “Thank you.” I nodded and smiled pleasantly.


  I figured him for nearly thirty, though there was a certain agelessness about him. I think it was the beard that suggested he was far beyond youth. I noticed then how his body moved gracefully, as if he was one with the ground, attached by some cosmic force. It was an odd thought for me; I’m not given to seeing cosmic forces in people. I wondered if perhaps it was just the music playing in the background of the shop, something so resonant and calming that I felt swept into a strange altered state.


  He went back to sweeping leaves out the back door, as I continued to inspect the shop.


  I knew very little about the barefoot proprietor, except that he’d taken over the old stone cottage where there was an enormous garden behind. I suppose he sold things he loved, because the shop had that kind of look to it. Everything seemed tied to some general theme, though that theme eluded me. There was handmade pottery, plants, incense, books on Tai Chi, wild flower seeds, dried flowers, baskets, and CD’s of music with strange sounding names and curious pictures on their covers. In every corner I found something to be amazed at. All together in one place, I wondered what inspired this man. What was inside him to create this distinctive blend?


  The shop made great sense in a quaint resort town like Shelter Bay, where artists and their patrons flock to do business. The town had attracted me, though I was hardly an artist. At least I’ve never thought of myself that way, in spite of the arty things I often did.


  I poked about the shop for at least a half hour, and then noticing the clock, I was about to leave, my lunch time over. 


  “You’re the librarian, aren’t you?” he said, as I was moving to the front door. I was surprised by his voice, and the way it caressed me with its gentle resonant tone. I turned to see his warm smile. 


  He moved toward me, and reached out to pull a lock of my hair off my face as if it was bothering me. Such a familiar gesture for a stranger. And yet, it was done so honestly, I was awed by the tenderness that passed between us with the simple act. “I just wanted to see your eyes better,” he explained. 


  “That makes sense,” I said without thinking.


  “Why’s that?” he asked curiously.


  “Because yours are … “ I paused, thinking how foolish this must sound. “Your eyes are startling.”


  “I’ll take that as a compliment,” he returned.


  “Please do.” I waited for him to say something in the awkward moment that followed, but he just stared at me. Only once in a while am I taken so off guard by a man, and this one had me totally dazed. “Yes, I work at the library,” I told him. 


  He nodded, and I remember thinking as I slipped out the door, how much I’d like to sit and gaze at his face for hours.


  There was a fluttering in my tummy and a burning sensation between my legs, whenever my mind wandered back to him. I sat on my stool at the library pressing myself into the cushion, squirming all afternoon. The picture of his face kept reappearing in my mind, that smile, those eyes, his hand with its simple caress. I could almost feel it again against my face.


  By four thirty, I thought my body was going to burst apart. I locked the door of the library nearly ten minutes before the hour, not really caring that I was closing early. I had to get home. I might have walked by the cottage, but I avoided that. A strange obsession gripped me, so that I’m sure if I’d seen him, I would have blushed madly, and trembled, and said something completely stupid.


  Why was I, now in my late thirties, having such thoughts for a man at least seven years my junior? I had resolved sometime ago, that I needed an older man, someone, graying, mature and stable, even though that sounded rather boring. Here was an artist/potter/landscaper, a latter day barefoot hippie, and my skin was crawling, my body ready to jump from its boundaries. 


  At home I looked in the mirror at my eyes and the tiny crows feet around them; and at all the other imperfections I was so quick to find. They aren’t too bad I thought. I dye my short hair a soft reddish blonde, and it looks stylish. I refuse to dress in “librarian” clothes. The long broomstick skirt did cover my legs; but the shimmery silk tank I wore with it was cut low enough that a sexy cleavage showed, for those that bothered to look. 


  I would often play a game with myself at the library, counting the men that noticed my chest when I was sitting on my stool at the front desk, and who would look down the front of my top when I leaned over. I had most of the men in Shelter Bay pegged as shameless voyeurs, though some were more direct than others with their gazing.


  Now, even with my bra on, I could see my nipples poking softly through the silk fabric. I once claimed them my curse, though nipples are suppose to be in style now.


  As I viewed my reflection, I pressed my hand to my groin and moved on it. I’d planned to talk myself out of this obsession with one look at myself in the mirror, seeing all the signs of age I always noticed so readily, glaring out at me. Yet, it didn’t turn out that way. The woman I saw reflected back was youthful, sensuous and aroused. The more I watched her move, the more she excited me.


  I closed my eyes to imagine the young man approaching me from behind, with that smile and those eyes, with his hand reaching out to take charge of me and play with my heated body.


  I slowly shed my clothes down to my cream colored panties and bra. The little lacy things made me look even better than I often imagine my body to be. What would my young man think if he was really here? My imagination was soaring. I could feel his hands on my breasts, fondling them with those decisive fingers. They would move to my abdomen, and then run between my legs. His hands would join mine playing there, where he’d rub me in the soft wet pink places, just as I rubbed myself. Those deft hands of his had a way of finding the most sensitive sexual spots, for I couldn’t imagine him as anything but a very skilled lover.


  Even when I peeked out, opening my eyes to see my gently swaying form in the mirror, I thought I could see him behind me - the smile, the eyes, the compact muscled body I imagined underneath his clothes. He moved against my back so I could feel his rising cock press against my rear end. The sensuous pulsing had the strangest effect. Darts of energy shot through me, where I could feel it deep between my legs, and in my cunt that pulsed madly with the provocative need quickly mounting.


  When my head fell back, and fantasy fell away, I rocked against my hand, as a sharp grabbing jolt shook me. And then relaxing, it let go in a shower of sensations that poured from me, all around my body. I opened my eyes to see myself flushed, feeling almost as if I was floating, and then I collapsed back on my bed, letting the satin bedspread cool the heat.


  I thought of him constantly. Daily he seemed to take up an ever present vigil in my mind. And I didn’t even know his name, until my girlfriend, Beth, stopping by the library answered my question. 


  “Oh, I know him, he’s Kurt Cezant. You don’t have your eye on him, do you?” she blurted out much too loudly for the library, except that I was used to her.


  “No. I was just in his shop. It’s kind of interesting. Have you been there?”


  “Yeah, he’s okay, a little earthy for me.”


  “Yes, you like your men well washed,” I reminded her.


  “And don’t you?”


  “Depends. I’m not being choosy right now,” I said.


  “Not choosy, you? I didn’t think there was a man alive that could fit your picky qualifications.”


  “I don’t really think it’s that. I’m just doing a lot of considering,” I told her, laughing.


  “Well if Kurt Cezant is your choice, your tastes are certainly changing.”


  “I didn’t say I was interested in him,” I replied defensively.


  “You didn’t have to,” Beth replied with an all knowing tone to her voice. 


  When Beth left, I resumed my careful attention to Kurt’s picture in my head, thinking mostly of his eyes penetrating me as they had in the shop, his smile making my defenses melt, and his hands in small gesture raising my body heat with their touch. It was a common lust, because it couldn’t possibly be love. But I could accept that. I wasn’t sure I was even looking for love, coming off another relationship so recently. Todd had been gone three weeks, and I was happy about that. Still, I was getting horny.


  I could kick myself for being so juvenile with a pattering heart, and so brazen with the throbbing between my legs. Even so, I refused to walk by his shop again, too afraid that this school girl crush would get the better of me, and I wouldn’t know how to handle myself.


  ***


  It was nearly ten days later, as I was returning books to shelves in the back of the library, that I was shocked by the sound of a male voice drawing me from my work.


  “Jessie.”


  I turned around to find Kurt staring at me, and the books I was carrying suddenly landed on the floor.


  “I’m sorry,” he said calmly, “I must have startled you.” He squatted down to pick up the books before I could.


  “I’ve been a little jumpy today,” I attempted to explain myself. “Is there something I can help you with?” He was smiling, looking as if he was making certain that I was all right.


  “Yes, I’d like to find these if you have them?” He handed me a slip of paper.


  They were titles on horticulture.


  Composing myself, I led him toward the stacks feeling his presence within my space with every footfall behind me. This was really Kurt, not my imagination playing with my mind. Though now he was wearing tennis shoes, while I still imagined him barefoot. I stared at his feet long enough for the fact to register, and I’m sure he noticed, although he said nothing. 


  Going back to my search, I found the books he wanted on the top shelf. Reaching up, his eyes followed my arms as I pulled them down. “You’re in luck,” I said, handing them to him.


  “As lucky as I’ll be if I ask you to dinner?” he asked me, looking straight into my eyes. 


  I was so startled my mouth dropped open.


  “I, ah … excuse me, this was unexpected.”


  His smile was broad and his expressive eyes danced as he made a thorough examination of my blushing face.


  “Sure, I guess,” I managed to stammer.


  “Don’t guess, be definite,” he told me, like it was a gentle but firm command.


  “Yes, I’d like that, very much,” I corrected myself.


  “Good,” he answered. “Now, can I check these out?” He referred to the books in his hands.


  We were standing so close to each other that it should have been uncomfortable, except that Kurt was so completely relaxed. There was no friendly conversation, just friendly smiles exchanged, and the arrangements for our date. It was an intimate exchange, even though we didn’t touch.


  “Tomorrow?” he asked.


  “Sure.”


  “I’ll pick you up here, or at home?”


  “How about at home, about six,” I suggested, restoring a degree of maturity to my manner, though my heart was still fluttering, and my crotch was throbbing. I figured I’d be home masturbating minutes after crossing my doorstep. What else would I do for twenty four hours, but sweat this out, wondering what a fool I’d make of myself on a date with such a younger man?


  Kurt was on my doorstep promptly at six the next night, with a small bouquet of blue, white and yellow flowers in his hand.


  “You were looking at them,” he explained as he handed them to me. His masculine touch seemed a little odd with the delicate flowers in his earthy hands. I took them from him, and invited him inside. 


  “These are beautiful,” I said, smelling the lovely frangrance.


  “You might want to put them in water,” he suggested. “Wildflowers never last very long.”


  “Yes, you’re right,” I said. I was in awe of him, but I didn’t know why. “Would you like some wine?” 


  “Do you have any beer?” he asked.


  “Sure.” I was quickly on my way to the kitchen for the flowers, the beer, and my own sanity. I had to find it before it ran away on me. When I finally returned, I sat down across from him and a prickly silence followed.


  “You’re uncomfortable with me, why?” he finally asked, as I attentively watched him drink his beer.


  His directness surprised me, but it was certainly a reasonable question. Obviously my discomfort showed. “I don’t know why, but you’re right, you do make me nervous. Perhaps it’s the difference in our ages.”


  “That bothers you?” he wondered.


  “I don’t know. I’m used to dating men older than me … .” I couldn’t quite explain what I was feeling. “It doesn’t bother you?”


  “I wouldn’t have asked you out if it had.” He finished the beer quickly, stood up, and reached down to grab my hand. “We’re going up the coast the Crab House,” he announced. I breathed a sigh of relief as he led me out the door, glad to finally be getting this awkward date underway.


  During dinner, we talked about the library, the politics in Shelter Bay, his shop and why he had the eclectic blend of everything he loved inside. We talked about lots of other things that I don’t remember. I do remember how his eyes and smile bathed me in a sensuous cocoon. I think they left me hypnotized and unable to think, especially when there was a pause in the conversation. In the silence I felt self-conscious, the way he looked at me so earnestly. He took my hand once, and fondled it lightly, so it felt as if he was making love to me through the sensitive nerve endings there. 


  By the time we finished our meal, the sexual heat swimming through me was so intense, I wondered how I could keep myself from going to bed with him that night. 


  At my door, Kurt kissed me once, lingering a long time with his lips on my lips. I felt his hand on my thigh, and I wanted to squirm against it, but I found myself moving away. “I’m not ready for this, Kurt.” 


  “No?” He dropped his hand and backed away, leaving me disappointed that he didn’t keep going.


  “I don’t think so,” I answered, rather haltingly. I knew I was giving him mixed messages, but then my body and mind were giving me mixed messages too.


  “I’d never push, you just looked interested,” he commented.


  “I am, but this is a first date.” 


  He nodded as if he understood. 


  “How do I know if I can trust you?” I said, trying to justify my reasoning.


  “You probably can’t,” he agreed with a whimsical grin.


  I laughed. “You’re not helping me at all here.” If he’d just back away altogether, I wouldn’t have to make a choice, but he wasn’t doing that. His body standing so close to mine only made the choosing harder. 


  “What can I do to help?” he said lightly. “Promise you the sun, moon and stars?”


  “I wouldn’t believe you if you did,” I said, amused by his wit.


  “That’s good,” he said. “You know, you could go to bed with me on a lark, nothing serious, just for fun?” he suggested. He saw my puzzled expression, and gave me an understanding smile, taking my reluctance as a final “no”. “So, I’ll be going,” he said, with a smug knowing grin. “I can wait.” He leaned in to kiss me again, and I grabbed his hand.


  “Why don’t you come in for a while?” I suggested.


  I was making decisions rapidly, weighing evidence, considering possibilities, wondering what it would be like to screw him totally “on a lark.” No expectations, no strings, no worries, just good sex and nothing more. Maybe then, all this yearning for him would go away, and I’d stop obsessing. I could stop thinking of him day and night with his hands inside my pants.


  Maybe I could be that impulsively reckless. Why did I have to be committed to him? I wasn’t sure I’d ever want a commitment with Kurt Cezant, but I did want to go to bed with him. I did want to feel his body as close as it had been, and closer still. And I certainly didn’t want to wait to try a real relationship only to find out that we really weren’t suited for each other. Then, my conscience wouldn’t let me have with sex with him at all. It may have been a strange system of rules I had for myself, but I was used to how they worked. 


  Kurt was reading my thoughts as I opened the door. “I won’t force myself on you, Jessie,” he reminded, as we stepped inside. I knew making that move was sealing my fate, and that pleased me.


  “I know you won’t, you don’t have to. I do trust you that much. I’ll go get some wine.” I turned to take off for the kitchen, planning just a moment’s breather to get everything straight, when he suddenly stopped me. 


  “Wait, Jess, don’t move,” he called out. He didn’t raise his voice, but his words halted me in my tracks like a command. Approaching me from behind, he stood very close, just as I’d imagined him so many times in my daydreams. When I felt his hand at my neck, a finger tracing its way down my back, I began to tremble. He leaned down and kissed my shoulder with gentle lips, then took my hands in his and held them tightly behind me.


  “I shouldn’t be doing this,” raced through my head trying to stop me. But the wicked other half of me refused to make Kurt stop. All that body heat and fire I’d been feeling all these days was suspended in his simple touch, waiting to be released.


  The way he held my hands, I felt trapped, but I didn’t struggle to get free. He kissed my neck until he reached the top of my shirt, then he pulled it down so his lips could continue down my shoulder. Dropping my hands, he turned me around, letting his eyes hold me captive instead. I waited as he carefully unbuttoned my shirt, and pushed it away with his fingertips, so it fell softly to the floor. The lace teddy underneath was transparent enough for him to see my breasts. Eyeing them for some moments, I shivered under his attentive gaze, wondering what he thought of what he saw. When he bent down to kiss them and his hands began to fondle the two soft cushions of flesh, I relaxed, as if I’d somehow passed a test.


  “You like it rough don’t you?” he asked me. As gentle as he was being, it seemed like a curious question, but he was obviously reading something in me he knew was there.


  “Do I telegraph myself that well?” I asked, amazed by his insight.


  “I know, I’m only attracted to women that like it nasty,” he said. There was a smirk on his lips as he said the word “nasty.” It made me jolt to think of what he might mean.   


  Pulling the teddy away altogether, he gazed down at my naked breasts for another breathtaking inspection. I’d never known a man who was so filled with obvious admiration for my body. Was he just this way with me, or was he like this with all his women? It was surprising that he was so attracted to me, when he could easily bed most any woman under forty in Shelter Bay. What makes me so special? I was wondering to myself. But the wondering quickly ceased when my sexual desire rose too high to bother thinking anymore.


  He seized my nipples and squeezed them lightly, then leaned in to kiss first one, then the other. His teeth nibbled the skin as if he might bite it, but he backed away and led me to my couch where he motioned me to sit.


  “Put your hands behind you,” he purred to me softly. I took the instruction as another command.


  It was hard to understand his power over me but it was nothing I could deny. Such control, and so very gentle. I’m sure it was his dark eyes, the way they had me bewitched, as if he’d cast a spell around me—body and soul.


  Kneeling in front of me, he parted my legs wide, though not so he could focus on my spread pussy, now so available for his inspection. Instead, he was diving for my breasts again. Cupping them in his hands, he feasted on them with his mouth, while I waited in this enforced repose, my hands behind me as though I was bound. He wanted nothing to obstruct his access to me. Acutely aware of his every touch, the breath from his lips, the skin to skin contact, every sensation seemed magnified because I couldn’t respond back to him.


  My only reply to his artful play was some silly gibberish that escaped my lips, and a fountain of ohs and ahhhhs as I shuddered with each breath. He answered back, pursuing me with a fervor I’d never experienced from any man. My whole body seemed more connected to itself than ever before. What he did to my breasts and nipples, I felt between my legs and all the way down my thighs to my toes.


  Taking each of my hands in one of his, he laid me against the couch and drew my wrists over my head where they were as bound as they would have been if he’d tied them with rope. I felt his fingers under my skirt, the touch of them so tender and yet able to spark such lightening shocks of desire I could feel my hips moving to meet him. My skirt quickly fluttered like a sail to the floor. And with my thighs parted wide, he lifted the heart of my sex to his mouth driving me to a quick sharp edge. I was lost somewhere in the sensations, thinking of nothing but how my body felt behind my closed eyes. When I opened them again, Kurt was hovering over me, his expression at once savage and sweet. The feel of his erection pressing against the opening of my cunt was as savage and sweet as the look in his eyes. He moved inside without effort, my body welcoming him home as he thrust deep.


  Silently, I screamed to touch him, to run my hands along his muscled chest, to feel the firmness of his thighs with my fingertips. But when I pulled them down to hold him close, he whispered quietly a stern, “No,”, and I was obliged to obey.


   I’d never known anything to be quite so astonishing, forced to feel every feeling and experience every sensation he brought out in me without giving one thing back but the look of desire on my face. This hard driving screw took me quickly toward a climax, my body suddenly jerking orgasmically as a wave of exacting jolts crashed through me. Massaging my interiors with his pulsing erection, the spasms began with that first wild wave and then continued on, swimming in endless blissful rhythms I thought would never end. 


  I saw how Kurt’s face changed from fierce and savage to tenderly sweet the instant that I climaxed, and then how it contorted into a scowl as he tensed. With his finale going off inside me, the sound of his guttural groan vibrated through my body setting off another vibrant burst of sexual joy. 


  In the breathless exhaustion that comes at the end, Kurt collapsed against me and we lay together side by side. A tight fit on my small couch, it meant he had his arms around me holding me close. His hands were in my hair and his tongue nibbled at my neck so I almost laughed with the ticklish shivers.


  “Can I lower my arms now?” I whispered.


  He snickered and pulled them down himself for a moment massaging away the aching soreness.


  “You were hoping for this, weren’t you?” he said looking at me with a smug grin on his face.


  I grinned back. “You think I’d tell you?” I replied with a snicker of my own.


  “I think you should,” he said.


  “Why’s that?”


  “We just made love, shouldn’t we share secrets?”


  “Oh, but it wasn’t a serious fuck, you said so,” I reminded him. “Just a lark, I think those were your very words?”


  “And you believe me?” he said.


  I sighed happily, even though this relationship confused me. “I don’t know what to believe,” I answered truthfully.


  “Well, Jessie, I’m not the cad you think I am,” he said, pulling up. He was staring at me again with those dark-fired eyes looking down at me earnestly.


  “Still, I hardly know you.” 


  “Ah, but you will,” he assured me. 


  He pulled away, and then off the couch altogether. Standing over me as he zipped his pants he looked down at the naked body he’d just screwed. 


  “And you’re leaving so soon?” I wondered, scared that this was exactly what he was going to do. 


  “No,” he said. “But I’ll have that glass of wine, that is if I’m staying the night?”


  “Of course you’re spending the night.” I was hardly going to let him get away so soon. Popping up from the sofa, I pushed him back down. “Just let me change, and I’ll get the wine,” I told him happily as I tripped off to the bedroom to find my robe.


  We talked more than I expected we would, while we finished off a bottle of wine. I still couldn’t get over his eyes, and the smile; though I felt less intimidated by them now.


  “You going to be a librarian all your life?” he asked me, as he sipped his wine. I was thinking he looked better holding a beer can than my crystal goblet.


  “I like the books,” I answered back.


  “You like the books,” he repeated, nodding his head as if he was trying to consider what that meant.


  “I like the smell of them, the feel of them in my hands. You could even call it erotic,” I suggested. 


  “You get off on books?” he said with a little wonder in his voice. 


  “What they say is important too,” I added. “But lest you think I’m too much of a bore, I do other things.”


  “Like what?”


  “Paint.”


  He took a quick perusal of the room, noting my oil paintings hanging on the walls.


  “Your style is intriguing. I like black and white.” Most of my paintings look like black and white photographs.


  “You should have them hanging in a gallery.”


  “I have at times, the one here in Shelter Bay. But I’m a creature of the moment. For a while I paint, and then I move on to other things. These, I kind of got attached to. They’re not for sale.”


  “Are you painting anything else now?”


  “Not now, I’m doing jewelry. Maybe you could show some of it in your shop?” 


  “I could. If I like it,” he considered.


  I dangled the feather and stone earring still in my left ear, so he would notice. He looked at it, for a moment intrigued, though I was disappointed when he didn’t comment. “So what else do you do with yourself?” he asked.


  “I write stories and poems, and when I feel particularly inspired, I play the piano.”


  “All that talent, and you shuffle books,” he commented dryly.


  “Don’t judge me, Kurt. All this is what makes me interesting,” I said, a little flippant twist in my voice. “But you could tell me one thing?”


  “What’s that?”


  “Why me? Seven years older than you, and not so cute anymore. Why would you choose me to date?”


  He shook his head. “That’s a bad self assessment yourself, Jessie,” he admonished me playfully, though I believed he was being totally sincere. “I don’t really know why I asked you out, except that I like your dimple, and your hair, and the way you move, and … “ he considered for a moment, “the way you make love. I just had a feeling.”


  “I’ve never made love like that.”


  “Ah, but you did with me, and you liked it.” His eyes were gleaming as they had before. I was glad I was finally getting used to them. I knew I liked Kurt, and I knew he liked me for whatever reasons. It seemed a good enough excuse for him to spend the night, when I really didn’t need any at all. I’d thrown out all my rules for the moment and accepted simple lust as enough.


  We were both naked under the sheets within the hour. He kept telling me things to do, and I kept responding. I figured I could stay in bed with him forever, and that wasn’t because I was sex-starved. Todd had kept me satisfied until he left, and I kept myself happy masturbating thereafter. But this was different. 


  The fact was, it was better sex than I’d ever had before. Kurt had few restraints. I suppose he was testing me, though the things he was doing to my body, no matter what they were, found a sexual Jess no man had ever discovered. He pinched my nipples, sometimes so hard I felt a bite of pain so sharp, I was tempted to protest. But he hushed my objections with his fingers to my mouth as though he was hushing a child. When his hand moved down my belly, his fingers between my labia, tender-sweet spasms would begin that nearly put me in tears. I begged him to continue, knowing another orgasm was just seconds away, but he stopped, looking at me with a devious grin. He had much more planned. 


  With a hand on my ass, he squeezed my uninitiated rear with a grip hard enough to hurt, though it wasn’t a pain I couldn’t suffer. And when released his grip and slapped me hard, such warmth made me plead for more, with a “yes, Kurt, yes.” With my ass alive, as though a whole new part of me had opened for him, he made a first trek between the cleft of my rear. Probing my anus with his finger, I shuddered nervously. 


  “Relax, Jess,” he cooed sweetly. Turning me to my stomach, he raised my behind and he went down between the cleft with his tongue, bathing both sensitive places until he finally centered on the tight puckering hole. 


  “Oh, my,” the exclamation was hardly enough to communicate the darker desires he raised in me. With his tongue on my anus and his fingers probing my cunt, a thumb to my clit, the orgasm shook me hard. He knew me much too well, too soon. This was too intimate for a first date and I was too much like an eager virgin in his hands. I might have backed away from him for taking these sexual liberties with my mind and body, but I was lost to him, his to control. I might have briefly worried over his motives, but the physical heaven was so rich, I had to put my fears away and just enjoy him as he was.


  I liked the way he was sure of himself about everything—and even the way he knew me so well. At first, I thought his taking control of me was sweet, and even a little silly. But there was darker level to it that aroused me in darker places. By the time our first night had ended, I found my willingness to comply with his wishes was almost frightening. He did so little to gain my cooperation. But it was seductive and out of control, and though I wasn’t used to it, I knew I’d surrender again. 


  In the morning, I cooked breakfast in my skimpy robe while Kurt teased me every chance he got, running his hand up the bottom of the robe, and down the front. We played for a while, then ate scrambled eggs and toast. And when it was time for him to leave, I watched him disappear down the street. Seeing his sexy body swagger away, I was instantly wracked by fear that he wouldn’t be wanting me again, even as I wondered why I was wanting him. 


  ***


  Two days later, Kurt stopped by the library.


  “How come you haven’t come by the shop?” he asked me, as he reached out and stroked my face.


  I was sitting primly on my stool, in a skirt that was hiked high on my thighs so the top of my pantyhose showed. My sweater dipped low in front, for a classically wanton look that Kurt didn’t miss. He stared straight at my chest before he looked me in the eye.


  “You deliberately avoiding me?” he asked.


  “No,” I said, though I knew in forty eight hours, I had clamped tight a surge of desire that threatened to make me into a ridiculous older woman, flaunting herself without shame at a younger man. I couldn’t help that appearances mattered to me. I told myself hourly that I needed to know him better, he was too young, and definitely in a category of men that should be off-limits to a mature, though sexually liberated, librarian.


  What amazed me most about him was his assumptive manner. It was scary, the way he didn’t hesitant at all going into a relationship. I wasn’t sure I was ready for it, but I didn’t want to stop him either.


  Leaning on top of my desk, he took my chin in his hand. “Stop by tonight, on the way home, and don’t you forget.” He looked very serious, no smile, just those eyes boring into me, so I wouldn’t forget.


  With that, he took off, and I was suddenly feeling giddy.


  A few hours later, I was intently studying a weaving that hung on the wall of Kurt’s shop, when he came up from behind and grabbed me by the waist.


  “Ah!” I jumped and let out a scream. 


  “Nervous are we?” we asked.


  “We’ve covered this before,” I reminded him. “You make me nervous.”


  “Keeps you on your toes,” he said.


  I was still facing the wall as his arms went around me and his mouth descended to my neck.


  “What if someone sees?” I queried him.


  “It’s my shop, I’ll do what I want,” he said.


  I was petrified, though something made me relax back against him. His body was warm, while mine felt cool from the anxiety. He fondled me for a while, with his hands making their way inside my sweater where he squeezed my breasts firmly. I suspected he wanted to make love, but then he stopped.


  “Come here,” he said. He grabbed me by the hand, leading me out the back door. I followed him through the landscaped brick patio, to a small stone shed. I expected this building was nothing but a workshop, but on going inside, I was surprised to find that this was his home. The small place was just one room, but that room was remarkable.


  “This side was destroyed when I bought the place,” he told me. “Nothing but daylight streaming in. But the stone back here was still sound.” The side that we entered was his kitchen, dining room and living room, abbreviated of course, with just the bare bones of furniture, enough for a bachelor I suppose. The far end of the room was a large extended porch, finished with fresh light-colored wood, worked in the most amazing design on the ceiling. There were windows on all three sides, looking out to a woods. 


  “I just finished it, what do you think?” He actually seemed anxious to hear my answer.


  “You did all this?” I asked. “It’s beautiful!”


  He escorted me past the kitchen and the dining table, to the glass surrounded addition. There was room for only a single chair and a small table on one side. His bed was on the other side, neatly made with a patchwork quilt tucked around it in military precision.


  “And this is why I wanted you here,” he said with a sudden wildness about him that propelled both of us on to the waiting bed. He tackled me eagerly, his hands going inside my skirt, immediately pulling it down. Once off, he stripped me of my sweater, my bra and panties followed. While staring down at my naked body, he stripped off his own clothes. The firm, lean muscled body descended to mine with his stiff dick ready, quickly poised to strike at my cunt. He teased me with it, and I teased back, then I suddenly pulled up taking the bobbing stalk in my hand. My lips went around the head, my tongue circling. I toyed with him, looking up into his face with a silly grin on my lips. He looked me nastily and then grabbed my hair, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. After all, I’d asked for it. I swallowed on him, sucked hard with my lips, then worked him in an out of my mouth, feasting on the delicious taste. I might have controlled that instant, but that was all. When he abruptly pulled out of my mouth, he shoved me back against the bed, and was inside my cunt in seconds, carrying me around the bed in strong arms. First on top of me, then side by side, finally we landed with me on top. He held my hips and thrust deep as we pulled in and out at odds. 


  “Ah Jess,” he groaned beneath me. He was asking for things for himself, unexpectedly. I replied readily, glad to give to him, when he’d asked for so little before. I liked watching the expression on his face when I teetered at the tip of his probing cock, doing a delicate dance with my cunt lips. “Oh, god yes, Jessie, more.” 


  When he suddenly came, I was shocked. I rode him hard because he was so wild. Squeezing him at the moment of climax only made his passionate yell all the more rousing. And with the orgasm over, he collapsed back exhausted.


  “Couldn’t you hold on?” I joked, as I fell against his chest.


  He ran his hand through my hair. “You’re too good,” he answered. “And I was so damned horny.”


  We were so close, lips close, eyes close, body on body, his swaying gently under mine, I couldn’t imagine anything more perfect.


  “Like my surprise?” he asked.


  “I love your surprise,” I said.


  “Well then, you can stay the night in my bed. This room needs some hard fucking to christen it.”


  He just assumed I would stay, but that was all right with me. As long as he made my sexual decisions for me, hell, I’d do anything he said. But damn, why was I this easy with him?


  After the first sex was over, we laid back against the quilt and let the sticky heat around us cool down with the breeze from the open window. The fan overhead went around, and the air circulating against my body made me shudder, goosebumps popping out everywhere. After his exhausting climax, he demanded I orgasm twice before he’d let me rest. “You need to cum lots, you get pent-up prissy otherwise.” 


  “Oh, you think so?” I said. “You seem to think you know me well.”


  “I do. You need sex to counter the rest of your life,” he went on.


  “Like the librarian part?” I asked.


  “Yeah, like the librarian part.”


  “You have a problem with my job, don’t you?” I asked.


  “Don’t you?” he said.


  “No.”


  He stared off into space while I watched him. He still didn’t like me being a librarian. I suppose it was much too unoriginal for the rebel in him.


  “Why are you here in Shelter Bay?” I asked him, changing the subject. He had answered this question other ways, now I wanted the real answer. He didn’t fit here and we both knew it. But still, he didn’t answer.


  “C’mon Kurt, you ask me everything, make judgments about my life, and tell me what to do. I get no probing questions of my own?”


  “Ask all you want, I just won’t answer,” he told me.


  “Don’t you go getting touchy with me,” I said, wondering if he was really annoyed, or just playing around. “Some woman hurt you?”


  He still stared into the ceiling.


  I looked up to see what was so interesting there. It was admittedly quite a piece of craftsmanship, the natural wood ceiling shot out with beams in a sunburst pattern. I could study it too, while I waited for him to speak.


  “We were married a year,” he finally said. “She didn’t want to keep the baby, so she split.”


  “You have a baby?” I asked.


  “No.” 


  I nodded. This wasn’t easy for him to say, and I could appreciate his reluctance. There was a lot of pain behind his silence.


  “So, is that ALL of your past?” I wondered aloud.


  “No, but you only get a piece at a time, because that’s the only way I’ll tell it.”


  I expected he had a very sordid past, while he probably thought I was some lily-white virgin until I was twenty five, and never screwed around recklessly the way he probably had.


  “I got pregnant once too,” I told him. “But there was no baby. It was a blighted ovum. At the time, I wasn’t sure what I was losing, but I was really glad I didn’t have to make a decision. I’m surprised you want children,” I added, as an afterthought.


  “Why? Because I wear my hair like this and go barefoot all the time?” His comment sounded like an accusation.


  “No,” I replied. “How come you’re so testy?’’


  He shrugged and pulled me close to him as he kissed me deeply, and ran his rough hand over my naked rear end. We didn’t speak again for another hour.


  He was rougher yet making love, more intent, seized by something dark that poured from him to me. Regardless of his style, I couldn’t stop responding to his touch. He had the ability to provoke places in me I’d never found sexual before, like the insides of my thighs when he nibbled them, and places around my arms that turned erogenous within seconds of a single probe. He ran a finger down my back and I thought the orgasm would begin right there. When he reached my anal cleft he was probing my anus, the tight place not wanting to give, but giving regardless because something in me wanted to agree to everything he asked of me. I took his cock in my mouth again, and later he ate the doorway to my crotch, planting his mouth dangerously on my clit and about my hole. The way he used his teeth, biting softly to increase the sensations, I knew the entire time he was one step away from causing real pain—but then that never occurred. Just at the edge, he wanted sex on the delicate edge just one step from too much.


  When he entered me the second time that night, he was behind me as we were lying on our sides. With his chest and groin pressed to my back I had the feel of being used, so anonymous it disturbed me. But that was only half the feeling, the other side of me loved that anonymous use. I knew that by the sustained edge of sexual hunger gnawing in my belly. I clamored for an orgasm, wanting every second of his efficient lovemaking hands doing these bizarre things with my body. I’d handle my uneasiness later.


  When he jolted against me, he was silent. Unlike his other orgasms, this was something very different, and it was strange the way the sunlight faded just as he was tripping over the edge. When his body relaxed against my back, his hand reached around and played with my clitoris. By feeling alone, he had my smoldering cunt peaking quickly. And I came as quietly, though not as ferociously, as he had.




  Chapter Two


  I heard the sound of the bike roaring up to the library. It was becoming familiar, the noise not annoying me anymore. It was five o’clock, so I dashed outside quickly, locked the door, and with a few brisk steps, I was on the sidewalk next to him. 


  “Get on,” he said, with a gleeful grin.


  “Now? On your bike?” I questioned him.


  “Yeah, get on.”


  I was scared to death. “But this skirt,” I protested.


  “Be daring, I’m not going to care.” 


  “I’m scared,” I told him sincerely.


  “Then it’s time to get over it,” he announced. He stepped off the bike and helped to hoist me over the seat. Drawing up my skirt, he tucked it well out of the way, and then got on himself.


  “We’ll get you some leather pants, Jess,” he said in the middle of gunning the engine.


  I held on to him so tight, I thought I might squeeze the breath from his lungs. We were roaring around the winding hills, going to the top of the mountain. The wind in my face made my eyes tear, so I shut them, and breathed in the feeling of freedom, as the air hit my cheeks with its pounding fury. I tried not to think too much about what I was doing, pushing from my mind the vow that I’d never be caught dead riding a motorcycle.


  And yet, I knew instantly why women like the feel of a bike vibrating their crotch, it was arousing, as was hanging on to Kurt for dear life, and feeling his ass end pressed against me. 


  At the top of the hill, we stopped and dismounted. Still shaking from the ride, I stepped away from the bike, a little reluctant to be close to it.


  “Boy do you have a good grip. You practically crushed a rib,” he said laughing.


  “I’m sorry.”


  “You were scared, weren’t you?” 


  Apparently I was as white as a ghost.


  He pulled me close, holding me against his leather clad body, as his dancing eyes looked down at me with a worried expression. “Better get you used to this if you’re going to be with me,” he said as he stroked my face.


  “I’m working on it,” I assured him. “You said leather pants?” His hand dropped down to play freely with my motorcycle warmed bottom. “It does make me horny.”


  “I can tell. You like the power,” he said nodding to the bike.


   “Yeah, I do. And you look pretty damned good riding it.”


  “So do you,” he said with eyebrows raised. 


  He was descending on me with an open mouth, and hands that were ready to make love to me right on the hilltop, out in the open, without one concern over who might stumble on the scene. He was brisk, bending me over the seat. I could already feel his cock throbbing underneath the leather pants, pressing its way against my rear end. He pulled away my skirt so it practically flew up over my head, and I could feel the leather seat against my thighs. It was warm, just like everything else, Kurt, me and our lust. 


  His cock was rock hard. First finding my cunt with his hand, he thrust against me and I screamed the way he went so deep, cutting me to the hilt as if he would split me in two. A moment later, I was thinking of nothing but getting off, right there in the open. The bike, the touch of leather, the vibrating rhythm of Kurt’s thrusts, and the raucous noises we made were like a defiant cry to an uptight world, and I loved it. My pussy was so juiced I could feel it sticky against my thighs. 


  What a wicked fuck … taken over the seat of his bike, my naked ass waving in the breeze. What was I becoming?


  “Ouch, damn, god yes,” some nonsense fired from my lips.


  “Gawd, I like fucking your cunt,” he moaned, before he slipped into his own oblivion.


  The bike was jerking with the movement, with each thrust stabbing me rudely between the legs. He kept withdrawing and shoving himself back inside, which made an artful massage for my clitoris, though nothing else about it was artful. I must have been pretty raw looking, wriggling myself against his groin like a nasty whore. That’s how I felt, nasty and wicked.


  Kurt made it simple, holding my ass end with a firm grip to each bottom cheek, squeezing so hard, I thought there would be bruises later—though I wouldn’t mind if there were.


  When his orgasm began, he leaned over me and held me as tightly as I’d held him on the bike. With his arms around me, he pressed his hands to my breasts and squeezed them as his cock gave in to the sensations. 


  “Ah Jess,” he purred softly as the cum was disappearing and he had the presence of mind to speak. “You have this really raunchy slut inside you.” His words were framed like an accusation and a discovery at the same time. But I wasn’t disagreeing. After all, if I was allowing him this liberty with me, the right to sweep me away and fuck me anywhere he chose, I suppose I deserved to be called a slut. With Kurt, the word was a badge of honor, clearly a compliment. And for Jessie, the librarian at thirty-eight, it was quite a coup. 


  Kurt held me for a long time. He rarely pulled away quickly and I liked that. When he finally did, he turned me around and set me on the seat of the bike. My legs were spread and my wet pussy was dripping juice on the leather. He leaned in and kissed my mouth with a wide-open kiss, while his fingers toyed with my clit. He continued to purr nasty things in my ear. 


  “You’re such a slut.” He slapped my thigh and went back to my clit. 


  “Ah, yes, Kurt,” I hissed in his ear, my arms around him, wiggling on his toying hand.


  He slapped me more on the thigh so there was a red imprint.


  “Yes, make it hurt,” I uttered softly. There was nothing he could have done that wouldn’t have pleased me.


  “Such a fucking slut,” he seethed, so happy to see me letting the steamy side out right there in wide-open spaces. “You want me to keep going?” 


  “Oh, don’t stop,” I muttered between deep breaths. I swayed against his hand, bucking hard to capture every feeling, and then a climax began to ripple everywhere, beginning at my cunt and moving outward. When I was done, I collapsed forward against Kurt’s chest since I had no place else I wanted to be.


  “Ah, you ask so much of me,” I sighed quietly.


  “But it’s what you want,” he assured me, even as his hand was stroking my cheek. He was so tenderly, so thoroughly, in control.


  “So, how about taking off tomorrow for a few days?” he asked me as I continued to come back to myself. We’d moved to a soft grassy place beside the bike, resting. “We’ll go up the coast and knock around.” I was leaning against Kurt while he stroked my back lightly. Hearing his question, I pulled away.


  “You’re closing the shop?” I asked.


  “Yeah, getting restless, need to get out of this place for a while,” he said.


  “Kurt, I can’t just take off and close the library.”


  “Why not? How many people are going to be put out if the library’s closed. Hell, you got an assistant, let her handle it.”


  “She’s a high school student,” I objected.


  He grimaced. “You know, Jess, your spirit of adventure is sorely lacking.”


  “It is NOT lacking. You whisk me away on your bike, fuck me over the back of it broad daylight, and you say my spirit is sorely lacking?” His assertion was irritating.


  “It’s a nice start. But I guess you need to have your adventures in nice safe doses.” He laced his remark with an uncharacteristic sarcasm.


  “Is that really what you think of me?” 


  “Sometimes.” He looked at me with a pained expression, I’d seen only a handful of times in the six weeks we’d been dating. They were little winces that irritated me no end. Damn him for trying to pigeon-hole me! I thought. 


  “Well, I’m the woman you have right now. If you don’t like it, that’s too bad.” I stood up and walked back to the bike. “You can be restless. I don’t want to be restless. I want peace in my life.”


  “Boredom,” he suggested, as he followed me.


  “No boredom. Peace.” I turned to him and looked him in the face. 


  “Yeah, well you’ve got your life nicely under control, don’t you?” he said, still using his sarcasm to drive his digs.


  “Not really, but I’ve made choices, and I like those choices.”


  “And you’ll never try anything else.”


  “That’s not true. I just don’t go running off half cocked here and there on simple whims. You want me to do that. It’s not gonna happen!”


  His face broke out in an amused smile.


  “You’re angry, aren’t you?”


  “You’re pissing me off. Yes,” I agreed.


  He stared at me a long time, as if his eyes were searching for something. All he was going to get of me was what he saw, nothing more. I wasn’t going to try and please him, I wasn’t sure I could.


  “I suppose I’m going to have to get used to you,” he finally conceded. He took me by both hands and drew me close. Pinning my hands to my side, he kissed me. I relinquished, because I was getting used to it feeling so good, but it did seem like a deliberate play for control. And at the moment my hackles were up.


  We rode back less wildly than our trip up, at a nice easy pace, so I relaxed against his back, enjoying the feel of him. As pleasant as it was, I couldn’t help but feel that something was bothering Kurt. I knew him well enough to know that he wouldn’t tell me, at least not yet. He probably didn’t even know what was disturbing him, though I suspected that it had a lot to with our last rather prickly conversation. 


  ***


  The next morning, I found out my suspicions were right.


  “Hi,” I heard his tentative voice behind me, while I was sitting on the floor, practically standing on my head, trying to reach for a book that was stuck behind the stacks.


  I looked up at his face to see his most bizarre expression staring down at me. Beginning of the end, I immediately thought to myself.


  “I’m taking off for a few days,” he informed me.


  “Okay.” It was hard to come up with a snappy retort, wise remark, or tender appeal, when he was towering over me. Kurt didn’t want me countering his plans. “So, I’ll see you?”


  “Few days.” He was noticeably vague, and certainly not the good-natured man I was used to, even the slightly befuddled one he’d been the night before when I suspected the worst.


  There was no kiss to seal the past, or suggest a future, just a quick smile as he sauntered off. He was wearing tall black boots, and his leather pants, and a black bomber jacket. I’m sure I would have raised my skirt and let him take me on the spot, but he didn’t ask me to. After he was out of sight, I imagined him climbing on the Harley and riding off; and I wondered if I wasn’t foolish not being there behind him.




  Chapter Three


  My feet were sore from a five mile walk with Beth that morning. I soaked them in Epsom salts and put on some soft socks. It was a night to get cozy with myself. I planned to masturbate later, with the pressure of a week without Kurt catching up with me. I missed the sex as much as I missed him.


  Even so, I wasn’t ready for my self-pleasure right away, so I threw on a pair of old sweats, and plunked down in the middle of the kitchen floor with an old chair I’d been wanting to paint for several months. It was a bad sign. Getting around to this meant my love life was suffering and I needed these diversions to keep my mind off sex and men, and especially off Kurt.


  A whole week.


  A lot more than a “few days” in my mind. I walked by his cottage daily seeing the CLOSED sign; it would jolt me in the pit of my stomach, every time. Of course it would probably be worse if he was home, and just not calling me. But his continued absence really confirmed all my worst fears about him. I was afraid this was the kind of send off I’d eventually get.


  I resigned myself to being too much of a “stick in the mud” for him, the two of us unequal spirits, unsuited to each other’s temperaments, unable to read each other’s needs. I believed that on the surface, while at the same time I thought it a total lie, way down inside. Something about the two of us was completely perfect, but I didn’t know for sure what it was.


  The work on the chair was meticulous, lots of small slats to paint with an even handed brush. I’d spent two weeks just sanding it to a fine well-polished smooth. I wouldn’t allow one drip of paint to spoil the results. I had some soft rock and roll playing behind me, but I was too engrossed to listen to that, simply painting away with not a thought in my brain.


  There was a sudden sharp rap on my front door and I must have jump two inches. Glancing at the clock, it was already ten. It must be Beth was my first thought.  There was another knock before I could get off the floor, wipe my hands, and answer it.


  With the porch light on, I could see his face. Kurt, standing outside in his leathers, my heart and cunt went off like an alarm.


  “You’re back,” I said, opening the door.


  He looked tired and strangely distant, so much so, that I thought it might be his final excursion to my house. The final goodbye.


  But he reached up and took my head in his hands. Bringing my face to his, his lips were unexpectedly warm. We were standing in the dark just inside my door, saying absolutely nothing. Just kissing.


  He pushed down on my sweats until they dropped to the floor; then he pulled up on my sweatshirt so that he pulled it off over my head. I was naked in his arms in the dark, pressed against the warm leather.


  “I’m getting cold,” I told him.


  He pulled my hands behind me, and pushed me toward my room still saying nothing. There was nothing but the noise of music coming from the kitchen, though the sounds of his body, the leather creaking, the scrunch of boots, and his heavy breath were raging in my ears, like blaring heavy metal.


  “I’m going to take this ass of yours, Jess,” he announced to me as he pushed me on hands and knees to the bed.


  I heard him rip off his pants and nothing more. His prick was shoved between my legs, at a wet hot open door. I was storing my passions again, and as before, Kurt exploded them. I rocked back on him happily. 


  My shoulders were pushed to the bed, my arms still held behind me, so that I was uncomfortable and couldn’t move. Kurt was thrusting against my rear end hard, his one hand beginning to play with my back door. I shuddered, feeling the odd sensations that were gathered in that place. He probed, but didn’t yet pull out to screw me there. I wondered if he would.


  He slapped my ass and my body jolted; this was making me even hotter. I couldn’t stand myself, there was too much raw sexual heat flowing from me to put any brakes on at all. I knew he owed me an explanation for his absence, but that wouldn’t happen until later.


  He rode me hard for a long time, punctuating thrusts with slaps and pinches and more penetration in my anus with a leather-gloved hand. It was driving me wild. Such madness in my ass I could hardly take.


  He held me down, so I couldn’t respond. But I was getting to him anyway, squeezing down hard on his cock with the muscles of my cunt. I prided myself on every little wiggle and squeeze that I knew was sending him right to the edge. A long guttural groan followed moments later, and for an instant everything stopped but the cry, and the action of his cock cumming in me. 


  He remained in my cunt, his cock still hard enough for me to feel. He played with me, both clit and ass, not letting me move until the orgasm he inspired finally ripped through my body. Sharp and quick. I whimpered, then collapsed face down into the sheets when he let me go. He might not have fucked my ass with his cock, but he might as well have the way his hand had probed me deeply. I was feeling strangely empty with his hand withdrawn.


  He didn’t touch me afterwards, not right away. We lay side by side for a while, though when I turned over to snuggle against his nakedness and the leather jacket he was still wearing, he did put his arm around me.


  “You want an explanation, I suppose,” he said at last.


  “I think so.” I wasn’t really sure.


  “What if I don’t have one?” he said.


  “You do, and you’ll tell me. Eventually,” I said. “But now’s a good time. It’s dark and you don’t have to look in my eyes.”


  He was silent for a time before he finally spoke. “We didn’t have any commitment,” was his opening line.


  “No, we didn’t,” I agreed.


  “I like being in control,” he said. 


  “I’ve noticed,” I replied to him. This was the strangest explanation I’d ever heard, but I followed along figuring Kurt knew where he was going with it, he always did.


  “You weren’t conforming very well,” he said.


  I considered that for a while. “Sorry, I can’t do that. I can bend, but only so much. I’ve taken some time figuring out myself, just having a relationship with you is bending, believe me.”


  “Do you have any space at all for me to suggest that there’s more Jessica Wilde than you’ve ever figured?” he asked.


  “I think you already have.”


  “Just not a lot more, right? You’ve got yourself all nicely circumscribed.” 


  “No, I don’t.” I countered. “You just have to take it easy with me.”


  “I wasn’t taking it easy with you just now,” he reminded me of our sexual interlude.


  “You’ve got a wisdom when it comes to my body, Kurt. I can’t deny that.”


  We lay in silence for a while longer. He was staring at the shadowy ceiling; I suppose it was easier for him to think that way.


  “Jess,” he suddenly interjected into a perfectly lovely quiet,” I fucked around a little while I was gone.” 


  I considered the news for a moment, not sure how to reply. I certainly didn’t welcome the announcement. “We don’t have a commitment,” I repeated his words aloud, as a lump grew in my throat, and a tiny dagger seemed to be sinking into my heart. No commitment, I kept reminding myself, and he was right.


  “But, Jess, it wasn’t like this, like you and me; and it wasn’t satisfying,” he said.


  “I suppose I should feel relieved,” I said.


  “Hey, I didn’t take off just to play around on you. The sex just kind of happened. I fall into bed easily sometimes. If I wanted to play around on you, I could do that here.”


  “Yes, you could,” I agreed. “But you didn’t, and I kind of made assumptions that I probably shouldn’t have made.” I was sounding much more hurt than I wanted to, but I couldn’t help it.


  “I wanted you to make those assumptions,” he said. “I wouldn’t have liked you fucking around on me.”


  I wondered if I should feel good about that or not.


  “So, are you going to stay?” I asked.


  “I think so.” He pulled up on his side and looked down at me. His long hair was loose and swimming around his face. God, he looked beautiful to me!


  “So what does this mean? I make myself available for you to screw when you don’t have something more fun to do?” I asked.


  He winced. “I suppose I deserved that?”


  “We have no commitment,” I said again, though I was clearly mocking him. “I’m thirty eight, I walked right into this with eyes open. But honestly, Kurt,  I don’t know if the door out there is going to be open every night at ten for you.”


  “You have to understand, Jess, settling down has never been in my blood. But now, I’m thinking about it all the time.”


  “And that bothers you?”


  “Yeah, you don’t even know where I’ve really been. And I’m not just talking about this trip, my whole life. Now, I’m feeling like I have to explain it to you. I keep thinking that before I get through this, you’ll split and I’ll have my ass hanging out.”


  “That would be a pretty sight,” I mused. “Seems like I had my ass hanging out for the last week.” It was a little revenge making him wait, making him think. I could almost see him sweating this out, but he was too cool and detached to hang his ass out too far.


  “You know, Kurt, you don’t have to explain anything to me, but if you want things to continue, we have to get beyond this, and we do have to get to know each other.”


  “So, you want me to stay?” he asked.


  “Yes, I want you to stay,” I said. “As long as you don’t go riding roughshod over my feelings. I’ll kick you out if you start that.”


  “Don’t even think of it,” he said. He was leaning in so closely I could feel him breathing on my face. “Listen Jess, I came back because your face and your body weren’t disappearing from my brain. I usually kick people out of my life pretty easily, but not you.”


  “Why do you think that is?” I asked, sincerely, staring into those dark warm lively eyes.


  “I love you,” he said without hesitating for a second.


  I couldn’t believe I was hearing him say that. “You really mean it?” I couldn’t help the tears in my eyes.


  “Is that so strange?”


  “This wasn’t supposed to happen with you. You’re too young, and you scare me, and I like sex with you too much … .” I was suddenly very anxious.


  “Wait a minute,” he stopped me. “Liking sex with me is wrong?”


  “It’s always been that way before. Any man I really had a good time with in bed turned out to be a lout, and I ended up hurt. So I suppose as long as we’re into confessions, I might as well tell you; I put you in a non-serious category of relationship. Should I change that?”


  “You damn well better if I’m making love confessions to you.”


  I had a feeling I was being captured by some mysterious force, dawn into his arms, our mouths pressed tight for a kiss where our tongues fought for a place inside each other. He was all consuming, pulling me so close there was no space between us and no way to pull apart. As reluctant as Kurt was to commit, it hit me that I was reluctant too. Though not now, not in his arms, with his body moving next to mine, his groin against my groin, his cock gently melting into my pussy that was hot to have him again, and again and again.


  As rude as he’d been earlier, he was tender now; though his demands didn’t stop. His hands were on every inch of my skin, and I explored his hard male flesh with as much eagerness. He was mine, all mine. The sinewy muscles of his back were mine, as I ran my hand down them; the gentle tightness of his round rear was mine as I massaged it; and the strong substantial thighs that pressed against my own were mine. If I could only let go my fear and climb inside him, the way he was climbing inside me …  


  His tongue lapped at every sensitive place on my body, every fissure and valley … from under my arms where the skin was too sensitive for anything but a sensuous tongue, to the nape of my neck where my hair would stand on end from just his breath, to the arch of my back where it took just a delicate touch to make me shiver, to that lower cleft where sexual rapture began and ended in my two favorite places. The best was still when we were body to body, his naked chest to my naked breasts, his naked groin locked to my naked groin. The longer we rocked and rolled and fucked with his erection thrusting deep, the more I relinquished, surrendering everything to him. My body wouldn’t stop for anything. I was glad it was a lot smarter than my brain.


  “I’m going to have you any way I want, Jess,” he whispered as a warning. And I guessed he would.


  After I shuddered with orgasm this time, I finished him off, roving down his body to his erection. So very straight and tall, I covered it with my mouth, my nostrils smelling the pungent aroma of my cunt on the surface of that taut skin. His balls fell into my hands as I played, and fondled, and made him gasp loudly into this strange sticky-hot air around us. He shot his liquid against my face as I listened to him groan much softer this time.


  In the morning, I was getting dressed as he watched me from the bed, those wild, daring, warm, sumptuous eyes of his boring holes into me.


  “Stop staring,” I said.


  “No, I like looking at you,” If anything he was more vigilant that he’d been before. I turned away, but that didn’t help. I felt as if my skin was crawling. “Why don’t you take the day off?” he suggested.


  “I could, but I’m not,” I replied.


  “Won’t give up that library, will you?” There was that trace of judgment in his voice again.


  “I’d have to have a good reason, and just because you think being in a relationship with a librarian doesn’t suit you, is not reason enough.”


  “I knew you’d say that,” he said, softly smirking at me.


  “Then why’d you ask?”


  “Just testing you.”


  “You do that a lot, don’t you?”


  “No.” He shook his head. “Though I did last night,” he conceded.


  “How’s that?” I asked.


  “When I came in the door and took you to bed. I wanted to see how you’d respond. See if you were angry with me.”


  “So I passed?” I asked, deliberating ignoring a lot of possibilities for a confrontation here.


  “I keep thinking you’ll say no to me, that you’ll decided you don’t like sex the way I want it,” he said.


  “But I haven’t.”


  “No, you haven’t.” He sounded as if he was really awed by that fact.


  “And, if I do?” I wondered aloud.


  He chuckled just a little. “I’m not sure it matters anymore,” he said.


  I sat down on a chair, just a foot or two away from him, and stared back at him as intently as he was eyeing me. “You know, Kurt, I’m going to have to call this love. I can’t explain it any other way. Though it’s the strangest relationship I’ve ever had.”


  “So, it’s love in spite of yourself,” he added.


  “Yeah,” I admitted to us both.


  One of those smiles that first wooed me broke out on his face, undoing me all over again. Damn! I really was in love.




  Chapter Four


  “So, these are your choices, this weekend, or the next, or the next. Which one is it?” he stated.


  “What the hell are you talking about?” It was a few weeks after Kurt returned, we’d made love at closing time, in his shop, and were eating a pizza at the deli on the corner. We had already argued over vegetarian or Italian sausage, and I’d won. I sensed another argument brewing.


  “I’m giving you plenty of time to make a decision. I’m not springing anything spontaneous on you,” he half joked, though the sarcasm was thick. “I want a weekend with you, away from this town.”


  “You’re going to close the shop, again?” I asked astonished. It wasn’t that I couldn’t get the time off, I just had my judgment about his business practices, especially during the hottest tourist season.


  “Yeah,” he said. “Because you’re more important to me than money. You said we have to get to know each other.”


  His words registered, but I let them quickly slide.


  “I think you’re being a little foolish. Can’t we wait until October when the weather turns? You’ve already closed the shop a lot this summer.”


  He recoiled from that statement. “You want to let me handle my business my way, or do you plan to control that too?” he asked. 


  Oops, I instantly thought. I winced so I hoped he’d see my chagrin, but he was scowling as I watched him polish off the last piece of pizza and his beer.


  “Kurt, I didn’t mean to sound controlling…” I started.


  “Oh, but you do a damn good job of it,” he snarled.


  “I’m just pointing out something I thought was obvious.”


  “You didn’t think I could see it myself?” 


  He was making fast conclusions I didn’t like, but I wasn’t sure how to back out of this. “I just thought a different point of view, maybe,” I said, trying to be diplomatic.


  “I’m altering my life for you Jess, but I’m not going to alter everything. And I sure as hell don’t think I should be the only one making changes.” He looked at me with the coldest look I’d ever seen from him. And without having a moment to frame a decent reply, I watched him throw a few dollars on the table and walk out.


  ***


  “What is it with men?” I was asking Beth that same evening, when I interrupted her in the middle of shampooing her hair, desperate for someone else’s point of view on the sticky situation between Kurt and me. 


  “Kurt, huh?” she said, looking at me through the mass of brown curls that she’d just set free from the terry-cloth towel.


  “He asked me to go with him for a weekend trip up the coast, on his Harley. Closing the shop again. I mean he was really sweet, telling me that I meant more to him than money.”


  Beth looked at me with one fixed eye, a character trait I was familiar with. She was concocting something in her own breezy style; it would either be totally off base, or brutally right on. At least I’d know which the minute she said it. I could count on Beth for that much.


  “If Kurt had some nice car, a Jeep, little coupe, truck, whatever, would you go?”


  “What?”


  “I’m not being obtuse, just answer my question.”


  “Maybe.”


  “You’d go in a heartbeat,” she declared,


  “So what’s the point?”


  “You’re terrified of that Harley,” she said.


  I was speechless. “I am?” I said, thinking maybe she was wrong in her assessment, even though I knew she wasn’t.


  “Yep, petrified. I wondered when this was going to happen.”


  “He took me up to the State Park on his bike a while back, I didn’t have a problem then.”


  “That’s not how I remember you describing it,” Beth said.


  “Well, it was kinda scary.”


  “And now he’s talking about capturing you on that bike of his, on that dangerous vehicle, and you’re balking with some silly excuse that he should be more responsible and keep his shop open.”


  “Doesn’t sound good, does it?” I agreed. I hated her being right.


  She shook her head. “Nope. I think you’d really better figure out your feelings about this, or your just going to butt heads with Kurt Cezant over and over. You have too many more disagreements in principle like this, and he’ll be gone. That’s not to say that I completely understand your choice in men right now. But I understand where he comes from.”


  I studied the way Beth was combing through her tangled hair with a practiced precision, thinking that she was far more suited for the man I was in love with. I could imagine her brown hair flying as she rode body to body with Kurt on his bike. It kind of amazed me that she wasn’t turned on by him. At least she was far from admitting it.


  “So, maybe I really screwed up this time.”


  “Jessie,” Beth sighed. “If there is one thing Kurt is right about, it’s the way you’re too damned predictable and much too cautious. You’re very tidy about your life, you know that? You have everything figured out, how much fun can that be? Frankly, I’m surprised he’s stayed as long as he has.”


  “Well thank you,” I said offended. “He tells me he loves me.”


  “And do you believe him?” she asked.


  “I don’t know.”


  “I think you’d better,” she said smugly.


  I wasn’t used to Beth being on such a roll of clear thinking advice. But then, I had come to see her after Kurt left me in the deli, so I suppose I had an intuition about it.


  “Maybe I should go apologize?” I pondered.


  She gave me one of her peeved light hearted grins. “He’s good for you.. You’re a good balance for each other; that is, if you’ll let him be one.”


  I wasn’t used to taking my licks from Beth, but this time, I had.


  I swallowed my pride and arrived at Kurt’s place while there was still enough of the evening to salvage something from near disaster.


  “Hi,” he said, when he opened the door of his little private cottage. He was pretty noncommittal in his expression, but at least he didn’t look angry.


  “May I come in?” I asked.


  “That depends,” he said.


  “On what?”


  “What do you want?”


  “To apologize,” I said.


  He shook his head, “That works.” He opened the door wider so that I could come in.


  We sat down at the small table by the window, not on his bed. It seemed too formal when we were used to tackling each other affectionately, and warring in the sweetest of ways. This was going to be a struggle.


  “So apologize,” he stated flatly. “I really want to hear this.”


  “You’re still angry?”


  “I’m fucking furious,” he replied. Though there didn’t seem to be one ounce of anger in him. I think he was more hurt than mad.


  “I’m scared of the bike,” I said, thinking it might be better just to get to the point. 


  “I know.”


  “You do?”


  “Yeah, but I didn’t think that was any big secret. The only one that hadn’t seem to figure that out was you. But you know what pisses me off? You start telling me stupid things about my business, like it’s yours to run.”


  “That’s what I’m sorry about,” I admitted.


  “That’s good.”


  “You really are angry.”


  “You know I thought you knew everything about relationships, and I knew nothing. I guess I thought you, in all your infinite wisdom could teach me something I didn’t know.”


  “I think I still can.”


  “As long as you take the brakes off, babe, because I’m not in the mood to pussy foot around with you. You either like who I am and what I do, or you don’t. Great sex isn’t the whole story.”


  “Then why don’t we go on your trip next weekend?”


  “This weekend, leave Friday?” He looked at little stunned.


  I shook my head yes.


  “You don’t have something else planned?” he queried me suspiciously.


  “I might as well get it over with.”


  “What!” he blared. “Get it over with. Gee, I’m sorry this is such a chore.”


  “That’s not what I meant. I want to be with you. It’s just that this trip will kind of be a stretch for me.”


  He eyed me for some time, then chuckled darkly.


  “I’m really glad, Jess. I’ll see if I can scare the hell out of you.”


  “No, you won’t,” I countered.


  He laughed again. “No, I won’t,” he agreed. Something very soft returned to his face, that kind nurturing peace that so easily slipped inside me. “And you’re going to be okay, and you’re going to have fun, in spite of yourself.” 


  “Okay.” I smiled, feeling that warmth he was transmitting generate the most delicious sensations in me. “So do we screw to seal this?” I suggested.


  He considered for a minute. “No,” he replied. That surprised me. He pulled me to my feet, and walked me to his door. His arms were as surrounding and tender as ever when he kissed me. The kiss was as demanding as I was used to.


  “You go home now, and get lots of sleep, and tomorrow we’ll check out a few things for the trip.”


  He was doing a very good job of leading again, almost as if the two of us were in a perpetual dance, and while we’d struggled for control, we were now changing directions and adjusting our stride. Getting back in step was a little ticklish, but we were on our way again. 


   Not sleeping together was probably the best thing for me. It gave me time to settle down, perhaps Kurt needed that too. I suppose this was something that Kurt new instinctively. I really don’t know how he got his knowledge, it just seemed to be there sometimes, usually to my surprise.


  ***


  Once adjusting to the idea of the trip, I planted a little excitement alongside my fears. I actually thought there might be something magical about this journey, the way he referred to it as solace, healing, “his sanctuary.” I treated the experience as a necessary compromise that getting to know him required. If I wasn’t going to get in the way of this relationship succeeding, I needed to bend this far, or we’d go nowhere. Beth helped me see that. Kurt insisted that I do. As long as I was barreling down this bizarre path, I might as well not hesitate.


  Kurt bought me leather pants for the trip in a store in town. I’d known Griff, the proprietor, for years; but other than one leather skirt and a vest purchased several years before, I didn’t think I had much need for leather. 


  Kurt suggested otherwise.


  In my mind, walking arm and arm down the street with Kurt made a definitive statement to my cloistered community that Kurt and I belonged together. I hadn’t been particularly open with this relationship, and that was probably a mistake. It was certainly time I made up for it by going public now.


  As we entered that wonderful smelling leather shop, I imagined all eyes staring at me when they probably weren’t. I could almost hear the tittering gossip about the librarian and the hippie, and the difference in our ages. I could see the ladies of Shelter Bay looking down their straight pointed noses. The defiant side of my personality really wanted to wave my relationship in their stuffy faces like a bull fighter’s red flag. In a weird sort of way, thumbing my nose at this stodgy community felt good. I’m sure Kurt wouldn’t mind.


  “Leather pants,” Kurt told Griff, as he paced slowly about the room looking at all the possibilities. “Size 10?” He looked at me.


  I shrugged hoping they’d fit; and they did much better than I thought they would. Like second skin. The glove soft leather conformed to me. When Kurt ran his hand over my bottom right there in the shop, I tried a little righteous indignation.


  “Don’t make me laugh, Jess,” he said dryly and he kissed me for good measure, in plain sight of no one, because there was just Griff, Kurt and me in the store. He fondled me at will, just waiting to see if I’d get mad and make him stop. I didn’t, on purpose. I was feeling rather smug and bold, now that I’d made my decision to take the trip.


  Kurt insisted on paying for the pants, which only made me feel “kept” by him. By that time there were several people in the store that witnessed the purchase, our cozy affections, and Kurt’s clear command over me as a lover. The seriousness of our relationship was beginning to override the apprehensions I had. Everything we did, was one step closer to … I’m not sure what … closer to a permanent affair? 


  “Got a trip planned?” Griff asked.


  “Jess is taking riding lessons,” Kurt replied with such a twinkle in his eyes, I knew Griff was reading volumes in the words, everything Kurt wanted him to assume. “We’re going up the coast for a few days.”


  “The leather will look good on the Harley,” Griff said, as both men were staring at the lower half of my body.     


  “She’ll wear the pants out,” Kurt decided.


  I had to quickly dash back to the dressing room to get my skirt, or Kurt would have been content to leave it there.


  Once we got back to my house, where I could model the pants properly, Kurt decided that my plain white T-shirt looked right with the soft black leather, though he insisted I go braless, so my breasts bounced and my nipples poked through like headlights.


  “Now, you look like you’re supposed to,” he told me, drawing me close to him. He took the T-shirt in his teeth, right at my belly and tugged at it. When it was loose, he planted a kiss on my belly button.


  “You like your leather woman?” I asked.


  “Yeah, I like the way you smell,” he said. He was too far gone with lust to admire me more, except that the way he screwed me was genuinely more divine than ever. The pants were making us both hot.


  “We’ll get a jacket later,” he told me when he was finished laying me out on the kitchen table. “I’ve got one in mind you’ll like, but we won’t find it anywhere around here.”


  I nodded, wondering where we’d find this leather jacket. I liked the picture so far, even though it was a far cry from what I was used to. I was even thinking that Beth was right in her evaluation of my needs. Kurt was working out perfectly.


  ***


  Going north on a Harley with Kurt was be the oddest vacation I’d ever taken. It’s true, I was doing it for Kurt, letting him test me again; but I was also doing it for myself, to thwart the complacency that had grown up around me like a choking weed. I was also doing it, because I couldn’t get enough of Kurt. Body to body, on the bike, in bed, anywhere, pressed against his flesh or even thinking about it, I was an easy harlot.


  One hundred miles north, after I was sporting my new leather jacket, we stopped in a mountain tavern, that looked more “redneck” backwoods than leather-hippie. Maybe this was the place where counter cultures clash, maybe where they come together. In any event, Kurt and I looked as appropriate for the roughhewn place as the other travelers or the locals. We sat in a booth and ordered beer. And I gazed at Kurt while he was staring me down.


  “Your crotch hot?” he asked me.


  I jolted not expecting the question, then I smiled. “Yes it is,” I admitted. Now that I was off the vibrating bike, my whole body was still moving with a slow vibrating arousal.


  “Is it really so bad?” he asked.


  “The bike?” I asked.


  “Yeah, the bike.”


  “No,” I admitted. “I never imagined I’d be with any man the way I am with you.”


  “And it turns you on, doesn’t it?” he said with a very gleeful grin.


  “Yes, it turns me on,” I agreed. My crotch was throbbing. The more we talked the worse it got. Sitting in this rustic bar, a solution for my arousal was not immediately available; but I knew we had to do something soon, or I might just be orgasming as soon as I got on the bike again.


  “I think I’m going to have to get those leather pants off of you,” Kurt said, reading my mind. 


  “I have no problem with that,” I replied. “But here?”


  He inspected me thoroughly. His eyes first cast their gaze on my chest, where the round nipples only tightened more because of his penetrating stare. Then, it was my lips. I could tell he was imagining them coming down on his cock, over the head, joined by my tongue, making his soft male flesh pop from its movable sheath into a full erection.


  At times like this, when Kurt fixes himself on me, I feel like every rule I’ve ever had to keep me safe from dangerous sex and dangerous men is suspended, or even broken altogether, lying at my feet, in rubble. I got so charged, my body danced inside, thinking I just might strip away my clothes, drop my pants for him in public, and let him screw me at will. “Let’s take a walk,” he said. 


  My mind had little choice but to follow what my body was doing. 


  Taking a path from the tavern that wound through the trees, we could see the crystal lake shimmering as the afternoon sun was slowly setting. We traversed a quarter mile of rough terrain, until we reached the boulder laden shoreline, and a dozen possible sheltered places to make love.


  Kurt halted abruptly, and when he turned around, I practically bumped into him. I remembered why we came here the moment my breasts grazed against his chest. I responded easily to his hands as they caressed me through the leather. He massaged my crotch, my ass, and my leather covered thighs. The warmth stirring in me instantly turned hot.


  When he pushed me to my knees on the sandy ground, his cock sprung from hiding, bobbing in my face, with my lips readily receiving him as he pushed past the open door. It was almost ritualistic, being taken this way, his hand on my head, his fingers running through my hair, his palm acting as a guide to keep my face engrossed in pleasuring him. He didn’t have to worry that I’d stop. I was ravenous to have him just like this. If I was sexually easy, so was he; Kurt’s climax would be quick. The more I sucked that fragrant prick, the more he moaned, the more he pressed my head harder into his groin. 


  “Take off the T-shirt,” he told me, suddenly backing away.


  Pulling from the bottom, I had the shirt over my head in a second, my breasts held in my hands as I waited for him to stroke his cock to the finish, when he finally covered my tits with cum. I looked up at him smiling as he shook off the last drops and put his penis back inside his pants.


  Still looking down at me, he shook his head half in wonder, half in satisfaction. “You think I should let you cum?” he said, with a gentle smirk,


  “Oh, please?” I answered meekly. I could have demanded it and gotten what I wanted; but I rather like this well-used feeling, this easy surrender, so I let him tease me.


  “Let me see your ass,” he said.


  I stood up so I could undo the leather pants and pull them down, while Kurt inspected me with a thoughtful gaze. Being naked out of doors had never bothered me; but bending over to sway my bottom for him, so he could explore every avenue of pleasure between my parted legs, that was shocking proof that the carnal female in me had few boundaries. Only Kurt could find a way to keep me too hot to protest.


  He fondled me at will as I leaned over to grab a rock for support. And as his fingers slipped easily in and out of both holes below, I felt my arousal mount, and then dash beyond the edge in a climax that seemed much too quick for the build-up. Yet, even when it was over, Kurt kept his hands busily employed making my pleasure linger a while, until I finally pulled up.  


  I suddenly realized how lewd this scene might look to someone else’s eyes. “You make me do things I shouldn’t,” I said, trying not to think too much about the performance I’d just given him.


  “No, I make you do things you should,” he said sternly, as if he was a little pissed that I was acting embarrassed. “Don’t second guess your desires.” He held me close in my half naked pants down state and continued to fondle me. 


  He was right.


  “So,” he jumped in again. “How about I get naked with you and we’ll get in the water?”


  It was a great idea. I particularly liked the equal exposure. Diving in to the clear, cool pool, the water was like satin washing his cum and mine away. It would be a long time however, before the memory of this afternoon would wash away. I wondered if it would always be like this for us. If he’d continue to make me take sexual risks and if I’d continue to treat them with the same excited trepidation that I did this one. I was beginning to regret that I’d ordered my life too well. This boldness was really an aspect of Jessica that needed expression and I should be thankful I was finally finding it, before I lost the possibility altogether.




  Chapter Five


  When Kurt strolled into the library two weeks after we’d returned from our vacation, it put a smile on my face.


  He rarely came into the library and it pleased me when he did


  “Don’t you look like the prim librarian?” he said, waltzing up to the desk with a neat swagger that immediately jerked my sexual fires awake.


  “Do I look prim?” I answered his comment. I looked down at my T-shirt dress, thinking it was rather sexy the way it clung to my body. If Kurt wanted cleavage, hard nipples and long legs, he had it all.


  “It’s the way you’re sitting,” he explained.


  “Prim, huh?”


  “Like someone has a poker up your ass,” he said.


  “Shush! There are other people in here,” I reminded him.


  “They’re not going to hear,” he assured me. “I could probably screw you right in the library, whimpers and all, and no one would notice.”


  “Sure.”


  “You want to try me? See how blind and deaf the general public is to sex?”


  “You’re serious?” I remarked. He smiled. “Are you still testing me?” I queried, looking at the little boy gleam in his great eyes. He was certainly mocking me.


  “No,” he answered. “But you’re still testing me.”


  “How do you figure that?” I asked.


  “I don’t know, except I know you keep waiting for me to lead you into something you won’t do. By now you ought to have realized that it’s not gonna happen.” He was completely confident.


  “You’re really sure of yourself,” I remarked.


  “About you and your sexual appetites, I am.”


  “And what are you not sure about?” I wondered aloud.


  “Ah Jess. I don’t look for trouble. I don’t try to figure things out in advance, the way you do. I do “knee jerk” reaction well. With you it keeps working. I’m not going to argue with success.”


  “You have a pretty cavalier attitude about us,” I said.


  “I think I’m honest. Sex is the foundation of our relationship. We both know that, but there’s more, we both know that too. I think it’s as simple as that.” 


  He didn’t like to talk about deeper things, relationship or otherwise. Especially when he was prompted by me. It seemed to work best to ignite his brain with a few well placed thoughts of my own, then wait for Kurt to process the ideas himself and then spout what he thought, usually when I was least prepared to hear it. He was genuinely a man of few words, and he liked to make those count.


  “So you want to try my game?” he asked, changing the subject.


  “Your game?” I tried to follow him.


  “Sex in the library.”


  Seeing Kurt made me horny. The idea of having sex with him right here was about as scandalous as anything I could dream up in the middle of masturbating myself. But he was dead serious.


  “Upstairs?” I asked.


  “No, that’s chicken,” he replied.


  “You’ve got me balking,” I said.


  “No, I don’t,” he countered easily. “I have you intrigued. Just follow along and see what happens.” The expression on his face was positively wicked.


  I gazed at the three people studying magazines at the reading table. There were a few other people roaming the stacks, and then my assistant shelving books. 


  “Amy,” I called to her. “Will you take the front desk? I need to help Kurt find some books in the back.”


  My innocent school girl assistant smiled sweetly at me as I scooted off my stool, and casual as you please led Kurt into the dark recesses of the library’s section on ancient history, a place so ancient itself that a musty perfume of antiquity rose from its bowels. I’d find that perfume an aphrodisiac before the afternoon was over. The very idea of retreating to this place for sex had my body so turned on that I could already feel the juice between my legs.


  In the very back of the dimly lit alcove, Kurt turned me around and gently pinned me to one empty stretch of wall between two stacks, where there was just enough maneuvering room for me to raise my skirt above my waist and open my legs.


  He looked down at my crotch and with a nasty grin, then clipped my panties away with scissors he’d stolen from the front desk.


  “You’re ruining, them,” I whispered indignantly.


  “I’ll replace them,” he said, pocketing the tiny slip of fabric. “God, you’re wet,” he noticed when he felt my cunt. I ground my rear against the rough stucco plastered wall, sure it would scratch my behind. It was enough added sensation to raise my sexual response higher yet. “Just relax, Jessie, this is gonna be one hot fuck,” he whispered very softly.


  My anxious body couldn’t wait for him to impale me. And with his cock protruding from his pants, he pulled me up against the wall at a perfect height for him to enter the sloppy place at the center of my sex. I moaned, then clamped shut the sound, remembering where I was, thinking all the while that someone would be coming around the corner any instant and discover us. 


  While I waited for that fate to descend, I let myself go as Kurt rammed his cock inside me. Arms tightly grasping, and lips locked together, it was oblivion all over again, right there in the library stacks. How strong he was! Holding me against that wall. Pawing, panting, rocking, the suppressed sounds of pleasure. I was certain our whimpering cries were echoing through the walls into every tiny corner where there were ears to hear. And yet, I was still letting him go on, as if I was a reckless woman that didn’t care about anything but this one moment of sexual indulgence.


  I felt his orgasm as a strong sure steady pulsing. I wiggled on him as much as I could, smiling to myself all the while. Here I was, making love in the middle of my library!


  He pinned me to the wall with his chest pressing against mine, until he was ready to let go, and then he pulled away and helped me regain my footing.


  The screwing over, it seemed enough for me, except that Kurt dropped to his knees and began to use his tongue on my clit. I had half a mind to stop him, thinking that our luck was certain to run out; but that other erotic half of me prevailed again. His tongue did its dance on every soft, swollen place: on the tiny bud head, in the tender cracks and against the wet hole. He sucked me hard for a moment, and then I was cumming, pressing my pussy into his face while he finished me off. The sensations were so strong I couldn’t help but bawl some gibberish, though immediately wished I could take it all back.


  “Oh, my god!” I exclaimed with a whisper when I finally came to.


  “See, what did I tell you?” Kurt said, pulling himself up to me, my dress dropping back into place.


  “You’re sure you’re not testing me?”


  “I’m sure,” he answered. “You don’t need it. Just follow your cunt.”


  I tried looking presentable when we emerged from our library love nest together. “You think anyone heard us?” I asked anxiously. 


  “Maybe, but they’re not going to say anything,” he said. “Besides, the noises you were making were kind of weird,” he joked.


  “Weird? How about you, that was damned strange groaning.”


  “That corner of the library will never be the same,” he said with a smirk.


  “Yes, I imagine that you’d like to turn the whole place into a den of iniquity, and me into its madam,” I charged.


  “You want to try that?” he asked, as if he was charmed by the idea.


  “The city fathers of Shelter Bay would likely frown,” I told him.


  “And do I care?” Kurt replied.


  Maybe that last comment of mine was better left unsaid. Kurt and the city fathers were not bosom buddy friends. I winced a little seeing his expression turn grim.




  Chapter Six


  We were spending a quiet evening in my house, the kind of cozy evening where after a barbecue, and listening to soft music we drank beer on the patio, until the fog finally chased us inside, and the evening just continued on in that sensuous note of tranquillity. 


  Kurt looked really good sitting in my paisley covered chair with his feet on my coffee table. He looked more domestic and less avant garde. I was reluctant to tell him what I was thinking, knowing that this kind of moment, as pleasing as it was, was hard for him. Used to restless meandering when we were at his place, he was always engrossed in something that had to do with his little house or the shop. Here we just sat and looked at each other, and read magazines, and watched TV and listened to music and made love. Here we talked. I’d say a few things and wait, and when he was ready, if he was ready, he’d begin, and we discuss everything from children to houses, to baseball, the only sport he really loved, and bikes. Sometimes he even talked about politics and religion. On politics he was uninspired, uninformed, but reasonably wise and disinterested, unless it had to do with something that effected his shop in Shelter Bay. On religion we agreed on a lot, though we said things differently. We also agreed that semantics shouldn’t get in the way. 


  Kurt was very conventional about some things; and he was Eastern in others. I watched him meditate some mornings. When it was early, he’d be up doing Tai Chi in his garden or on my patio. I appreciated the fact that he didn’t ask me to join him. I wondered if he didn’t want me to, or if he was just not going to push it. He found me watching once, and his expression didn’t change. I wasn’t even sure he saw me staring; but when he was done, he walked to the door, and kissed me, as he passed me on his way to the bathroom.


  Tai Chi was the subject I broached with him this night, just after we relocated in my living room when the fog got too murky to bear.


  “You look so incredibly peaceful when you’re moving. It almost seems like you have this rhythm from the ground.”


  He liked what I said. “Maybe you’d like to try it sometime,” he suggested.


  “I might,” I said. “But I kind of like just watching you.”


  “It makes this town livable,” he said, throwing out an unexpected judgment of our small town.


  “Livable? Why’s that?”


  “I’m at peace. My garden and yours are beautiful and I can get lost in what I’m doing.”


  “And if you didn’t have this “lost” experience?” I wondered aloud.


  “I don’t like this place much, Jess. I mean Shelter Bay. It seems really open and charming and New Age, all that crap, but it’s as uptight as podunk nowheresville somewhere on the prairie.” 


  I knew he felt this way, but he’d never said it quite so clearly.


  “They don’t want me here. You’re the only establishment person in town that’s given me the time of day. Yeah, the shopkeepers will take my money, and Griff’s okay, but the rest.” He shook his head not saying more.


  “You think I’m an establishment type?” I questioned.


  “Well, you know.”


  “The librarian, yeah, I know what you’re thinking. And I’m on the mayor’s board, so I’m just another uptight establishment type.”


  “Not anymore.”


  “Since, you rescued me,” I said flippantly.


  “Don’t you feel rescued?”


  I did feel rescued. But I didn’t like the way Kurt was so sure he was Mr. Antiestablishment, I’m never going to fit in anywhere.” 


  “I might feel rescued from myself, but not this town,” I commented.


  “Well, the fact is, I probably would have left a long time ago, if you hadn’t been here.”


  This statement put a lump in my throat instantly. Why do relationships always have to get around to these ticklish subjects? I felt as if were we swimming into shark-infested waters and there wasn’t any way to avoid it, and certainly no way out. “You’re not trying to tell me you want to leave, are you?” I asked.


  “No, I’m not. I told you, I’m content. And, I like the shop. I suppose I should, it’s whatever I want it to be.”


  He said that to reassure me, but I wasn’t believing him. In my mind I told myself he was being honest, but where it really counted, I was scared to death because I was afraid I had a time-bomb in my bed, and it was only a matter of time before it would blow.


  We slipped off to bed that night, sobered. At least I was. Kurt was pretty much normal. He made love aggressively, with hands taking me everywhere I wanted to go. He was at my ass a lot, playing with me vigorously. As his cock slipped inside my sex, his fingers in my rear hole gave me as much pleasure as I was getting from my aroused pussy. I suspected it would be only a matter of days before I’d want him inside the darker channel with his cock. I never imagined that this was something I’d enjoy, but each time he played with me there I was only reminded how rich and rare these sensations were. So differently special, I knew I was missing something not to have him inside. I never expected it would be so pleasant—and so strangely compelling. Still, it was one thing Kurt never pushed on me; and it made me think all the more, that he had some psychic link to the manual of my sexual desires, and could read it as if it was clearly spelled out in black and white.


  We were just drifting off to sleep, when there was a harsh rap on my front door. I thought of that moment weeks before when Kurt returned. It was that kind of demanding sound. But Kurt was half asleep next to me, and I had no idea who else would be waking me in the middle of the night.


  “You want me to get it?” he asked, as he suddenly popped from the bed, even as I was putting my slippers on. He followed me out to the living room and we both answered the door.


  “Kurt.” It was the Shelter Bay Sheriff standing on my porch. “Your shop and the house are in flames.”


  We stared at the man dumbstruck, for one of those moments that seem like hours not split seconds.


  Dressed in just a pair of sweatpants, Kurt dove for his boots, then grabbed the bike keys from the table and dashed for the door, not bothering to wait for me to get dressed. I followed in my car not five minutes later, but it was all so horrible I wished I hadn’t come.


  The store, the gardens, the house, everything was in flames, or smoldering after it had been doused with water; and Kurt was standing on the sidewalk, his long hair flying in the breezy fog-filled night, his dark eyes and his bare chest reflecting back the glowing embers. He looked like a statue, the simple shell of the man that I’d just spent my last few hours with in the throes of erotic bliss. 


  When he looked to me, a vacancy, a cold animal vacancy remained in his eyes, where I was used to dancing light, and warmth, and the nurturing calm of his steady and generous passion.


  ***


  I slept until seven the next morning. Dead tired still, I dragged myself out of bed, at first thinking that Kurt had spent the night at his house. But then I remembered, that he’d tumbled into bed exhausted, after we stood on the sidewalk by his burned out shop and house, and stared, just stared until the sight hurt too much for our tearing eyes.


  Where was he at seven a.m. when he should still be sleeping, still knocked out by shock and fatigue? I could only guess he’d gone back to the site of his disaster, allowing himself to pour over the ruins. Why? To make some sense of it perhaps, to align his mind with this new piece of reality and decide what it means? It would be a difficult task, one I would have willingly helped him with. But he was Kurt Cezant, consummate loner, philosopher, artisan of the mind as much as of the earth and pottery and fine woodworking. I couldn’t expect he’d ask for my help, even though I knew he should. People are better off not dealing with tragedy alone. Fuck the idea that we have to turn morose and depressed in the face of disaster. 


  Ah, I had my point of view, which I knew was right, but I also knew that Kurt wouldn’t share it. And he wouldn’t ask me for help, and at least until the shock had sunk in, I was better off to stay clear.


  Unfortunately, I was not about to take my own advice.


  Dressing quickly, I ran a comb through my hair, managed a little make-up, and then dashed out the door to find Kurt.


  ***


  “Does it look any better in the daylight?” I asked, walking along what was left of the stone pathway that had led around his shop, through the garden, ending at his one room cottage. It had been too hot that night to go into the interior of the property and inspect the damage. Even as I looked on it in the morning light, there was still smoldering ash and the smell of smoke. The air had a strange stench that was instantly unpleasant.


  “What do you think?” he asked, knowing it was me behind him, not bothering to turn around.


  “Even your cottage.”


  He chuckled darkly. “Looks like it’s just my bike and me again,” he said.


  “That’s all that’s left ?” I asked.


  “Well look at it!” he shouted. Every little piece of my work is gone. Not damn a thing!” He shook his head.


  “Maybe you should cry?” I suggested.


  Then he whipped around and faced me.


  “You think that’s gonna do any good, Jess,” he sneered as he spoke. “Suppose that’s a female take on the situation. Cry and it will all be better.”


  “It couldn’t hurt,” I said.


  “Hell, I’ve gotta be alone. I’m sorry I can’t take you or anyone else, right now.”


  I didn’t expect him to react much differently, I even expected the sharpness in his voice, but I didn’t expect quite the sting in my heart, hearing him send me away. I should have just followed my instincts and left him alone to be begin with. If I talked to Beth I could hear her now, telling me what a fool I’d been to pressure him. I didn’t think it was pressure, it was just support.


  “You’re staying with me, aren’t you?” I asked.


  “Yeah, sure. I’ll see you there later.”


  I tried a smile, but I didn’t do very well. There were tears welling in my eyes that I didn’t want him to see, so I turned around and walked away.


  ***


  I was in my garden nursing down a beer, in my lounge chair with my feet up, realizing how thoroughly exhausted I was. Worry does that. And since I’d been worried sick all day long, thinking of Kurt and his deep hurt, I had reason to be worn out.


  I only jumped to life when I heard Kurt’s motorcycle stop in front of the house, the sound of his boots coming up the walk, the click of the front door as it opened, and the quiet tap of his feet against my hardwood floors as he made his way through the living room to the kitchen. He stopped at the refrigerator, then came to the back door.


  This time, following my instincts, I wouldn’t smother him with my effuse self. He’d have to come to me.


  The door opened, and closed, banging on its frame; and seconds later Kurt was sitting across from me, looking like shit - though even covered with soot and dirt, his face smudged, and his long hair looking dirty and unwashed, his earthy appearance was doing splendid things to me. My heart and cunt were practically leaping from me, I would have let him screw me on the spot if that’s what he wanted.


  “This tastes good,” he said, referring to the cold beer in his hand. The can was actually getting muddy from his hands and the condensation.


  “You look like you could use a shower,” I said.


  “Yeah, I probably do,” he said.


  “Hungry?” I said.


  “After I clean up.”


  I was dying to ask him a hundred questions, but there just wasn’t that first one to break the barrier of silence he’d erected. Without saying another word, he got up and walked back inside the house. I listened, hearing the beer can hit the trash.


  Fixing dinner while Kurt showered, I heard the water stop running and expected him to be out in a few minutes. But to my surprise, just moments later, he descended on me from behind, and captured me in his arms, while he was still naked, and dripping wet.


  Pulling me to the living room, he plunked me down on the sofa, and pushed up my skirt. I would have protested the way he was getting my living room couch soaked, but I wasn’t going to say anything to upset him. It was a “dump fuck”, so I call screwing that happens more from necessity than desire, fast, without much consideration of the other person. It’s the kind of sex meant solely to release pent-up energy, for that one tiny moment of bliss when the rest of the world is forgotten. 


  My job was to yield, which I did willingly. I had my own need to fill, and submitting to him was part of it, the only way I could think to support him. Every bit of violent release poured into me; and I took it, hoping it could take away his hurt.


  His hands were all over my thighs, kneading them so hard they hurt. He laid me on the couch and gasped my ass as he pressed inside my tight squeezing cunt. I bucked as hard as he was thrusting in me. And it didn’t take long before I feel him spurt. 


  When he pulled out, his precious cock was not even limp and my hips were still churning. I’m sure I was primed for something for myself, but Kurt wasn’t ready to give. Instead, he turned around and went to a cabinet where he kept a pack of cigarettes. I watched him knock one from the pack and light it.


  “Isn’t this a classic move?” I said, staring up at him.


  “What’s that?”


  “Extending the satisfaction with a little smoke to fill your lungs.”


  “You gonna be pissed about it?” he asked. He knew I didn’t like him smoking in the house.


  “No.” I shook my head. I was still lying back on the couch with my legs spread wide the way he’d left me. Seeing  his expression, I pushed my skirt back down to cover my exposure, and straightened my legs. I watched him move aimlessly about the room, the cigarette smoke following him in his aimless rambling. I’m not sure screwing me on the run did much to take away his grief.


  “You ready for dinner?” he asked.


  “I guess you are,” I said, finally popping up. Pushing my feelings in a holding file, I retreated to the kitchen where I finished making a big salad and heating up leftover chili.


  There was a lot of silence through dinner, a thousand times I bit my tongue, afraid to say what was on my mind, afraid of this moment. It was a big test for our us, being forced to go through a disaster, and somehow I knew our relationship wasn’t going to survive. We were just going through the motions of love and getting along, while we ached for something neither one of us knew how to express or understand. It was all too deep, for something so untested as our brief affair.


  When the dishes were done, I moved back to the lounge outside. Kurt had had a half dozen beers, and was getting another. He looked so tired, I knew he was ready to collapse. I wanted to push him off to bed, but when he wandered out to the garden himself, he had something different in mind.


  He didn’t talk about it, it just happened.


  I watched him eye me for several seconds and then drop to his knees on the patio, where he parted my legs wide. At first, I thought he was going to screw me again, but he lifted my skirt for something else, his mouth quickly finding the pink bud of my clit, his lips covering it. The sucking action immediately sent a quick stabbing pang of passion though my whole lower half. I didn’t realize until that moment how much sexual energy I’d suppressed. All muted and forgotten, even when he fucked me, it was all coming to the surface with lightning speed, and a force that had me rocking my pussy against his face, and whimpers rising into the cool night air.


  He backed away, a silly grin on his face.


  “You’re awfully hot, babe,” he said, before he went back to my aching crotch with his tongue flying. Two fingers probed my cunt, hammering their way inside like a cock. He knew how to pinch and lick, and prod so that I’d be cumming quickly. I suppose he thought if his was quick, mine should be too. But then, it didn’t really matter, I wanted to end it, I wanted an immediate climax, because I was certain that it wouldn’t be the last one this night. He’d have to take me again more slowly so we could both work out a whole lot more of what was burning in us. 


  When I came, he was feasting on my sopping pussy, enjoying the fragrance, and the lush feeling that must have been there as my moist, pink flesh burst alive, giving off its natural potent female heat, until the feeling diminished into a warm tingling bath of satisfaction.


  Kurt pulled away from me, and I opened my eyes. I was smiling, trying to restore the bond between us that seemed a little tattered at the moment.


  “Want a cigarette too?” he asked. He sat back in another chair and finished his beer.


  “No, thanks,” I said. He knew my feelings about cigarettes, accommodated me pretty well about them, only occasionally smoking in my presence. 


  I was just beginning to feel that there was some normalcy returning to our interaction, when he dropped his bomb in the midst of my blissful state. He knew I wouldn’t be happy.


  “I’m leaving Shelter Bay,” he said.


  I stared at him, thinking I should be shocked, but I wasn’t.


  “Leaving why?” I asked.


  “Why the fuck stay? I have nothing left Jess.”


  “I don’t count?”


  “Of course you count.”


  “But not enough to keep you here?”


  “I want you to go with me.”


  “Where?”


  “Up north.”


  I thought about his proposal, wondering if he really wanted me to go with him, or if he only offered because he knew I’d say no.


  “Is that your answer for everything? Go up north?” I wondered aloud, knowing that the words came out sarcastically.


  “C’mon, Jess, what’s really keeping you here? It can’t be your job.”


  I choose to ignore another indictment of my employment choice. “I like this town, Kurt. It’s got its faults, but I like living here.” 


  He shook his head.


  “There are other options,” I said.


  “Sure and what are they? Everything I have is sitting out there in ashes, wet, hot, grimy, sooty ashes. You want me to sift through that for something?”


  “But it’s not everything, Kurt.”


  “Don’t give me that garbage about tangible things not being important to me.”


  “You taught me that garbage,” I said, coming up off the lounge. I walked into the house, I was getting mad.


  He walked in behind me, and stood at my back as I stood at the kitchen sink looking down at the freshly cleaned porcelain. “Once, I was more important to you than money,” I reminded him. “And you were more important to me than my fears. Hasn’t that been a theme song of you and me? What happened?”


  “My life burned to the ground, Jess.” His hands had been at my waist, as if he was planning to comfort me, but he drew them back, apparently something I’d said hit a nerve - an exposed, raw, angry nerve.


  I turned around and stared at him. “How can you be so wise about some things and stupid about others?” I charged.


  “Oooo boy! Aren’t we in a self-righteous snit.” He was glaring at me.


  “I’m not being self-righteous, I’m simply suggesting that you not go running away from your life, though I guess that’s pretty easy for you to do.”


  “Did you ever think that asking me to stay here is as painful a solution as my asking you to leave would be on you?”


  No. I hadn’t considered it, but I didn’t answer his question, I just waited for him to continue.


  “I’m the one that’s hurting here,” he said. “I’m the one that has a right to be selfish, that has every reason to leave this fucking stupid town, that has nothing but you to keep me here.”


  “I’m suggesting that I’m enough,” I said.


  “Talk about tests in a relationship,” he sneered.


  “I’m just asking you to be rational.”


  He backed away, far away, into the living room where I watched him draw back inside himself and think. Because he wasn’t returning to the kitchen where I was standing with my back to the sink, I finally followed him and stood at the doorway, waiting.


  “Jess, I’m going to clear out of here in a couple of days. There’s some insurance stuff that has to be handled and I’m going to have to hire someone to clean up the crap. But once that’s done, I’m gonna split. You can either go with me, or stay here. That’s your choice.” Leaving me with that to ponder, he walked out the front door.


  It wouldn’t have surprised me if he’d taken off on the cycle, but other than to ride around, Kurt had nowhere to go. He sat down on the porch, in my rocking chair. And I let him be.


  ***


  I was in kitchen, scrubbing a spaghetti pot, where the sauce had stuck to the bottom and the white enamel pan had turned black, and was vigorously resisting being cleaned. My arm ached rubbing the steel wool over the surface; but some determination in me demanded that every tiny piece of burned on sauce get washed away. It was a rare statement about my state of mind; on any other day, I’d have been content to let the pot soak overnight.


  The kitchen was dark except for the light overhead. It was dusk on a summer evening, still traces of light lingered at eight-thirty, the smells of a fragrant summer night coming through the window. There were moths darting in erratic bursts outside, and crickets singing one to another.


  I felt him standing in the doorway of the kitchen, but I didn’t look back. I let him watch me, wondering how it must look to him. Several nights before when I was on my patio, I’d heard his motorcycle hummm and shimmy when it stopped. This time, I heard no approach, as if he’d arrived on tiger paws creeping to my back side to lie in wait for me. 


  As I waited for him to move on me, I imagined him without his hair back, long and swaying loose. I imagined it falling over his shoulders the way I like it when we made love wildly, and when he’s first out of the shower and its dripping water everywhere. The longer my imagination conjured pictures, the more I wondered if my thoughts were just playing tricks on me. Was he really there, or was he just a phantom, so real in my mind that I’d made him real flesh -  like a holographic image out of the Star Trek holodeck. I wouldn’t be able to touch him, really touch him, because he wasn’t real. I wondered for a minute, if this was the way it would be when he was gone. 


  I still hoped he wouldn’t be leaving. 


  When on tiger feet, in the style of his oriental Tai Chi quiet, he approached me, the shiver that raced from one end of my spine to the other made me jerk.


  “Did I startle you?” he asked, laying a hand on my shoulder. The warm hand steadied me, a gesture I found settling, as often as he used it to calm me.


  “Not really, I knew you were there, it’s just that you’re electric tonight.”


  “You know, you look really good from behind.” His hand drifted down to my bottom, clad in thin running shorts, he caressed me effortlessly, perhaps the silky fabric of the shorts made them more touchable than normal.


  “You been staring at it long?” I asked.


  “A while.”


  “What are you thinking?” I asked, still not turning around, still content to let his hands peruse my backside wherever they wanted to journey. His finger was lifting the bottom of the shorts to play with my naked ass cheeks with a probing finger.


  “I was thinking how I wanted something special tonight,” he said.


  “And why tonight?”


  “I’m especially horny,” he said.


  I let myself lean back against him thinking that all this passion couldn’t be for nothing; he had to have a motive beyond the sex. But I was better off not trying to second guess his thoughts, it was always disastrous when I did.


  I found Kurt’s fingers doing such curious things to me that I was focusing more on them than on my overworked mind. I was glad to give up the dilemma just for this pleasure. Kurt probed deeper than the outer barrier of my ass cheeks, to the place inside, where his teasing fingers were exciting us both. 


  “Bend over, Jess,” he ordered me, laying a hand on my back and giving me a steady push. He could assault my ass end easier, part the twin cheeks, and press his fingers even closer to the tight clenched hole where one night weeks before he’d planted his leather-covered fingers. This time, he just massaged, his fingers pressing, but not going beyond the door. I wondered why, until he pulled me up and pushed me to the bedroom. It would be easier on the bed to probe me, where he had total access, and a jar of softening cream, and a place where he could kneel behind me.


  I’d been on hands and knees for him before, but not like this. While I buried my head in the comforter, he buried his in my behind. He was licking me slowly to start, at my pussy, the hole, the clit and all the creases and valleys. In a matter of minutes he had my entire body alive, radiating energy from the sexual center on outward. 


  Once content with those stunning results, my sexual now fires matching his in intensity, he was no longer so passive. Running his tongue the entire length of my anal cleft, from my throbbing pussy to my sphincter, he stopped there and rimmed me. The accompanying sensations shot through my loins, igniting me in that other way, that inexplicable way that is too unusual to describe, but impossible not to feel. Adding new dimensions to pleasure, I responded just as I knew I would to his expert tongue, my hips gyrating against his face asking for more.


  Kurt grabbed the jar of cream he used before on me. I knew he was going to probe my ass deeper, but I had a feeling about this time, that I hadn’t had before. He wouldn’t be stopping with two penetrating fingers, though that was exactly where he started.


  Smearing me with the cold stuff, I jolted, and made some nonsense remark about the chill that raced through me. Pressing his fingers like a cock against my rear hole, he soon had them deeply planted, and moving in and out just like a cock. With a few relaxing comments from his lips, I relaxed back, letting myself enjoy the penetration while deep in my thoughts I knew this would be the night I’d get what he’d patiently primed me for. 


  I’m not sure when his cock entered my pussy and began fucking me softly, but that too increased the pressure of sensation. My entire body was on fire, split in two with fast flying color-coded passion. There were red hot reds in front of my eyes when he jolted my ass hard with his fingers. A deep, though not painful rush suddenly surprised me.


  I was going deep inside myself, to places I don’t remember being, where I was beyond my own thoughts, thinking I could go anywhere with his hands in charge. The more I submitted to these vile acts, the more I’d submit, and the more I’d forget everything but body pleasure.


  I awoke from the unthinking stupor, just long enough to realize that he had withdrawn his cock from my pussy, and was greasing for the penetration of my ass. More cream at the anus and I felt the prick head poke lightly, and then press hard, moving easily beyond the opening, an half-inch at a time invading deeper into my virgin territory.


  I was inside myself again, forced to relax with it, forced not to think. I let his one hand stroke my upper bottom, as way to ease the tension I was feeling.


  His easy going chant, “relax, relax, Jess, relax,” invaded my mind simultaneously with his the prick. Working together I accepted him to the hilt. He stayed with me unmoving for a second, while I became used to the wild fullness that had me impaled. And then, like any man pleasuring himself, Kurt moved in and out in a steady certain rhythm, fucking me, while I was screaming crazily, making no sense, my ass end like a little heaven and hell, all wrapped together. It was riotous sensation beyond the norms, everything bizarre, and I begged for more, while I wasn’t sure if it wasn’t pain I was feeling. Whatever the sensation, I was orgasmic.


  In full throttle, Kurt reached around to play with my front side. His fingers pinched my clit, and for a little while he popped a small dildo in my cunt so I could be filled in both places. After a time, he dropped the plastic prick, and it quickly slipped out of my cunt, as he began an old fashioned banging. By then, I didn’t have time to think of anything, but bringing him off. I was still too new to rear entry to know what to do for myself, and my body seemed to have all the pleasure it needed for that instant.


  I felt empty when he withdrew, but deeply opened, and intensely grateful. Still so inside myself, in such deep repose, it took Kurt, after he’d recuperated from his climax, to manipulate me to my own climax. This time, it was surprisingly quiet, feeling like a lovely wave dancing through my lower regions, and rising all around me, until, like some entity passing over me, it vanished, and I was left at peace.


  ***


  I woke in the morning, remembering how lovely it was to fall asleep in Kurt’s arms. And we both slept well, crawling under the covers sometime around dawn. But waking, I found Kurt already out of bed, searching the floor of my bedroom for his clothes.


  “What’s happening?” I asked.


  “I’m getting ready to go,” he said.


  “You are?” The reality shocked me.


  “I told you I’d be going when my stuff got handled.”


  “But, Kurt, last night, come on guy, last night … .”


  “You’re welcome to ride along,” he said. “Invitation’s still open.”


  “Ride along!” I was suddenly livid. 


  Jumping from the bed, naked - though not wanting to be naked and ranting and raving - I grabbed my bathrobe and tied it around my waist with a vengeance. “Tell me, what did you really plan to do? Sneak out in this morning, leave a note? “Nice fuck, Jess. Have a nice life, I’m gone.” Fuck my ass and leave in the morning!”


  He stared at me with vacant eyes. “You just don’t get it, do you?”


  “No, I don’t get it.”


  “You really want me to stay around here, and put up with this town? I get the shit kicked out of me, by your fuckin’ ass city fathers, who have just slapped a two thousand dollar lien on my property because of the goddam fire, which another of your proud founding fathers has decided is my fault, you get that? My fault. You think I’m going to stay here to listen to this shit!”


  “Why didn’t you tell me this?” I roared at him, suddenly mad because of all that he’d held back.


  “It’s not important.”


  “Okay, if it’s not important, then maybe I could be important?”


  “You are. But I have to get away from here, and if you can’t let yourself go enough to go along, well …”


  He didn’t get mad well, he had a fire in his dark eyes, but it wasn’t the same as some raving maniac kind of anger, that might have been healthier. It was all simmering heat. And that tricked me.


  “You know I think your conclusions are bull shit.” I said, watching the blank look on his face. “I don’t think you’re leaving because of the fire at all.”


  He didn’t even look phased by my remark, but I went on anyway.


  “I think you’re leaving because it’s too hot between you and me. And you can’t handle that.” That statement finally woke him up. A small, almost imperceptible flicker of awareness left him momentarily stunned. He considered what I said, but my assessment of his behavior was different than the way he had everything figured out. Though he wasn’t in the mood to reconsider. 


  “You’re too old for this running away crap. Like some kind of rebellious seventeen year old hellion with a statement to make. You’re too old for it Kurt, and if you think you’re not, then it’s time you did!” He looked at me with his cold side out, warmth gone, eyes like a tiger peering out of the night, his mind God knows where. Still, I stood my ground. “It’s time you grew up.”


  Faced off eyeball to eyeball, I knew I’d lose the battle, but it was what I saw as plain as day.


  “Growing up? Is that what you think this is about?” he asked. “You know, there might be another way to look at it, Jess. One you haven’t seen. You’re trying to domesticate a free spirit, pin me down to schedules and some moseying meandering lifestyle. I love you, but I don’t love that. If growing up means I have to stay here and fight what runs this place, then I guess I’ll remain a rebellious hellion forever. I’m not writing this in stone, I might be back, my mind does change. But right now, I have to get out of here. I can’t see how I can stay. If that’s not okay with you, then I guess I lose you.”


  I’d used up all my best ammunition, and I didn’t know what else to say. There was a horrible, irrational, failed feeling in me, realizing that he was really leaving, and I could do nothing to bring him back.


  My only recourse left was tears.


  My voice softened naturally, because the feelings were real. “I gave you things last night, Kurt. What I’ve never given any man. I thought we were on the same wave length, that there was some special connection between us; and now this morning you negate every fucking thing, like I’m an easy woman to move in and out of your life. Go ahead and leave, but don’t you dare come back, don’t you dare!”


  He was just going colder, the longer this disaster went on. He shook his head. “If that’s the way it’s got be, I guess that’s it.”


  Kurt swept up his bag in his arm, and left me, while  I collapsed on my bed, gasping for air, looking for another useless line to spout at him.


  I’ve never been a violent person. I practice peace, preach it, think about it, meditate on personal tranquillity to the tender tones of harps and bells and oriental chimes. But the instant I got out of bed, I was throwing things. Right and left, shattering plates against the back wall of my dining room, tearing at the silk pillows on my sofa, and then just banging my hand against a wall that wouldn’t give an inch.


  I might have had as big a mess as Kurt’s burned out ruins, if Beth hadn’t happened by as I was trying to shake off the pain in my hand.


  “Good god, Jess, what the hell’s gotten into you?” she said, rushing through the screen door.


  I turned around and stared at her, feeling as cold and empty as the look in Kurt’s eyes.


  “Kurt left.”


  Her normally expressive face looked blank. “For good?”


  I shrugged. “Hell, I don’t know, he fills me with all this crap about wanting a relationship, then something horrible happens, which this “relationship” could help heal, and he runs out. The bastard! I don’t give a shit if he does come back.”


  Then I was really crying. Tears pouring down my face, and Beth’s arms were little comfort, but at least it was better than nothing. “This is the last time I go out on a limb for a hot fucking relationship,” I sobbed. 


  “Maybe he just needed some time away?” she said.


  “No, this is a permanent plan. He wanted me to go with him, but he didn’t know where he was going. Just a knee-jerk reaction to all his anger. Take flight, run when things get too hot. I knew it would happen, I just did.”


  She back away, her arms dropping away from me. I watched the look on her face change from sad to contemplative. “You know, Jess, you’ve said this all along.”


  “I guess I have.”


  “A self-fulfilling prophesy?” she suggested.


  I was familiar with that term, but it was certainly not one that I wanted to think about.


  “What do you mean, self-fulfilling prophesy?”


  “You know damn well what I mean. You think he was scared of the relationship? Maybe you were too,” she said. “Maybe you ran him off, closed the door, locked it, and threw away the key, just so you wouldn’t have to deal with what’s going on with you.”


  “I didn’t want him to go,” I insisted.


  “But you also wanted things your way. You didn’t want to make it easy on him, you were hardly willing to bend, and I think it’s because you were scared, really scared. He jerked your chain, Jess. Big time. You’ve never had anyone like him. But the problem is, you can’t control him.”


  I hated everything she was saying.


  “The advice is nice, Beth. But, he’s gone now.”


  “Maybe.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “If you two really had that much going, he might come back, or, heaven forbid, you might just go find him.”


  “Sure, I put on my leathers, buy a motorcycle, and take off after him.” I almost laughed, but I was still so upset I didn’t want anything light-hearted to get through.


  “It would do you good if you did,” she said.


  “Listen, I was willing to give, I was bending, I was doing the damnedest job I could. I gave him everything I knew how to give him. And I know that was nothing to throw away. I know that.”


  “But he must have needed something you weren’t giving him, Jess. Otherwise he wouldn’t have left.”


  “Thanks. That’s just what I need to hear.”


  “Maybe you don’t like it, but you’ve kicked me in the pants often enough. Maybe you could use a little reciprocating.”


  I took a deep breath and sighed, wondering if the pain would ever go away. “You know, I always thought that you’d be more suited to Kurt than me.”


  “Me?” She pointed to herself, thinking it was absurd.


  “Yeah. Why’s that so strange?”


  “I don’t know, I never thought about it. Maybe we’re too much alike, Kurt and me. We could be pals, but not lovers. That’s for someone who’s got the chemistry with him, and believe me you’ve got it.”


  “And blew it, so you think.”


  “He might come back,” she said.


  “He won’t,” I said.


  “And if he does?” she asked.


  “It would take a hell of a lot for me to take him back. This hurts, really hurts.” I could feel the hurt as a physical pain, stomach gnashing pain.


  “That’s too bad. Here I thought you’d bagged your match.”


  “Sometimes, Beth, even you’re wrong.”




  Chapter Seven


  I considered Todd’s return a sign everything in my life was pointing away from Kurt Cezant, despite Beth’s suggestion otherwise. Everything was pointing away from Kurt, telling me it was time to move on, not struggle anymore with a man so different from me in so many ways. Everything was pointing away from Kurt, except my heart.


  But that was okay too, my heart would get over it, in time. Though as long as I was changing gears, moving back into the slower pace that Todd defined, I wouldn’t try to commit to anything. It was time to kick back and relax, not put myself under pressure to create a relationship. I was just too raw to tangle with it again.


  It was strictly dating, strictly hands off with Todd for several months. There was no great passion between us, so that was easy. Just as it was easy to enjoy his gentle good humor, and easy laugh and non- threatening concern for me. 


  It was all so easy, that by the time Christmas came, I  found that finally falling into bed with him pretty easy too. I was ready, he was gentle, and thoughts of Kurt were as far away as they would get for a while.


  And … by then, my body was so unused to hands, that Todd’s hands on me were lightening sharp in their ability to arouse me. 


  We were on the beach, on a cool evening, though it was hardly cold enough to call seasonal, one of those rare but not unheard of times, when there were warm winds in December, and sitting on the sand while people elsewhere were shoveling snow seemed like we’d tricked mother nature into something of our own design. As long as the trick went undiscovered, we’d enjoy the capricious winds.


  We were listening to the waves in perpetual motion, with shifting sands and sifting natures, rising and falling on the beach with the soft swishing crashes. Mesmerized by the ritual, it reminded me of the certainty of this place and how fleeting we were against this eternally pounding surf. 


  I could be silent like this with Todd. I’d been that way with Kurt too, but not in the same way. Todd was not so restless and intense, though his hands were nonetheless feeling very good as one reached inside my blue parka, beyond the buttoned shirt to the skin beneath. 


  It aroused me slowly, a soft crescendo building, one that would take some time to raise the surefired heat between my legs. I counted on it, because I was craving cock so much, with months gone by in a celibate suspension. Certainly it would be a pleasure, if not an inspiration. 


  I didn’t want to call it love. Todd didn’t ask for it, even though he was attentive like a puppy sometimes, doing romantic charming things with flowers on my doorstep, love letters and smiles that were sweet like candy. Kurt would do the same things but in offhand ways, with a little less drama and more simplicity, and no expectation of a return in sentiment. They both had strong suits in passion, even if it was of a different form.


  “I’ve missed this,” Todd said, as his hand covered my left breast, and he ran it gently over the happy skin that was asking for more.


  “I agree,” I said, watching as his head move toward mine. His lips found my lips, and we kissed. 


  I felt a little like a high school girl at the moment. Considering that Todd was so tentative, even though we’d made love nearly nightly for a year. This was starting all over again, and it was rather charming and altogether erotic.


  I liked not jumping right back in bed with him. I liked it on the beach. I liked our letting weeks of buildup make me ravenous to have him. I wondered if he was as ravenous, or just acting with the reasoned, certain manner that was so much like him.


  His one hand moved to my other breast, and readjusting himself on the sand, we were sitting side by side, though face to face. It was easier for him to fondle me, and easier for me to see the expression in his eyes.


  Pushing me down against the blanket, he was hovering over me, pulling open my parka and then opening the shirt, with its tiny buttons top to bottom. Everything aside, my torso was naked to the night, to his moonlit gaze at me, and to a heart that desperately didn’t want to hurt anymore. I was willing to let him have me again, when I’d once rejected Todd as too conventional to love with any kind of passion. Maybe the sweeping passions of the loins are not as important as the tenderness of the heart. 


  I was glad when he descended on my chest, that it startled my cunt awake to have him suck my nipples, one to the other, back and forth, over and over, my body heat soared in well measured increments. Knowing I was raging hot, seeing it in the way my hips moved for him, the way every touch was making me jerk, Todd pulled me to my side, and took me in his arms kissing my lips with an opened mouth.


  With the same steady insistence, my pants were unbuttoned and pushed over my hips and thighs, so my bottom was bare to the warm winds behind me, and my cunt was feeling the breeze tickle it so that I thought I was fucking the elements, not just an attentive man. I watched him strip away his pants, watched his hard dick spring free. It was one of those shafts that was straight as an arrow with its head smaller. Circumcised, it was perpetually unsheathed. 


  Drawing me closer to him, I parted my thighs, scissoring them to accommodate his entry, and gasped a little when he shoved himself as deep as he could go.


  Sand doesn’t give, like a bed that bounces back with as much enthusiasm as the enthusiastic cock and cunt. The rigid sand allowed for the quiet, slow moving heat that was climbing, with each move inside me, each touch to my ass and breasts, each soft lick of Todd’s tongue on my neck. I replied, covering his face with one kiss after another, little kisses all around his mouth, and down his chest as far as I could reach. 


  In this steady measure we were both on the way to a climax, Todd’s suddenly appearing with one hard sure burst of ejaculation that I felt deep on the inside, and mine, happening as I massaged his cock with my cunt, taking advantage of his remaining enthusiasm, to bring me right to the finish with a soft wave of satisfaction rising and falling in my belly, and then falling away.


  “Ahhhhhhh,” was the purring sound that blended with the purring ocean music. We pulled away from each other, and lay on our backs and stared into the night sky, that for the wind was as clear as a beach sky would be. There was a moon as round and screaming white as my breasts. We watched it rise higher and higher in the December sky.


  “Are you glad I’m back?” he asked.


  “What do you think?” I replied.


  “I want to hear you say it.”


  “Yes, I’m glad you’re back. This was a wonderful tonight.”


  “I’m hoping we’ll get back on track,” he said.


  “That’s a nice thought, Todd. But I told you, I’m rebounding from a big time hurt. I refuse to make any commitment now, even if you’re being the perfect gem.”


  “That’s okay,” he said.


  I was very glad he wasn’t pushing.


  ***


  A week after Todd and I first made love again, I was walking through town on the way to Beth’s house, when I stopped short of Kurt’s burnt out property, where there were signs of activity all over the place, a bulldozer, garbage bins, and some workman I didn’t recognize. 


  No Kurt, just activity.


  When he left, there was a threatening lawsuit from the city, and an insurance company that didn’t want to pay. I assumed the change in activity meant those things had been settled. I could feel a little sorry for Kurt again, seeing what had been his dearest love being ripped off the surface of the blackened lot, so that what was left could be turned under. The natural action of nature would repair the scars. Nature seems to have a way of restoring its own earth, when our human efforts to do the same to the human heart are sorely lacking.


  No Kurt. I decided he’d probably sold the place to one of those city fathers he hated so much, Jack Hicox, the one that had been offering him a way out of town just a week after he arrived. I couldn’t quite understand why they couldn’t accept him in Shelter Bay, though Kurt’s brand of off-beat didn’t quite click with the off-beat versions of eccentric these townspeople could accept.


  He’d probably sold the place, I thought, as I resumed my walk. 


  I really hoped that Beth would take me home; I wasn’t sure I wanted to walk by the place again.


  That night as I was closing up the library, I was going home to wash my hair and get ready for a date with Todd. Turning around, I jerked back in surprise seeing Kurt on the sidewalk, looking no different than the last time I saw him, when he flew out of my life. He stared at me, and I at him, his eyes looking as remarkable as I remembered them, and that was when the fiercest pounding in my head began, and the ache that I thought had vanished surfaced again.


  “I saw someone working on your property,” I said. Finally finding movement in my feet, I walked briskly down the library steps so we were on the same level.


  “I’m thinking of rebuilding,” he said.


  “Why would you want to do that?” I asked, thinking it was a perfectly logical question.


  “You have a problem with it?” he asked.


  “No, but you don’t want to live here,” I said.


  “No, I don’t. But the property is still mine, there are things I can do with it.”


  “Did you get your insurance and town problems settled?”


  “Pretty much.”


  “So are you back, or just passing through?”


  “That depends.”


  “On what?” I asked.


  “On you.”


  “You’re not expecting me to welcome you,” I said.


  “I guess that would be too much to ask,” he said.


  “At least you understand that much.” It was difficult to be hard hearted with him, but I knew just seeing his eyes staring me down, that I was vulnerable, and could easily go to bed him for all the wrongs reasons. I could do it in a second and not bat an eye, and then regret it because he’d find another reason to be off again.


  “I’ve thought about what you said before I left,” he said.


  “Oh?”


  “I’d like to talk sometime.”


  “What point would that serve?” I asked.


  He snickered. “Oh, we are cold, aren’t we?” 


  “It’s the only way to survive dangerous men,” I said.


  “You consider me dangerous?” 


  I think he was surprised by my choice of words, though I think he was also pleased.


  “Hazardous to my well-being.”


  “That offensive, huh?”


  “Offensive, no. That was your word.”


  “Just one conversation, Jess?”


  “Maybe,” I said.


  “Now?” he asked.


  “No. I have a date.”


  He didn’t like that, though his expression didn’t give him away. I just knew, knew exactly what he was thinking at that moment, as if we were psychically connected. I wondered if it had always been that way with us, and I’d just not listened to my own intuition about him. If I had, maybe we wouldn’t be having this detestably awkward conversation.


  In any event, I could tell he wanted to move in on me, taking charge,  I shuddered, thinking that it wouldn’t happen, even though my body would love it. I’d been guarding myself for months from too many rampant thoughts of him, I could certainly protect myself from further hurt now.


  “Then I guess, I’ll see you around,” he said. He turned to climb on his bike.


  “Yeah, see you around,” I replied. I had trouble not climbing out of my skin with sexual arousal when I saw the way his ponytail swished against his back. The way his leather clad legs and bottom mounted the bike, the way a firm kick of his black boot gunned the engine, the way his gloved hands gripped the handle bars - I remembered where the leather gloved hands had been. I could smell the gas from the bike, the trace of tobacco smoke, hear the creaking leather the way his boot moved in against the machine. I could taste the appetite for him on my lips, a hunger I was sure had gone away. I knew then I was wrong.


  He didn’t look back when he left, just took the bike toward the outskirts of town. Maybe he would be up the coast again by midnight, and I wouldn’t have to think of him.


  ***


  Unfortunately, I wasn’t that lucky. 


  Attentive, vigilant, and industrious. Kurt tackled the project of his property with a vengeance. I wondered where he was living, but I spent so much time trying to stay out of his way, I had no idea. I shouldn’t care.


  In the meantime, Todd and I were together often, not daily, not without making plans in advance. But I knew I could count on him to be there whenever I wanted, and he could count on me to say yes to being with him whenever he asked.


  “Do you believe that love is something that just happens,” I asked Todd, “like bells ringing and fireworks. Or is it something that happens over time?”


  Todd and I were sitting on a hollowed out log in the state park on top of the mountain, after a forty-five minute hike. I hoped hiking back would be easier than the trip up. 


  “I think it depends on what you want in love,” he replied. “I don’t think that any real love can last without some work, without nurturing and caring. But there’s something to be said for the chemistry, the fireworks.”


  “Which would you trust?” I asked.


  “Well certainly what takes time is likelier to last.”


  “Maybe the fireworks aren’t love at all, just a high degree of lust that looks like love,” I suggested.


  “Fireworks can be fun,” he admitted. “You have any fireworks happening now?” he asked.


  “You’re getting randy? You must have taken some class in sexual inspiration while you were gone.” I was thinking of the more unusual lovemaking over the last couple of weeks, on the beach and other odd places, being nothing like the comforting bed happy sex we’d had during our first relationship.


  “You’re telling me you’re not horny?” he said.


  Obviously he was.


  “And what did you have in mind?” I asked. The top of the mountain would always remind me of my first bike ride with Kurt. Nothing Todd would do would be quite as appalling or as much fun as that day.


  “Let’s take a walk,” he said, and he pulled me to my feet, and led me into the trees. In a thick discreet glade where just a little sunshine could make its way between the tall trees, he captured me against an old oak, the sunshine hitting my eyes so I was blinded. Opening my blouse the sun was on my breasts too. The warmth made them tingle, and made the rest of me rush, waiting for Todd to figure out how he was going to screw me right there, standing with my back against that rough tree.


  I found it a stunning contrast to the sand, which was a stunning contrast to a comfortable bed. But then, the tree trunk only added to the sensations he was raising with his hands before he had his cock released and prodding at me, my jeans at half mast, at my ankles actually, so that I couldn’t move well. That didn’t matter to Todd. Somehow he’d arranged all the details so that the penetration was simple, the fornication brisk, and both our climax’s were first rate, mine definitely connected to the erotic rush having the sunshine woo me with its warmth.


  Collapsing to the ground afterwards was its own thrill, as my naked ass was entertaining pine needles right up the crack. 


  Todd teased me afterwards, playing with my exposed cunt. “You’re going to get me going again,” I said.


  “And why not?” he asked. He pushed me back, and played with me until I came again, and I was sweating and there were all kinds of forest things sticking to my sticky bottom. I was a mess, but a happy one, especially since this lovemaking was different enough from being with Kurt up on this mountain that I wouldn’t get the two confused.


  “You trying to prove something?” I asked, Todd, when I finally had the words to speak. My spent body had taken all my attention and I was only then getting around to thinking again.


  “Prove something. I don’t know what you mean,” he said.


  “We never had sex like this before,” I said.


  “You don’t like it?” he said.


  “I love it. It’s just not … “ I hesitated to say it. “Just not you.”


  He didn’t look pleased with the statement. “I know we broke up before, Jess, because things got stale. I love you too much to let them get that way again.”


  “Love?”


  “I love you, Jess. I want this relationship permanent. I know you’re not ready.” He raised his hand, eyebrows and the inflection in his voice, reminding me that he remembered my reservation. “But I can’t hide what I’m feeling.”


  “You are too sweet to put up with me,” I said.


  “No. I can put up with a lot of things for love. And being away from you, I realized that you have this really quirky side, that likes things a little wild. I want to give you what you need, Jess. Not just what’s comfortable for me.”


  “I appreciate that. You’ll make some girl a hell of a husband, someday.”


  “Don’t joke about that. You know what I want.”


  “I do. And I appreciate you much too much to go making promises that I can’t keep.” I took some time before I continued, though I finally decided that he needed to understand what I was feeling too. “You might as well know that Kurt’s back in town.”


  His eyes darkened. “Is he getting to you?”


  “No, he’s not.”


  “But you think he could?” Todd’s voice was already filled with anxiety, and I wished I’d said nothing to him, but then, he’d know before long anyway.


  “What I’m saying is, if Kurt’s planning to stay, like he says. If he rebuilds the shop, I do have to settle my feelings. I have to get used to the idea of him being here. And right now that’s an adjustment for me. I don’t want him back, trust me. I just need to get used to him traveling in my realm.”


  I didn’t sound very convincing to Todd or to myself, and the worried expression on his face proved that juggling old and new feelings, a past and present relationship might be harder than I expected.




  Chapter Eight


  He was in town, and I knew it. For three weeks I lived with the knowledge, and avidly avoided the center of town, and whatever he was doing with his little piece of property.


  “You drove?” Beth asked, when I arrived at her house for tea one afternoon. “You usually walk.”


  “You want to say it now, or keep grilling me.”


  “Say what?”


  “That I’m avoiding.”


  “Sounds like I don’t have to say it, if you’re already so aware.”


  We walked to the back of her house, to a screen porch looking out on a green lawn that was rimmed all the way around with flowers, her green thumb certainly a darker shade of green than my own. We were drinking some concoction of wild berry tea and juice over ice, that took away the effect of the summer heat. 


  “Things are going great with Todd,” I said, sipping my drink and changing the subject. “You wouldn’t believe what a lover he’s become.”


  “Is he?” She’d just taken a bite out of a shortbread cookie she’d made from scratch, and knew was my favorite. I wondered if she was buttering me up for something.


  “The State Park, last week,” I said.


  Her eyes widened.


  “In the woods,” I added.


  “Not the Todd I remember.” She was impressed.


  “He’s probably got a few sex manuals on his bookshelf,” I conceded, knowing Todd would study our sexual problems for a solution.


  “At least he’s willing. There aren’t many men that are,” she said. She was holding back, we both knew it. I wondered how long the little game would last, or if I should just give up and talk about Kurt which was what was really on her mind.


  “He is willing,” I said.


  “But you’re still avoiding,” she said, reminding me of my earlier declaration.


  “I don’t think that’s unnatural, considering what happened between Kurt and me. I’m not committing to Todd and he knows that I’m still getting over another man.”


  “Makes him a real gem, doesn’t it? Why can’t I have two men like that pursuing me. Maybe you should just have them both, string them both along, Todd for security, and Kurt for thrills?” 


  “You think I’m stringing them along?”


  “Well, aren’t you?” 


  “And what decision should I make? Two men, neither one is perfectly right for me. And I’ve got to face the fact that I can’t make either one of them over to suit me.”


  “I suppose you have to figure which set of idiosyncrasies and problems, and fights and confrontations you want to live with, Kurt’s or Todd’s? They sure as hell aren’t going away.”


  I laughed. At least she was making me feel better. And I knew that this small sliver of time, while I remained confused, couldn’t possibly last forever.  Eventually, I’d make some decision, for Todd or not for Todd; and then I’d go merrily on with my life.


  I thought about decisions. I imagined my life two ways. With Todd it was pretty easy to figure on marriage, which we both would want. With Kurt, I doubted we’d get married, and as much as I tried imaging a permanent life with him, I could never quite grasp the possibilities. It was some fuzzy unreal dream, and all I could ever get a fix on was seeing the two of us taking off on his bike and riding to ends of the earth and back again. Still, the cycle still scared me. 


  ***


  Todd and I made dinner together in my house, we watched some TV and then went to bed. We didn’t make love. We’d made love like minks the night before, and being dead tired from work, it was okay just to lie close and drift peacefully off to sleep. That sensuous drifting began to take over my mind, when I heard my doorbell ring, the sound immediately frightening me, since no one ever used the bell, they always knocked.


  Padding to the door, with my robe around me, I thought of the night of Kurt’s fire and shuddered. At eleven o’clock, could it ever be good news? I peered outside beyond the sheer curtain, and was surprised to see Kurt standing on the porch.


  “What’s going on?” I asked, opening the door a crack.


  “You up for taking a little trip, something short? There’s something I need to show you.”


  “Kurt, it’s nearly midnight!”


  “It’s not quite eleven, I can see your clock,” he countered.


  “But I’m ready for bed.”


  “This won’t take a half hour,” he said.


  “I have company.”


  “I don’t care, I half expected that.”


  Todd was standing behind me, having heard the voices and coming to the door for moral support.


  “You have a problem?” he said, with a silly male bravado, as if he was taking charge.


  “I need to handle this myself, Todd,” I said turning around to him. I didn’t need him fighting battles for me, and I didn’t turn back to Kurt until Todd shrugged at me, and went lazily back into the bedroom.


  “You can spare a few minutes,” Kurt insisted.


  I glared at him. “You are one presumptuous bastard, Kurt Cezant, coming here at this hour, and expecting me to go hopping on that bike with you.”


  “I thought you needed the thrill,” he quipped.


  “Go find some other thrill seeker,” I said.


  “You’re not losing your taste for it, Jess. I see your eyes.”


  “How can you be so bold!” I tried one more time. I should have just slammed the door in his face, but for some reason, I didn’t. It had to be the way he was looking at me. There was the most unaffected glimmer in his eyes, along with all the usual things, the soft, seductive, warm things.


  “If you’d been alone, you would have come,” he said. “I guess you’d better guard yourself closely.”


  I stared at him speechless.


  “I’ll catch you another time,” he said, and he turned around and scooted off the porch.


  I was really glad Todd and I weren’t making love that night, because I was certain the whole time, I’d have been thinking of Kurt, his soft bearded face, his long flowing hair, and the energy of blatant, willful, sexual heat that would overshadow anything that Todd could cleverly contrive.


  I expected to see Kurt within a few days, offering me the same excursion. I was smart enough to admit my disappointment when he didn’t land on my doorstep again. And it wasn’t because Todd was there all the time; whether deliberately, or subconsciously, I kept clear of my new boyfriend for a few days. Maybe in the back of my mind, I was thinking it was time I got Kurt out of my heart, or back in my bed.


  Two weeks later, I was in the library, upstairs, shelving books, when I felt a hand on my shoulder.


  “You have the time now? Or is your lover still hovering over you?”


  I whipped around and stared Kurt in the face.


  “So you finally decide to bless me with your presence.”


  “I got the message to back off, so I did,” he said, with his typical smirk.


  “You know, you’re really a scoundrel, a real fuckin’ scoundrel. And no, Kurt, I don’t think being a scoundrel is cute and charming, not anymore.”


  “You’re still angry with me for leaving.”


  “Yeah, I’m still angry about that, and for arriving unannounced on my doorstep in the middle of the night demanding your way back into my life.” My eyes were flashing, and I was feeling very much like I’d like to smack him in the face.


  “Well then,” he said, noting my fury without much concern, but without the previous mockery. “Why don’t you just put down your books, and give Amy the key for an hour. There’s something you need to see.”


  “I shouldn’t go anywhere with you, Kurt. You have too much power to woo me, and I don’t want to be wooed by you.”


  “I know that, Jessie. But you promised me one conversation, give me that much, and I’ll buzz off. I won’t bother you, I promise.”


  I took a deep breath, pursed my lips and knew that if I went with him, I could be walking into a nasty trap that would leave me more hurt that I’d been before. That might just mess up everything good I was enjoying with Todd. But just like a woman still in love, I decided to go with him; all the reasoning, all the carefully thought out logic to stay away from him was not working in the slightest.


  Amy took charge of the library, while I took off with Kurt. I pulled up my skirt, and climbed behind him on his bike. Thank god it was a long skirt that I could tuck in around me, and not a short one that would have been around my waist and left my ass hanging out.


  We sped away from the library, the same dreaded feeling of fear making me apprehensive from the start, and that had nothing to do with everything else that was going on with Kurt, like where he was taking me, and what was I going to do with him once we got there. 


  We rode out to the beach, to the highway north for about two miles, and then turned down a dirt road toward the water. The closer we got to the coastline, the more the air smelled of that fragrant sea concoction of salt and dampness. It always made me strangely light-headed, and on the bike the effect was that much more potent. The narrow road we were on led to houses right on the water, just five in a small enclave, each separated by coastal pines and thick undergrowth of heavy grasses and small rolling hills, that made each beach cottage separate from the others. It had been some time since I’d been on this road; though I had been here before, when I wanted to get down to the beach below, where it was permissible to sunbathe nude on the secluded strand to ocean shoreline at the far end of the road, a quarter mile hike past the houses.


  Kurt stopped the bike at the last of the five cottages. It appeared to be his home, by the way there were familiar looking things lining the walkway, behind a privacy fence. Most notably was a small bright red Japanese pagoda in the middle of a sparse though well designed garden of expertly pruned evergreens. It had Kurt stamped all over it for its simplicity and neatness.


  “You’re living here?” I asked.


  He shook his head yes.


  Opening the door, I followed him inside and found myself in one long enormous room that stretched from one end of the cottage to the other, with large windows looking out to the beach, just a hundred yards beyond. Bigger than his cottage in town had been, this had much of the same unique flavor of that place, the same imprint of Kurt everywhere. Stepping inside was like breathing in Kurt, breathing in his muted voiceless feelings, and the fragrance of his body with its earthy smells, and traces of incense he’d burn to drive away anything evil. It was like breathing in a memory of how we joined ourselves at the hips dozens of times in nothing ever cleverly contrived, but in mutual understanding, a meeting of needs we both found unable to live without. There was a lawlessness about his private space that defied usual trappings, a bed nearly in the same space as the kitchen, while there was a whole unused end to the room, where in my mind the bed should have gone. 


  In that side of the room, there was just open space and polished hardwood floors, qualities you rarely find in beach houses. I was glad for Kurt that it wasn’t one of those places hanging over the water on stilts, defying the laws of nature to keep it there. No, this was built on a sounder foundation, and it had been here a while, surviving the sometimes ruthless elements, looking as if it had been built in the 1930’s.


  “I’m using this end for Tai Chi,” he explained, when I stared at the emptiness.


  “Not outside?”


  “Not always. I can open these windows and listen to the ocean at night.”


  I turned back to the other side of the room, where there was just the bed, the kitchen, one chair, and nothing more. I remembered that there was nothing left after the fire, and Kurt, minimalist that he was, wasn’t likely to be buying much furniture anyway. It was probably all he needed.


  “This is where you’ve been staying?”


  “I own it.”


  “You sold the town property?”


  “No, I’ve owned it for about five years.”


  He saw the surprised expression.


  “I never thought much about it until the fire.”


  “So you brought me here for a reason?”


  “Among other things, I’m thinking of selling it, wondered if you might want to buy it.”


  “Sell it? Why?”


  “I haven’t thought that through yet, I’m just in the planning stages.”


  “It seems you could make this as beautiful as your cottage, Kurt. It’s gorgeous, the whole place, and so much more space and light. But then, you don’t want to stay here, do you?”


  “It’s good for a while. I do like it, but I never have thought of living here. Too big I guess.”


  I raised my eyebrows thinking I’d seen it all.


  “Oh, there’s a room upstairs too, slant walls and all, it’s pretty big though, and the one back there, that I guess is supposed to be the bedroom, and then another room behind the kitchen.”


  “Hey, a regular mansion.”


  “I bought it when my girlfriend was pregnant.”


  “The one that didn’t keep the baby?”


  He nodded. “I thought for a while it was bad karma. But it doesn’t feel that way anymore, after I cleaned it out. You’re right, it’s a pretty neat house.” He seemed to be enjoying the room as much as I was.


  “You think I might buy it?” I asked.


  “Why not? You like it don’t you?”


  I’d never seen the salesman side of Kurt, and that was charming - he was so woefully lacking in salesman charm.


  “I’m not in the market for a house, I have one. But I’ll keep it in mind, if I know someone’s looking for a place.”


  “No, not yet,” he said. “I’m not sure what I want to do, just giving you a little advance publicity.”


  Was he implying I live here with him? The question burned in my brain, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to ask it. Did he want to screw me on the spot? That question immediately came to mind too, but as soon as I thought of it, the answer came.


  “Well, I guess I’ll be getting you back to the library,” he said.


  “So this is the conversation we’re going to have?” I asked.  “I thought you were going to tell me about what you’d been thinking since you left.”


  His eyes lit. “I wasn’t sure you cared.”


  “I’m here, aren’t I?”


  “That you are.” He walked toward the windows and looked out at the ocean for a few moments and then looked back. “You were right, Jess. I was running away from a lot of things. I was running away from a difficult situation in town, and I was running away from you.” He paused again. “It’s a challenge thinking of being with you, and all your stability. And I’m not sure how we could ever make it work for us, so I haven’t come around to talk. I thought maybe you’d have to figure this one out.”


  “That means you still want a relationship?” I asked. I’d sworn I wouldn’t ask that, but there I had.


  “I would, but not one where we’re going to get ugly, that’s not my idea of love.”


  He had a point, a very good point. Up until our war over the fire, I had thought that a relationship with Kurt meant being on a different level than most relationships. It was one of the reasons I liked it. I think he was waiting for me to say something, but my tongue was as tied up in knots as my stomach.


  “I’m not looking for anyone else, Jess,” he finally went on. “And I’ll stick around at least for a while just to see if you want to change your mind; but I’m not going to quit screwing women, and I’m not going to stay forever.” 


  I remained silent, and I could have kicked myself later for not saying something. 


  Without another word, Kurt turned back toward the door, and I had to following him out to the bike, climb on behind him, and let him take me back to town.


  I was feeling the fresh breeze in my face as we rode along the narrow road, and I was feeling the warmth between my legs with my cunt resting against his rear end. The vibrating had me vibrating. I wanted sex with him so much, I could have done it in the street with a dozen people watching. He should have attacked me right there in the cottage. All the time, opportunity and sexual heat were right there, and he didn’t. Was it a carefully designed torture, or just something subconscious that made him keep an arm’s length away from me.


  ***


  The next time I saw Kurt was two days later. He was arm in arm with a young blonde woman, with long teased hair, and a warm smile. They were walking into the pizza parlor downtown, while Todd and I had just had been served our combination with three kinds of cheese.


  I figured she was one woman that Kurt would be screwing, especially the way she had his hands all over him, and he wasn’t minding, even though he knew I was there. He even waved at me pleasantly from across the room, before he turned back to his blonde pal.


  “You ever see him, after the other night?” Todd asked, when I looked back at my date.


  “Yeah, he dropped by the library the other day, but that’s really all,” I replied.


  I knew that being less than candid with Todd was not a good sign, but I wasn’t going to talk about the bike ride and the cottage. And I was going to have to ignore the curious expression on Todd’s face. He just wasn’t going to get anymore answers. 


  ***


  About two weeks later, I was aware that Kurt was out of town. I wasn’t privy to anything specific, but a little hearsay suggested he’d split for a while, leaving a number of things up in the air, including plans for rebuilding on his town property. Friends of mine, acquaintances in Shelter Bay were dropping hints at me, thinking I might have an inside clue to Kurt Cezant’s plans.


  “Jess, if you have any influence with that man, maybe you could get him off dead center on the property. It’s a prime piece of real estate, he’s got three decent offers, hell more than decent offers for the land. Talk to him, will you.” Bob Kelm was talking to me over a sandwich in the pub. He wouldn’t like my reply, but he could be certain that I wouldn’t breath a word to Kurt about anything.


  “I don’t see him, Bob,” I said. “In fact, I think he’s out of town.”


  “Aw, he’ll come back, he always does. Hear he took off with Nate George’s daughter, Kris. Boy is Nate pissed. Of course that brat of his has a rebellious streak in her a mile wide. Should have clamped down on her a long time ago. But she flunked out of San Francisco State last semester, and’s been doing nothing but driving Nate crazy. Now with Cezant, who knows?”


  “I did date the man, Bob,” I reminded him.


  “But you’re not now. Practically engaged to Todd, I hear?” 


  “No, I’m not practically engaged to Todd.”


  “But you should be, Jess. You need to settle yourself down.”


  “Don’t sound like my mother, or I’ll leave right now.”


  “Awright. But listen, if you have any influence with Kurt, get him off his ass. This situation isn’t good for any of us.”


  “Bob, I appreciate your concerns, but Kurt Cezant is his own man, and he’s not about to be swayed by me, or anyone else for that matter.”


  I hated to admit that Bob could be right about Todd and me; but maybe things were turning out the way they should, Kurt off with a twenty year old college dropout, just the kind of relationship everyone expected him to have, and me with my stable thirty-eight year old Todd. I railed at life for making things like love so easily cut and dried, so willingly falling to natural patterns. Maybe I was fighting fate to fight those well-defined patterns, and maybe even Kurt was realizing that too.




  Chapter Nine


  Todd was away on business, and I was going by his house every day to walk his pooch, Larry, an overzealous golden retriever, that was as sweet as he was uncontrollable. Letting him run on the beach for an hour seemed the best way to take care of my obligation. And since the there was nothing but wide open beach one block from Todd’s house, this solution for Larry’s daily exercise was certainly as easy as putting the dog on a leash, and trying to walk him uptown the way Todd would do.


  Todd knew I wasn’t wild about dog sitting, and he thought running him on the beach was just fine. He’d actually given me every opportunity to decline the deal all together. But I had a loyalist point of view, thinking lovers really ought to do things for each other like this; and if my life continued in the same course for the next several months, I might be having a whole lot more to deal with than Larry. 


  The morning I met Kurt on the beach it was so foggy that I didn’t see him until he was nearly on me. The damp air was so thick that the two of us seemed to be shrouded in a veil, removed from everything, except for waves that lapped every once and a while at our feet, and Larry, who would run toward me, just to make sure I was still there.


  “Quite a morning, don’t get lost in the fog,” I said, as I watched Kurt approach, thinking he was just going to run by me on his morning jog.


  Kurt stopped instead.


  “Hi, how are you?” he said, when he pulled up next to me, and turned around to walk at my side.


  “I’m good.” We walked a few paces together. “You ever decide to sell your property?” I asked.


  “No.”


  “You were gone a while.”


  “Bout three weeks.”


  “Another girl, so the gossip goes.”


  “She’s already split on me, thinks I’m an old man.”


  “Oh well, you are, all of thirty one now.”


  “Don’t remind me.”


  Larry was at my feet and starting to jump up on Kurt. He gave the dog an easy dodge and then calmed the beast.


  “You have a way with animals too?” I said.


  “This yours?”


  “No, Todd’s. Baby-sitting. In fact, I should get him home, I’ve got to open the library soon.”


  Seeing I was about the right place to find Todd’s house again, I turned up toward the road, and Kurt hiked side by side with me. Thankfully, Larry was following obediently behind us both, but the closer we got to his home, he took off running full speed.


  “He’ll be on the porch waiting for me, by the time I’m up there,” I said, laughing.


  I was feeling pretty confident with everything including Todd, Larry, and even Kurt walking side by side with me, until I heard the squeal of brakes coming out of the fog, and a sudden lurch claimed my stomach. 


  Kurt and I dashed madly toward the road where all my worst fears were confirmed. Poor Larry lay in one horrible heap in the middle of the road, the driver of a small sports car bending over his limp body.


  ***


  Two hours later, I returned to Todd’s house with Larry in tow, the silly dog panting like nothing in the world was wrong, though from his point of view nothing could be wrong as drugged as he was. Other than a broken leg which was now in a splint, he was all right, looking as if he would settle in for a long night’s sleep. I wish I could as well, but I had to get to the library, at least for a few hours. 


  “Thanks so much for helping with him,” I said to Kurt. “I thought my world was going crash around me. I’m still not thinking too straight. I hope he’s okay.” We were looking down at lazy Larry, all spread out on the living room carpet. I hoped Todd wouldn’t care that he was recuperating there. He really preferred the dog sleep in the a corner of the kitchen; but this place seemed so much homier, and Larry was a pain to carry. I was grateful Kurt had been there to lift the seventy five pound dog. I never could have done it myself.


  “He’ll be all right,” Kurt said. He grabbed my hand and gave it a tender squeeze. “Will you?” 


  “Yeah. I should get cleaned up, and get going. I suppose I’ll have to come back here right after work.”


  “I’ll come down and check on him midafternoon, if you want me to.”


  “Thanks, but I can probably get the lady next door to look in on him,” I said. “Todd’s supposed to be home tonight. I can’t imagine what he’s going to say.”


  “How about “thank you” for saving the dog’s life?” he suggested.


  “I guess we did, didn’t we?”


  Funny that neither Kurt or I was moving. We just stood there staring at the sleeping animal. Yet the longer we stood there, the more I realized how close we were. I could feel the presence of his body, breathing in that essence of him I remembered last feeling when he’d taken me to the beach house. It was a feeling to relish.


  His shoulder was grazing mine, ever so slightly, and I wanted to pull away; but then not really knowing how it happened, we turned to each other and our lips met. At first, he wasn’t even putting his arms around me, but he was stirring fires all through me, big passionate out-of-control wildfires. And finally his hands met my hands, and his fingers began to toy with my fingers and extra jolts of energy shot through me everywhere.


  “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.


  “No, I suppose not, but …” 


  I’m not sure what he was going to say, because his words turned into another kiss, and I could tell where it was leading. Kurt could see the bedroom from where he stood. It was right behind me; and as his kisses continued, he was ever so slowly backing me toward the room. Why there? Why not in the living room, the kitchen, the dining room? It was not so unusual for us to make love in any of those places, but he was going for the bedroom. Kurt intended to lay me out on Todd’s bed.


  Inside that cooler room, he pushed me down on the bed, on my back, and all restraints were suddenly off. He pulled up on my sweatshirt and stood over me looking down at my naked torso as he pulled off his own shirt. He did it all silently, without a word of explanation, without a single excuse, without any reason. His rushing lust was moving him rapidly just as it was moving me. All I knew, I wanted him atop my body, breaking months’ worth of barriers, taking me to that body territory beyond the norms, where it seemed only Kurt and I could traverse.


  I shivered seeing his naked muscled form, and not waiting for him, I shoved down my sweat pants, and opened my legs so that his descent was easy. Over top of me, there was one firm thrust and a huge erection began to rock me into that other world. He was ravenous with my breasts, teasing my nipples, torturing them when he pinched them, and nibbled them with this teeth. Like pushing turn-on buttons I bucked against him in reply, trying to consume the pummeling cock.


  It was just one position after another that followed. He was on top first, and then we rolled over so I was dancing on his prick, until he rolled me off and pulled me up on hands and knees to fuck be from behind. Once we’d had our fill of that, he pulled free, demanding my mouth take his prick, which went down so willingly. His hand behind my head was guiding, coercing, insisting on an eager response. It had been a long time since I’d been manhandled with that kind of rude abuse.


  I was falling deeply into him, thinking this was the most connected that I ever felt, but I knew that wasn’t true. I been connected to him like this every time we’d made love. There was a great, bright, wild energy abounding, and I was gone, suddenly gone, an orgasm ripping through me that was briskly followed by Kurt’s.


  I listened to him, as his passionate scream echoed through Todd’s room everywhere. And in tepid summer heat we woke to find one naked body sweating against the other, almost too stuck together to pull away. I wanted to stay that close to him to forever, never leave his arms and his scent and the feel of his body.


  I made the mistake of opening my eyes to see Todd’s staring a me from a picture of Todd and me sitting on the night stand, our two faces peering out with smiles as we held each other close. It had been taken just two weeks before.


  “Oh, my god, we shouldn’t have done this,” I said instantly.


  “And why not?” Kurt asked.


  “Just look.” I nodded at the picture.


  “Some sacrilege?” he said, looking at the picture too. “Wouldn’t you two bless this? I thought we were pretty damned hot.” He was being light-heartedly sarcastic.


  “Kurt please. I think you’d better go. The only thing worse about our screwing on his bed would be screwing on his bed, and Todd walking in.”


  “Is that a possibility?”


  “I don’t think so, but we have to go.”


  “Ah, you’re too careful.”


  “And you’re too reckless.”


  “I guess we’ll never get over ourselves,” he replied, shaking his head.


  He hopped up from the bed leaving me laying there in my spent state. I watched him dress, while he looked down at me and smirked.


  “This can’t change things between us, Kurt,” I told him.


  “Really? Somehow I thought you’d say that.” Finished getting dressed, he leaned over and kissed me tenderly on the lips. “See you around, and if you need me to look in on Larry.”


  “No, Kurt, I think I’ll just forget work.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yeah, I think I’ll stay here with him. What if he wakes up and  … you know?”


  “I know. It’s a bitch doing penance, isn’t it?”


  I could have thrown something at him for that last comment, but there was nothing good to unleash with. I’d have to satisfy myself with a long string of foulest swear words I could think of, until I couldn’t think of anymore, while the volume of my complaint was even beginning to make Larry stir.


  ***


  One day later, Todd took me to dinner in town. The little bistro specialized in French cuisine, and expensive wine which was Todd’s way of thanking me for handling the problem with Larry.


  “I suppose if I’d kept him on a leash this wouldn’t have happened at all,” I said.


  “I’m not blaming you. I would have done the same running him on the beach.”


  “You’re awfully sweet, but I’m still feeling guilty.”


  “So how did you get him to the vet?” he asked. “I can’t imagine you carried him. I have a problem lifting him myself.”


  “Well, it just happened that I met Kurt on the beach while I was running him yesterday, and he was there when it happened.”


  “Kurt,” he said the name so strangely, it was difficult to tell what he was thinking. “So I suppose he did the lifting.”


  “He was a big help,” I added.  I was stumbling over words, trying to recoup by shoveling some very tender veal in my mouth, so that Todd wouldn’t ask any more questions. He was noticeably quiet for some time, no more inquiries, no third degree, but something changed about him that didn’t change back all evening long.


  When the two of us were in the car, I thought he was taking me home, instead we ended up at his house. “To check on Larry,” he said.


  “Mrs. Quick is supposed to check on him,” I reminded Todd about his next door neighbor.


  That didn’t matter, he was going to look in on him anyway.  


  However, getting to his house, there was no checking on the dog, beyond a cursory look see at the sleeping animal in the kitchen. 


  There was only one point to this detour. Todd’s hands were all over me, down my dress, over my breasts, lifting up my the bottom of my skirt, and between my legs, where he had fingers at my cunt, and poking inside. I could hardly keep up with him.


  “Oh, Todd, please.”


  He thought I was asking for more, and I think I was. But I was bewildered; whatever fire was burning in him, I didn’t recognize it as his own, even if it was beginning to have an effect on my body.  He stripped me of every bit of clothes before we got in the bedroom; and once we were there, I was bent over, with my ass end handing out getting smacked with a very enthusiastic hand. I replied with as much eagerness. Maybe we were releasing something, both of us. Maybe it was part of my penance. I’m not sure what; but dear sweet noble long suffering Todd was screwing me with his anger at the surface, and his hands playing with me as if I was malleable and submissive toy.


  I cried loudly when he cried, his orgasm seeming to burst from him with an unexpected suddenness.  Mine was much longer in coming; and Todd having calmed considerably, became the considerate man I knew well, taking his time to pleasure me slowly. 


  Unfortunately, it was too slow. It seemed all wrong when my own heat wanted to match his swift fire. Orgasm is always welcome, though I relished this one less than others, thinking that I couldn’t wait for it to end. And this time, just as I suspected, the thereafters were strange, the generous cuddling I’d become used to was missing.


  I don’t know if Todd knew that Kurt had made love to me in his bedroom, but it seemed so.


  I can remember picking up the place when the two of us were finished. I remember making sure there was no trace of either us when we left, no strands of hair, no rumpled sheets, nothing out of place … 


  … Unless it was Kurt’s scent that lingered, the essence of leather and incense, and whatever strange cologne that he occasionally wears. He was wearing it that day. I can’t imagine Todd would really recognize it as Kurt’s, even if it might have remained in the bedspread.


  Todd didn’t say anything for the longest time, but for reasons beyond my comprehension, I concluded that he knew. Just knew, just had enough intuition to suspect that I had been grossly unfaithful to him, using his own bed to perpetuate the act.


  I spent a few days doing penance of sorts, a silent penance strangely, trying to be the perfect girlfriend to my perfect boyfriend.


  ***


  I was shopping for groceries in the market, picking out vegetables and fruit in the produce section. Seeing what was there, I thought the strawberries should be looking a whole lot better than they did for this time of year. Maybe I’d try to find my own wild blackberries some weekend very soon. The prices on those were sky high.


  “How’s Larry?” I heard Kurt’s voice, and before I turned around to acknowledge him, I smiled to myself, thinking how much I enjoyed its calm resonant sound.


  “He’s fine,” I said.


  “You know meat’s not good for you,” Kurt said, noticing the steak next to the sprouts and lettuce in my shopping cart.


  “You know cigarettes are not good for you,” I shot back, seeing the pack of Camel’s in his.


  “It’s not a carton, you weaned me that much,” he said.


  “Did I really?”


  “How’s Todd?” Kurt asked.


  I didn’t expect the question, he didn’t anticipate my answer.


  “He knows,” I replied.


  “Knows what?”


  “About you and me and his bed,” I said.


  “How does he know that, you tell him?” he asked.


  “No, he just knows,” I replied.


  He considered the information for a minute. “Would that be so bad?” he asked.


  “I think so Kurt, I’m trying to save people from getting hurt, though I’m obviously not doing a very good job of it.”


  “You trying to save the relationship too?” he asked.


  “He’s been awfully good to me, Kurt,” I was about to say.


  But I didn’t get the chance to continue the conversation, because another shopper invaded our space, and did one obnoxious number that neither Kurt or I could evade. And before I realized that I had much more to say, he was gone. I was watching him walk out of the market with a bag of groceries in his hand, his ponytail catching the breeze, as he made his way toward his bike.




  Chapter Ten


  I cooked Todd dinner a few nights later, thinking maybe we were going to get back to the relationship we had before. Having not seen him in several days, I assumed that everything was okay. It was over my best lasagna that I found out otherwise.


  “You don’t love me, Jess,” Todd announced, just after I’d managed to spoon a stringy mass of mozzarella, sauce and noodles in my mouth.


  I looked up at him, seeing his calm expression, a little comical, a little sad, and a little child-like at the same time.


  “I don’t?” 


  He shook his head. He looked relieved having said that.


  “Why do you think that?” I asked.


  “Because you’re in love with him.”


  “With Kurt?” He didn’t have to answer. “You knew about the other day … .”


  “In my bed? Yes.”


  This time I shook my head, I still didn’t know how he’d figured it out.


  “I don’t know what he’s got, Jess, but I’ll never have it. The way he treated you a while back, you should have brushed him of months ago. But you haven’t. I’m a little foolish when it comes to love, but I’m not wrong about this.”


  I’d had all the lasagna I could stomach, and found myself sitting at my dining room table, with my hands demurely in my lap, looking rather sheepishly at Todd. If the man who was supposed to be in love me wasn’t fooled, then my feelings must have been all too evident. Why wasn’t I acknowledging them?


  “Maybe I care about him, maybe I even love him,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean I can have relationship with him.”


  “I’m not so sure about that,” he said. “If you ask me, Jess, and I’m not saying I know the man well, but he obviously loves you. And I do know he’s been here the last few months because of you and nothing else. I think it’s time you faced that fact.”


  The conversation didn’t go on much after that. I had nothing to say, and once Todd had said his peace, neither did he. I didn’t ask him to stay and I was perfectly willing to let him walk out the door giving me a last gentle kiss on my cheek. 


  ***


  I didn’t want to wait until morning to go to the beach house; but the fog was so thick, I was afraid to take the narrow road I didn’t know that well. I probably should have gone anyway, for the tortuous night I spent. If he’d only had a phone I could have called.   


  I was heartened that there was a bright sun shining at seven in the morning. He’d be doing Tai Chi at that hour, and I looked forward to seeing him like that, his hands moving ever so slowly in unison with his feet, the gentle swaying of his body tuned to the rhythms that he felt beneath the surface of the ground, somewhere deep. I wouldn’t wait this time.


  Getting in my car, I felt a lot like a little kid, with my heart skipping rapidly. I had to cast my eyes on him, even if his might be angry. I had to see his smile, even if there might be nothing but a scowl. I had to hear him speak, even if I didn’t want to hear his words. Would he even want me now after all the times I’d brushed him off?


  I had to wonder that perhaps I’d been the one that perpetuated the real transgression here, or that at least I had participated as actively as he had in what separated us. Even Todd, my lover friend, suggested that I couldn’t really see Kurt for who he was, and worse, couldn’t see my own real feelings for my leather-clad “bad boy”.


  Getting closer to the cottage, I hoped I’d be rational when I saw him, though I had no idea what to say. I wondered if I would be greeted with his well-remembered smile and those eyes. 


  Just after the last small hill in the road, just before Kurt’s beach hideaway, all my musings were stopped short by the unexpected sight before me. Startled totally witless, I gazed panic-struck seeing a bold red real estate sign being pounded into the ground in front of the house, FOR SALE.


  Climbing out of the car, I approached the rotund real estate agent with the bald head and horned rimmed glasses. I’d have recognized Ed Hicox in a second even without his bold red sign with the bright yellow letters. I don’t know who would be seeing the sign way out here on this lonely road; but that was hardly my concern at the moment.


  “Where’s Kurt?” I asked.


  “Handed me the keys this morning, Jess, and took off. Who knows where he goes?”


  “He’s selling?”


  “Now what would I be doing putting up a sign if he weren’t?” he said, looking at me over the edge of the glasses that had fallen to the tip of his nose.


  “The property in town?”


  “Just sold that, finally gave into Jack. I told him he was settling for too little, but the boy’s intent on bailing out.”


  I let the news sink in, but it wasn’t setting very well with me. I was suddenly tired and very scared. “You think I could go inside and have a look around?” I asked.


  “You looking to move out here?” he inquired.


  “Maybe,” I said. “Kurt offered me the place a few weeks back.”


  “Did he now? Cost you more, if I sell it to you, he’s got to pay me my commission.”


  “I just want a look around, Ed.”


  “Be my guest, not much there to see, but it’s a good looking piece of property … . “


  Ed went on talking about the assets of the place; but I wasn’t listening, moving briskly into the house, and closing the front door behind me.


  It was cool inside, and just like Kurt there were the scents, the clean fresh feel, the Spartan lack of adornment, even the single white candle sitting on the window sill, waiting to be lit again.


  His bed was neatly made with a plain buff colored comforter tucked into the sides, military style. I remember the patchwork quilt on the bed we’d shared and missed it; this one didn’t really seem like Kurt’s bed. Going to the window, I watched the ocean moving in and out, crashing in five foot waves, the surf surprisingly high for this time of year. There had been storms north, which always created high tides and stronger surf. The lifeguards were warning people to stay out of the water.


  With nothing else to see, I turned to leave, though gazing toward the kitchen, I saw papers laying there. The little sneak in me glanced furtively toward the front door, and then tiptoed to the counter, where to my expectation were the listing papers, signed by Kurt with his bold black signature.


  I looked at the top of the legal form, searching for an address. 


  C/O Land’s End Tavern, Yreka


  I didn’t even need to jot it down, it was so simple. As was my instantaneous decision. If nothing else Kurt would credit me for behaving impulsively.


  ***


  I’d been in at least two taverns with Kurt that looked exactly like this one, rustic roughhewn, salt of the earth kinds of places, where I could still imagine loggers getting into fist fights and bodies flying out the door in heated anger. There were beer signs, neon and those older ones with paint peeling from them, hanging on the facade.  One old decrepit chair was right outside the door, along with a barrel that was now used for trash. There was a grimy filling station in front. The place across the street was a fresh new mini-mart, but this was where the cars and bikes were parked. This was where they’d be drinking beer inside.  


  I felt a little strange going inside by myself. I hated entering cozy places, a stranger. I hated being stared at, and would hate it even more, if I was the only woman in the place. Made me wish I was dressed in jeans and some faded T-shirt, not my ankle length skirt and the denim shirt I’d tied at my waist. For an instant I thought about changing, but shook that thought off as completely obsessive. It was much more important to see if Kurt was inside. Looking at the vehicles parked in front of the tavern however, I decided that his bike wasn’t there.


  Opening the heavy oak door, I peered inside and then walked in. It was impossible to see going from the bright sunshine to the dim bar light. I remained at the front door for a while, until my eyes adjusted.


  Peering deep into the room, past the bar, past the tables, past the jukebox, I saw what I was looking for, and breathed a deep sigh of relief. Kurt’s long dark pony tail hung over the back of a chair, as I watched him from behind talking to another man. The other man took note of me as I walked forward, but Kurt did not, only when I pressed my hands on his shoulders and gave him a gentle squeeze, did he jump and turn to me startled.


  “Jess!”


  A rare look of shock appeared in his eyes. For several minutes, he seemed completely unable to compute the fact that I was there in the tavern with him.


  “What the hell are you doing here?”


  I smiled. “I saw that the beach house is on the market, I wanted to see about buying it.”


  “You could have talked to Ed?” he said, still too bewildered to welcome me.


  “I did, but he didn’t have all the answers.”


  He stared at me and finally rose from the chair. “Back to you in a minute,” he said absently to the man at the table, as he took me by the elbow, and led me to an empty table on the other side of the room. 


  “What are you doing here?” he asked, getting his wits about him, allowing the calm to return to his manner, and casting me that gaze that warmed and excited me in the very same instant. I could quickly imagine us in bed again. I could feel his cock entering me, could feel the thrusts from a body memory so strong, I found my pussy pulsing and so ready that I had to stop myself from initiating something sexual before other matters had been straightened out.


  “Before I buy the house,” I said, “I need to know if you’d be living there with me?”


  Another quizzical look appeared on his face. He cocked his head and that was really cute. “If that’s the case, then the house is not for sale.”


  “You mean you wouldn’t live there with me, or you won’t sell?”


  “If you’re going live there with me, I don’t have to sell it.”


  “Then I’d be living in your house.”


  “I think that’s the only way it’s going to work,” Kurt said. He was very amused and finally getting his control back, and it was just as at should be. Somehow with Kurt, it was better he was in control.


  He ordered us two Buds, mine Bud Lite, a concession he made sure I noted.


  “So where’s Todd?” he asked, 


  I looked at him, drinking in the Kurt Cezant I loved, drinking in that slow-moving tender grace that wrapped me round with something rich and wise, I’d missed. 


  “He doesn’t want me anymore,” I told him. “Says I’m in love with another man. Says my eyes spark when I talk about him. He even says he can feel my body on the loose.”


  Kurt didn’t say a word, just stared at me the same consistent way, as if he was enjoying the sound of my voice and would listen to it forever.


  “I do have one problem though,” I continued. “If we decide to move in together …”


  “Yeah?”


  “I don’t want you running off,” I said. “I couldn’t take that again, no matter what the reason.”


  He chuckled. “How can I run off if it’s my own house?” he said.


  “You have a point there,” I replied with a grin.


  Kurt smirked, a real old fashioned devilish smirk, like an “I told you so” was about to enter the conversation. 


  “You finally believe me now?” he asked. 


  “Believe that you’re sincere about this relationship, that you came back for me, and stayed for me, and left because I was being so stubborn.” I was really on a roll, but I stopped there because he was laughing at me, the twinkle in his eyes was incredibly sweet. I even  thought there were tears just waiting to break free. “Yeah,” I said. “I guess, I believe you.”


  I finished my beer and he ordered another, and we were pretty content to be quiet, without much talk, just practicing a little oriental mutual meditation on the light in each other’s eyes. This mystical rite seemed some sign of remembrance and a passage to another time … a new time for a new relationship that wouldn’t be anything like the old one.  Even if it was founded in the past, I could see that Kurt and I had something neither of us wanted to give up. It would never be as easy again to say goodbye, even for a volatile hellion and a vacillating librarian.


  “I love you, Kurt,” I told him.


  “I know, as much as I love you,” he replied.


  Epilogue


  Just the other side of the house toward the shore, the beach runs into some sandy hills where the earth has been temporarily formed by the water, into small coves that are great for hiding. I was sunbathing without a stitch of clothing covering me when I opened my eyes to see Kurt looking down at me.


  “You want to come in the house and let me use you?” he asked.


  We’d been back from Yreka for a week, but hadn’t yet gotten enough of each other. Between fighting over the things that I insisted on bringing into the beach house, (he said I had way too much stuff, and we really ought to burn half of it, to which I reminded him that the fire was what caused us problems in the first place), we were making love on his bed and then on mine, which went in the upstairs room. It was the guest room, or where I hid when I was pouting. 


  Kurt threatened to run off nearly twice a day, but generally I’d do the running off, hiding in the attic, which is what I called the upstairs because it seemed more romantic. On this day however, I was hiding in my sheltered cove on the beach, loving every ray of sun that was warming my naked skin. 


  “Why should I do that, let you use me?” I asked him.


  “Because I’m horny,” he said.


  “Can I keep my antique hall tree in the hall?” I asked, hoping to blackmail another piece of my stuff into his Spartan surroundings.


  “No,” he said.


  “How about the stereo cabinet?” I asked.


  “I already have one,” He said.


  “Two bricks and a board?” I protested.


  “You want to make love or not?”


  “I don’t know,” I told him. I sat up on my blanket, looked up at him longingly and then grabbed his hand to pull him to the sand with me. And with an impish feeling suddenly bursting through me, I exchanged places with him—rising myself, while he was going down to the ground. Before he knew what was happening, I dashed quickly from the beach to the house, naked as a Jaybird, running at full speed with my rear end jiggling for his eyes. I was in the attic in seconds, panting out of breath. 


  Staring out the window I watched Kurt appear from the hiding place, look up to the house, and then slowly make his way back up the sandy stairs to the porch, where he disappeared from my sight.


  Laying back on the bed, I looked at the headboard and foot board seeing the soft leather straps we used nights before still tied there where we’d left them. It may have been the attic but the room was going to be my “dungeon.” 


  I had my eyes closed when he entered but I could tell by the way I was tingling between my legs that it was Kurt. I could also tell by the way when he straddled by torso, and leaned over to bind my wrists, that it was his long loose hair caressing me everywhere. It was fresh washed, still a little wet and smelling like some herbal shampoo that I’d brought into his house.  


  He didn’t have to bind me, because I didn’t want to move. I wanted to be taken, effortlessly made love to with my limbs captive, my body captive, and especially my sex captive to whatever whim he had in mind. Just being in the same vicinity, the same room, the same space with him when we were thinking sex was enough to have my cunt juicing, enough to make my nipples tighten in anticipation of his fingers pinching them until I squealed. It was enough to make the thirst on my lips unquenchable, until his lips pressed against mine.


  Kurt bound me anyway. While keeping the leather straps around my wrists and ankles loose enough to be comfortable, I could still feel the definitive way he yanked the end tight to the bedpost, securing me beyond my ability to release myself. At all four corners, it was the same ritual, before he continued on with other things, before any kiss, any breath upon my skin, any tiny caress that might fan the bright burning flames of arousal. It was only his hair that teased me.


  Once he was finished, I felt his tongue first on my navel. He’d never started there before. He was staying away from my lips, deliberately. Moving from my navel, he licked my tender underarms and I was squealing wildly, starting to thrash about the bed, as much as I could in bondage. I wasn’t going anywhere, so he kept licking me there. 


  “Please touch my cunt!” I begged him.


  “Huuuummmmm.” That was the extent of his verbal reply. He continued torturing my underarms, and the backs of my arms, and my sides, where it was sidesplitting laughter amid my shrieks. 


  “Stop, stop, stop!” I was wailing.


  He came up for air, but didn’t stop, though he did move on to my nipples and breasts, and I knew there’d be a round red hickey on each white mound of flesh when I finally opened my eyes again.


  I practically orgasmed the second two fingers pushed into my pussy and anus. The simultaneous assault had me thrashing again. He subdued me with his other hand claiming one breast, and his mouth at my clitoris taking me some place further than I’d gone before. I was reaching for it, and he kept taking me further out in some stratosphere of feeling. And then, finally falling back into myself, Kurt was right in middle riding me hard, descending on me, with his movement making me soar again until he couldn’t delay my crescendo, and the finale ripped through me. 


  I don’t remember his orgasm as much as knowing it happened, and that he was collapsed at my side, acting as exhausted as I felt. 


  “Kurt, hon,” I said, after a few minutes of after lovemaking silence.


  I’m not sure Kurt wasn’t dozing off.


  “What’s happening, Jess, wasn’t that enough?”


  “Enough yes, but my arms?” They were aching a little still tied, as were my feet.


  My distress woke him up, and he turned to his side.


  “I like you like this, you can’t run away from me this way.”


  “Hey, I’m not the one that goes running off,” I protested. I was getting nervous because he pushed off the bed and looked like he was going to get dressed and leave me there.


  “Kurt!” I whimpered loudly at him.


  He laughed and returned to me, hovering over my face, licking my lips and then slowly setting me free of the bonds. 


  “Damn! The things you do to me,” I gasped, thinking I wanted to go right back into this wild body ecstasy again. He looked down at me with more warm smiles. “Someday will you take me here in the dark like this … . when it’s pitch black, and all I can hear is the sound of the ocean and you breathing.” I looked up at him just swimming in the fantasy.


  He snickered. “I was planning that for tomorrow, Jessie, but since you beat me to the idea … I guess I’ll have to do something else.”


  “Oh,” I groaned displeased.


  “Don’t worry, I’m not going to disappoint you.”


  “Maybe I should tie you up next,” I suggested playfully.


  “Not on your life,” he said, bristling. “What more could you possibly want? You’ve already got me tied to you?” He was smiling again.


  “I do?”


  “Yeah, you do.”


  “How’s that? Tell me.” 


  “Well, let’s see. I’m tied to your body.” He leaned in and kissed my navel. “And to your heart.” Moving up he kissed each breast. “And to this beach house with you in it.” He leaned in and planted a long deep wet kiss on my lips.


  His admissions were the kind of thing a maverick like Kurt hates to admit, so I said no more, letting all the kisses that followed speak for him.


  I could tell I had him captured, as captured as I was by him. With any luck at all, we just might keep this odd romance going. The body joy was too much to part with, I knew that now. And with a common wisdom of what really mattered, we could keep our wits about us, and enjoy this bliss the way it was meant to be enjoyed.


  
Uncompromising Portraits




  Chapter One


  Sydney walked into the studio with her portfolio under her arm, ready to set up for class. The bustling day was giving way to a calming evening, as she pulled herself from the tedious frenzy of her job, and the cluttered undone things at home to paint for two peaceful glorious hours. Just walking into the art studio was donning another persona, the sensuous arty bohemian woman she wished she was more often.


  “Sydney!” Someone called her out of the blissful reverie, and she turned to Malcolm Eisley, her art instructor.


  “Yes.”


  “I was wondering, my dear, our model called me just a half hour ago. She’s sick, and is going to have to cancel tonight. Would you like to substitute for her?”


  Sydney’s eyes widen as Malcolm’s message registered on her brain. The startled expression of surprise quickly faded into a pleased smile. Model naked? It was a stunning suggestion, though the thought of it was not altogether unappealing.


  “Of course we’ll pay you,” he said. “The usual twenty-five.”


  “Sure,” she answered, surprising herself. Twenty five dollars was one night of tips at the Espresso Cafe.


  “Great!” Malcolm said, pleased. He gave Sydney the once over with his eyes, certain he’d found the perfect replacement. “There’s a dressing room and a robe in the bathroom.”


  This was art, not sex, Sydney thought, but even so, she was tingling sexually all the way from her breasts to her toes.


  “No clothes,” she confirmed.


  “No clothes,” Malcolm repeated.


  She sighed softy, thinking of when she sunbathed on a nude beach or in her backyard. Somehow that was not so suggestive as this would be, here in the classroom, with people she knew. It was a strange, but very appealing intimacy between the artist and model. She’d already experienced it a number of times from the artist’s point of view.


  Sydney disrobed in the bathroom, putting her clothes in the closet, and grabbing the soft black rayon robe that was hanging there. When she returned to the room, it had filled with a dozen students setting up easels around the small platform where she would sit passively for two hours.


  She was proud of herself being asked to pose. Perhaps it was a reflection of all the work she did at the gym to keep in shape; though the gym had done nothing to create the perfectly beautiful breasts that were luckily just the right amount, so she thought, and so did her husband, Gabriel. There were goosebumps the instant she sat down in the middle of the room and let the robe fall open around her. The two soft mounds rested against her chest, the nipples, chilling a bit in the night air, tightened just slightly into generous buds.


  Malcolm looked at her with an appreciative eye, as he pulled the robe completely away. He was pleased with the lovely naked woman he’d just uncovered, all the more pleased with his inspired choice. He was more than a little surprised that Sydney had agreed to this.


  For this session, Sydney would sit in the straight backed cloth covered chair. The thought of twelve pairs of eyes staring at her sent yet another shiver of erotic arousal through her. Gabriel would be the beneficiary tonight, she thought, as her mind and imagination warmed her body.


  “Thank you for doing this, Sydney, you’ll be as perfect as the model I planned,” Malcolm told her. His natural graciousness put her at ease. 


  Malcolm Eisley was an amazing man. Somewhere in his forties, he had a flamboyant manner, and yet a gentility that was a testament to years spent in Europe studying art. For his age he was a most enticing man, with eyes that sparkled, a warm inviting smile, and a youthful exuberance to his compact body. He moved with such grace, it was hard not to be mesmerized by the charisma he shared with those around him.


  “Should I smile?” Sydney asked.


  “Look natural, comfortable, a little sensuous perhaps,” he suggested. “And remember, don’t be offended by the way you’re rendered, each artist will see something different in your body. Remember, we are experimenters.”


  Sydney thought of that, how she loved to draw with a live model as her subject, feeling the essence of the human spirit transmitted to her in its raw form. Her job was to give it life on canvas. There was a sensuousness about the whole endeavor that was in her blood. It was something that pervaded body, mind, emotions, and everything she was. To experience the beauty of the human body, and put it into a tangible form of art was as natural to her as breathing, as essential as eating food. She couldn’t really explain it, but now, to suddenly pose as the artist’s model, she felt as much the artist as the art itself.


  The exposure was not all that alarming after the first half hour. She was so delighted with the experience, she could have pranced about without a stitch, and not even care—though that possibility did not present itself. This was such a delicious state of freedom, she wanted to leave her clothes aside forever, and walk nude throughout her life. In this tiny place, this small sliver of time, she felt as unfettered as she’d ever been, and only wished it would go on forever.


  Two hours before the twelve pairs of eyes went by much faster that she expected it would. It seemed they were just getting started when it was time to end.


  Seeing Gabriel’s face in the doorway of the art room, just before ten o’clock, shocked her; as it pulled her back to the reality of her own life. 


  As the class finished, and Malcolm dismissed the students after a brief lecture on form versus substance, Sydney dashed to the bathroom and quickly dressed.


  “What the hell are you doing!” Gabriel shouted in his loudest whisper as they walked out of the studio toward their car.


  “Malcolm’s model canceled,” Sydney said evenly. She was a little surprised by Gabriel’s reaction.


  “So you’re eager to step in?”


  “You’re upset?”


  “You’re damn right I am.”


  “That’s really sweet, but this is life drawing, it’s art, not sex,” she informed him. It was probably not a good idea to mention how sexually aroused she was. She’d even planned to begin a little oral sex in the car on the way home, but she opted for a more subdued approach.


  “Sydney, it’s you, naked, in front of a dozen people,” Gabriel replied angrily.


  She smirked at him, gave him a peck on the cheek, and a pat on his bottom as she climbed into the car.


  “I’m serious, Syd,” Gabe said, reading her amusement, as he climbed in the driver’s seat next to her.


  “It’s twenty five dollars,” she informed him.


  “Like a whore!” he snapped back.


  “That’s enough Gabe! It was nothing of the sort.”


  She was about to turn away from him, but decided on a better revenge. Putting her hand between his thighs, she began to rub him lightly. Then reaching in further, she felt his cock rising as she stroked him through his pants.


  “Stop it, Syd,” he said.


  “No,” she replied. She had her fingers at his zipper, drawing it down carefully. “My you dressed fast tonight.” He wasn’t wearing underwear, so she popped the hard cock out seeing the deep purple head as she went down on it with her mouth.


  “How am I suppose to drive?” he protested. 


  “Carefully,” she purred, coming up for a breath. “This has never bothered you before,” she said before she went back to work, massaging the hard shaft with her lips. She ran her tongue over the head, just under the rim, and Gabriel pulled at her to stop.


  “You can have it all when we get home, but I can’t drive now,” he said. He would seem to have forgiven her. She agreed to stop, as long as she could stroke it slowly, while he drove the rest of the way home.


  In the driveway, she refused to let Gabriel out of the car, as her lovely head went down again on his erect penis. He ran his hand through the soft curls on her head, the close cropped mop of ash blonde hair looked rather lovely, the way it moved so sensuously in his lap.


  She used her hands and mouth on his throbbing penis, until he felt the explosion about to take over. A sudden raw surge, a wild gasp of pleasure, and when Sydney’s face appeared to him again, her mouth was bathed with his juice.


  “I bet my modeling made you horny,” she suggested, as she took a Kleenex to wipe away the cum.


  “That doesn’t mean you’re going to do it again,” Gabriel warned, the sexual mood quickly broken.


  “Don’t act so jealous,” Sydney said. “It doesn’t become you.”


  “You are my wife.”


  “I know, and I didn’t fuck a soul tonight. Maybe you should come watch next time. You might have a completely different feeling about it.”


  “Next time!” he said.


  “If there is one.”


  “You didn’t schedule something, did you?”


  “No, but if he asked again, I’d probably say “yes”.”


  “If he asks again, you say “no”!”


  The two argued about it all the way into the apartment, Gabriel slamming the back door behind them once they were inside, just to punctuate his anger.


  Sydney turned to see her husband’s Latin eyes gleaming. He was such a hot headed asshole sometimes, though maybe this was what made him such a hot lover. And it was the lover side of him she wanted most right then. Getting him off didn’t do anything to alleviate the gnawing pain between her legs. Remembering her evening of sitting naked, watched intently by such appreciative eyes, there was suddenly a rush of feeling she couldn’t deny. She didn’t like the fact that she’d have to pacify him to get what she wanted, but she would.


  Sidling up to her husband, Sydney raised her lips to his. She ran her tongue against them, as she pushed her groin into his thigh.


  “I already came,” he reminded her, with a disinterested tone of voice, still nursing his righteous indignation.


  “Yes, but you can’t leave me hanging?”


  “Oh, yes I can,” he told her.


  “Don’t be upset, please, we’ll figure this out. What I really need is you right now.”


  Sydney pulled him toward the bedroom, walking backwards, looking into his deep brown eyes with her most seductive expression beckoning him on. He let her lead him into the bedroom, where she lay back on the bed and began pulling off her clothes.


  “It’s throbbing darling, please.” She crooked her finger at him, a pair of dancing hazel eyes led him closer to her.


  She was spread out and waiting, her pink cunt, just shaved below the tuft of silky hair above, glistened in the dim light that came in through the window. 


  Gabriel teased her, as if he wasn’t going to help her out.


  “We can go on all night, Gabe,” she whispered to him.


  “You think you deserve it?” he asked her.


  “You had a pretty good time in the car didn’t you?” she reminded him. “Just think, there’s a lot more of that.”


  Gabriel hedged a moment more, then crawled up on the bed, and hovered over Sydney’s spread out legs. With a sassy smirk on his face, she knew he was going down between her thighs, and take care of the lush feelings that were waiting to be released. When his mouth descended, he surrounded the swollen bud, flicked is tongue about it, and then settled in with two fingers going inside the dark damp hole.


  “Ah, ah, ah,” the soft moans and whispers ascended into the air. Short gasps of breath gave way to a long ecstatic cry. She churned against his invading hands and tongue, then twisted away when the orgasm made her clit too sensitive to suck.


  “Ah, yes, you wonderful man!” she gasped, as her body relaxed with the wave of feeling that washed from her breasts to her belly, into her thighs and on beyond.


  Seeing the sight of Sydney’s satisfied body, Gabriel crawled up next to her, and rested by her side.


  “Don’t do it anymore, Sydney,” was the first thing he said.


  “That’s all you have to say?” she asked. “You’re being much too sensitive about this. I love you and that’s all that matters. Besides, you can’t tell me it didn’t turn you on.”


  “That’s beside the point. I still don’t want you naked in front of a bunch of ogling eyes”.


  “God, Gabriel, you’re so unimaginative. This could really be fun for both of us, and you’re letting jealousy get in the way.”


  “I don’t want to talk about it anymore. The discussion is closed.” With that, Gabriel’s barrier of silence went up, and Sydney might as well have been talking to a wall to say anything more. 


  The next week, the regular model was back in class, which almost disappointed Sydney. She had thought about her two naked hours many times since that night, and her fingers would find a wet pussy waiting to cum with just a few swift movements. She hadn’t realized what an exhibitionist she was, but the idea of modeling again was a constant thought in her mind.


  Two weeks later, as Sydney was cleaning her brushes after class, Malcolm approached her. He wanted to talk to her, personally. Leading her into his adjacent private office, he motioned for her to sit down. 


  The longer Sydney had taken Malcolm’s classes, the more she’d been attracted to the older man. His lively hawk-like blue eyes, slightly graying hair and expressive mouth were quite hypnotizing, and she was not beyond lusting after men other than Gabriel. She decided early in her marriage that it was silly to shut down her natural female passions just because she had made her vows to Gabriel. She wasn’t going to screw around on him, the thought didn’t even cross her mind; but she could still enjoy the active fantasies in her head. After all these months of working with Malcolm, it didn’t surprise her that she was feeling her body respond to him, even though it was rare for her to find a man his age that held her attention.


  “Sydney, you’re developing into quite a talented artist. Your progression is steady and inspired. It’s really been a delight having you in class.”


  “Why thank you.” This was nothing he hadn’t already told her, but it was nice to have him single her out especially for the compliment.


  “You’re a waitress when you’re not painting?” he refreshed his memory.


  “Yes. I guess I’m one of many artists going after that elusive dream. But I do have to help Gabe with expenses. It wouldn’t be fair otherwise. He does support my art, but … well you know.” She felt kind of funny going into this with a man she didn’t really know, but he did ask.


  “I have a proposition to make that might suit you,” Malcolm said. “It will put you in the art world more hours a day, perhaps give you a little more liberty, and hopefully, I can replace the funds you’d otherwise make at your other job.”


  Sydney was definitely interested in anything that would get her out of the Cafe’s lunch time crowd; the job had once been a lifesaver, but anymore, it was only getting in the way.


  “I’m considering a major project, a series of nudes, male and female. I found a few weeks back that your body had exactly the shape and lines that I’m looking for in my female model. I’d like you to be my subject.”


  “You’re serious.” Sydney looked at the man amazed.


  “Absolutely. And perhaps you’d even gain some satisfaction being the subject of my work.”


  “And what kind of time are you talking about?” she asked.


  “This would require several hours of posing several times a week. The compensation would be generous. I’ve secured a rather fat grant, that I was not expecting, but I’ll gladly spend it. I’d pay the going hourly rate for models, which would be good part time money, I would think, for twenty hours a week?”   


  “It sounds interesting,” Sydney replied cautiously.


  “Then can I count on you, to at least consider it?”


  “Malcolm, I’m floored and flattered, but I have no idea if I could do it.”


  “It is a commitment,” he agreed.


  “How long do you think?”


  “Six months, not less, and it could go on as long as a year. There’ll be more at the beginning, less as things develop, but perhaps it will give you more free time to pursue your own work.”


  “I don’t know what to tell you?” She had to admit her heart was racing, and her sexual juices were pulsing wildly through her.


  “Just tell me yes,” Malcolm insisted.


  “I really should talk to Gabriel about this,” she said, with a look of concern on her face. 


  “Will he object?”


  “I’m afraid so. He wasn’t pleased at all with my posing last time.”


  “Jealousy?”


  “I guess so. It surprised me, but then he’s from a rather traditional background, and I know he thought it was tawdry, especially for his wife.” 


  “Then he doesn’t understand the art world. We’re all tawdry sluts within it,” Malcolm joked.


  Syd laughed. “Yes, I’m afraid that’s exactly what Gabriel thinks.”


  “Perhaps I could talk to him,” Malcolm said.


  “No, if I’m going to do it, I’ll just have to put my foot down and do it.”


  “If it weren’t for Gabriel, would you?”


  “Yes,” she found herself saying so readily, she could hardly believe it.


  “Then I think you should consider what saying “no” would mean.”


  “Oh?”


  “I’m not in a position to advise you on your marriage, but this is a defining kind of thing, don’t you think?”


  “Like, if Gabriel wins on this, what else will he win on?” Sydney said. “I don’t know, these things are hard for him, but I’m deeply in love with Gabe, and we do have some moments … . “ She stopped abruptly.


  She didn’t want to go into this with Malcolm. It was really none of his business, though he’d pretty well defined the problem in a nutshell. She wasn’t in her marriage to have to look out for everything she said and did. She didn’t want to upset Gabriel, but Malcolm’s offer was terrific, both professionally and financially. The only thing that could possibly get in the way was Gabriel’s antiquated idea of women, and she didn’t want to make that a factor in her life. “I’ll give you an answer in a couple of days. It might take a little time to break this to Gabe.”


  “Take all the time you need, I don’t need to get started for a couple of weeks, but once I do, it will be an all out effort.”


  Sydney nodded. There was a very satisfying feeling along with all the sexually arousing ones. This seemed like a piece of a puzzle fitting neatly into place in her life, even if it was fraught with the difficult challenge of bringing her husband’s thinking along with hers.




  Chapter Two


  It took some time to decide just how to break the news of her modeling to Gabriel, but Sydney made plans over the following few days. It wasn’t so much a lot of intricate preparations, as it was getting into a perfectly seductive frame of mind, so that Gabriel would say yes, without so much as a second thought.


  She chose candles, and sensuous music, and his favorite foods, and a seductive teddy to wear. When she wanted a good rousing fuck, it wasn’t unusual for her to ply him with a passionate meal, candlelight, and nothing but a provocative wisp of silk to tease him. She really didn’t have to go to all the trouble, because Gabriel was pretty willing most any time; but she liked the trappings as much as the good hearty sex afterwards. She knew Gabriel liked it too. 


  Gabe was traditional in his thinking about husbands and wives, coming from an extensive and very imposing Italian family; but he had always had a hidden, kinky side that he liked showing off to Syd. So, she showed hers back. Unfortunately, he liked keeping most of it under wraps, behind closed doors, just between the two of them, and on rare occasions.


  As the evening began, Sydney and Gabriel were like lovebirds sitting at the small table by a window, that looked out on the meandering grounds of their apartment complex. Gabriel’s eyes were gleaming lustily as he looked at Sydney’s chest. He watched intently the way her breasts moved when she breathed in and out. He didn’t realize how her simple breathing could seduce him so thoroughly. He loved the way the dark lace of her form fitting teddy covered just enough to make him want get inside the lingerie, as if he’d never seen the flesh beneath it before. 


  Eyeing her husband, Sydney could see he was responding just the way she planned. When he stared at her, she could feel her nipples harden in response, like they might be connected to his mind.


  “You’re making it hard to eat, Syd,” he said, as he tasted a mouthful of the creamy pasta on his plate.


  “That’s the point isn’t it?”


  “You have something special in mind?” he asked.


  “Just you.” She wasn’t about to suggest what other things she had in mind, this would be a slow sumptuous seduction.


  Gabriel’s cock was swelling pleasantly in his pants, just a shade before a full erection. He liked it poised and ready, pulsing every few seconds in anticipation of what would come. Sydney had the most tender sweet smile, her eyes dripped licentious lust, sometimes sparkling with fire. Now they were pure sex, and it was eating him away inside.


  Just as he was finishing his meal, Gabriel watched amazed as his wife slipped easily to the floor, underneath the table. She crawled between his legs, and found the zipper on his pants. He helped her out, wiggling just enough so that she could complete her task: opening his pants to find the penis that had already been pleasing him the way it throbbed against the denim fabric.


  “You hot little wench,” he exclaimed, as he leaned back in the chair, feeling his wife’s mouth begin to suck the head.


  He heard her soft moans coming from under the table. She was such a provocative woman, and technique? Woah, he was finding himself well on his way to one fine orgasm, when he made her pull away. He wanted more than just oral sex. He had every intention of plowing into her juicy cunt and rolling around their bed, and on the floor, and everywhere else they happened to land. 


  Pulling Sydney to her feet, Gabriel held her close to him, and fondled her breasts through the lace teddy. He wanted to rip the thing away and screw her like mad, but he would wait, be subtle, sensuous. She loved long lovemaking, even when they were crawling madly to get off. She always said that holding off made the finale that much more exciting, and he had to agree. It seemed strange to him that his wife was such a naturally accomplished lover, when he thought he should be the expert. He knew she wasn’t all that experienced when he married her, but she caught on easily to what pleased them both, and wasn’t at all shy about anything sexual. 


  At times, he had mixed feelings about her sexual genius, but he certainly wouldn’t tonight. And by the time they got to the couch, he was too far gone to do anything but enjoy.


  Gabriel lay down on his back while Sydney climbed on top. She teased him with her wet pussy, massaging the sensitive head of his penis with gentle in and out strokes. 


  “Oh god, Syd, do that more,” he let her know how much it pleased him. She didn’t have to have any verbal encouragement, it was feeling so good for her, she could go on for hours this way; that is, until her mounting orgasm peaked, and she would glide into her own climax.


  They rocked together cock to cunt for several minutes, Gabriel’s hands exploring her, Sydney’s kisses covering his face. He loved being licked and kissed around his mouth.


  Before long, he couldn’t stand it anymore, and he thrust himself deep into her cunt, and pumped her hard. A hand on either side of her hips, grasped her tightly as he worked her body on top of his.


  “Yeeeeawwwwww!” his scream roared in the air, and as his prick shot into her, she squeezed down hard to milk him dry.


  He remained inside her while he recouped. Still hard, he was certain they’d have another go round before the night was over. Now, Syd was enjoying the moment for herself, the slowing diminishing cock was a gentle lover to her tender places.


  When she finally pulled away and collapsed next to him, Gabriel pressed his fingers to her cunt and began to play, finding the little release spots in the folds of her pussy. One finger pressed just inside where the “G” spot made her shoot with a wild burst of pleasure, and in a few short moments, she was churning with a satisfying climax.


  “Oh, my god, Gabe, that feels so perfect.” She rocked against his hand until all the tingling died away.


  “God, I’m lucky to have you,” Gabriel said.


  She could feel the love, an enveloping peace that made her heart as happy as the rest of her.


  “I know. I’m really good, aren’t I?” she agreed with him. She stroked his chest, pulled his disheveled shirt away, and began to kiss his hard pecs and the tiny male nipples.


  “You still horny?” he asked.


  “Yeah, but I can wait. I have a long long night planned.”


  He held her for some time, thinking that there wasn’t anything more blissful than this. 


  “Gabe, we’ve got something to discuss,” Sydney ventured after a few moments of calm.


  “Oh?”


  “Yeah. And I think it’s going be difficult, but I want you to really consider this seriously. Look at all sides of this before you say anything, and just think about it before you make a decision. Okay?”


  “Sure, what’s up?” There was a trace of caution in his voice.


  “You know I’ve been wanting to have more time to paint. I mean, I have the opportunity to show some paintings next month, if I could get some time away from the Cafe, I’d really be able to finish those, and you never know, I might sell a few more.”


  “Sounds good to me,” Gabriel remarked. “But you’d probably need to quit your job.”


  “I don’t think I can, honey. We have the car payment, and the credit cards, but I could make up the money with another job.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Malcolm Eisley, my art instructor. He wants me to pose for him, and he’ll pay me very well. I’d probably be working half the hours, and make almost as much. It would be a terrific opportunity to get everything I’ve been wanting.”


  “Posing?” he queried.


  “Yeah, posing.”


  “Nude?”


  She took a deep breath. “Yeah, nude.”


  “It’s out of the question.” For a big man, Gabriel popped up from the sofa very rapidly, pushing his wife away at the same time, almost knocking her to the floor.”


  He’d been so supremely peaceful after sex, but it obviously didn’t stick, since his eyes were glaring instantly, and Sydney could read the raging emotion ready to explode. She bristled with the sudden rude turn. At the very least, she expected him to be rational. He stood over her, while she remained slumped against the couch.


  “I forbid you to do it,” he said, with an atypical venom pouring from him.


  “Forbid me?” she blared. She immediately sat up straight and looked him in the eye. “What do you think, you own me?” 


  “You’re my wife, I don’t want you running around acting like a common slut.”


  “Is that what you think of me?” she asked.


  “Sometimes,” he admitted.


  “You don’t mean that?”


  “You’re posing nude? That’s exactly what I’d think!”


  “You fuckin’ asshole!”


  Sydney swept up the lace teddy that had fallen to the floor, and stormed into the bedroom slamming the door behind her.


  An hour later Sydney came out, no less angry that she’d been before; though she knew that not talking wasn’t going to get them anywhere. 


  Unfortunately, Gabriel was no less angry either. She knew right away that she wouldn’t be getting anywhere with him. That was okay, she’d made her decision. Malcolm was right, this was a defining moment in her marriage. Was she going to let Gabriel treat her as chattel all their lives, or was she going to be free to pursue what she wanted to do? She couldn’t see it any other way. He was being unreasonable, and she wouldn’t have it. If he had started out a little more understanding, and hadn’t leveled the nasty judgment at her, she might had gone along with him, but now!


  “I’ve made up my mind,” she announced. Gabriel had picked up the dining room, and was doing the dishes in the kitchen, his task punctuated by a stormy cold silence.


  “So.” He barely looked at her.


  “I’m going to do it.”


  He stopped in his tracks as if he really didn’t expect that answer. But once he’d gotten it, he was clear about what he would say.


  “That’s fine,” he answered coldly. “You do that, and I’ll be moving out.”


  “You’ll what?”


  “You heard me.”


  “That’s ridiculous.”


  “I’m not going to have my wife parading her body for god knows who, even if it’s in the interests of art.”


  “Gabriel, this is the human body, it’s not sex and it’s not lust, it’s just the rendering of form and grace and exquisite line.”


  “Well it will have to be someone else’s exquisite line, not yours!”


  “But it will be mine. You’re being irrational and idiotic, and I’m not going to let you get away with it.”


  “You’re putting this all on me. You didn’t want my opinion, you just wanted to butter me up with your nasty hot sex, and then you expected me to agree to anything you wanted. Well go ahead and pose for the entire world, Sydney, but don’t expect me to be here to get you off when you get horny, because I won’t stay.”


  “You’d really break up our marriage over this?” she asked dumbfounded.


  “You’d really challenge our marriage just to make this stupid point?”


  “It’s not stupid. It’s about being true to myself, about my personal freedom. I’m not going screw around, I don’t want that. But I don’t want you imposing this authoritarian crap on me like you were my master.”


  “You can have all the personal freedom you want, do whatever you like. But it’s not the way I want my marriage.”


  “Well, if you’re going to be so backward and narrow minded, I’m not sure I want you for a husband,” she barked.


  “Well good. That pretty much settles it.”


  There was a lump the size of a grapefruit in her stomach, another in her throat, and it felt like the whole world was crashing down around her. She loved Gabriel, the gentle, generous, passionate creative man, but she hated this attitude of his. And what was worse was the underlying feeling that he never had, and never would approve of her sexual appetites. Sure he liked the sex, but as strange as it seemed, she often thought he found her too loose. In the back of his mind, he seemed to have this feeling that she was just too sexual to be a good wife. Damn him! Damn him! Damn him!




  Chapter Three


  Sydney came home from the cafe a week later, to see Gabriel moving the last of his belongings out of the apartment. He’d left the night of the big fight, after he’d meticulously finished cleaning the kitchen. It wasn’t until several days later that he returned to get his things. She thought maybe he was waiting for her to give in, and decide not to do the modeling, but she remained firm. 


  For her part, Sydney had hoped he’d just cool down, discuss things with his more level headed friends, and he did have more level headed friends. But apparently he was not going to budge. 


  It seemed so sad that it came to this, but Sydney couldn’t see any other choice. Every compromise she tried on in her mind, just fell apart, with her giving up her liberty over some relatively inconsequential sexual matter, that wasn’t even sexual as far as she could see it. After all, she wasn’t posing for a men’s magazine, or doing erotic dancing, or even posing for another group of art students. This was just a little nudity in an artist’s studio, with no one but she, and Malcolm, and the other models he might be using.


  It was far more likely she’d get hit on by the customers at the Cafe, than she would standing naked for hours in Malcolm’s studio.


  “You really have to leave?” she asked, as Gabriel picked up what appeared to be his final box of things.


  “Are you changing your mind?” he asked.


  “No,” she confessed.


  “Then I’m gone.”


  She sighed heavily. There were so many things she’d wanted to say to him. But over the last week she’d already said a lot. They’d fought more every time he returned to get more clothing, and she was too weary from the battle to go into it again. She was sure he was too.


  “Well, just remember, Gabe, I don’t want you to go.”


  “Maybe so. But it sure looks that way to me.”


  Seeing her husband walk out the door, she wasn’t certain that they could ever agree on anything again. Then again, maybe they’d never agreed on the really important things. Perhaps it was better that this happened before they’d made the commitment of children, and more years that would have made a breakup harder still. It didn’t seem right, not when there was so much love, but there was no arrangement that seemed right to her. Gabriel was an impossibility in her life, an enigma, a mystery, a perplexing rogue, like one of those silly Christmas puzzles that you try all day long to solve, and never get anywhere.


  Sydney didn’t have much time to think about her nagging woes. Just after Gabriel left the apartment, the phone rang. It was Malcolm wanting to start his work that night. Early yes, but he now had a deadline, six months until the work needed to be done, and he couldn’t waste any more time getting ready if he was going to do it.


  Even as her life was turning into a bizarre drama, she agreed to meet with the artist that night, regardless of what happened with Gabe. As it turned out, it was just as well. With Gabriel gone for good, there was nothing to keep her home. Wandering around the near empty apartment would only make her sadness more acute. It would be a grand mistake.


  Pushing back her tears, Sydney changed into jeans and T-shirt. As she dressed for the evening, it seemed a little funny doing no more with her body. Malcolm told her no make-up, no special hairdo. He wanted her as natural as possible. He’d be treating her body as his art project, doing with it what he liked. Strange to feel a little like clay, flexible and unfixed, though it was an appropriate metaphor for her life. 


  “It’s for the best,” she reiterated silently over and over again, as she quickly locked the apartment door, and raced off to the Eisley Studio.




  Chapter Four


  “Stand here,” he said. His warm tones were very businesslike. He was being the artist at work, not the mentor/instructor. It was a different side of the man than she was used to seeing. She was a little taken aback at first, that she was just a body, just a simple nude female body that he would move about and pose and play with, as it suited his fancy. It was all detached, and not nearly as provocative as that night in the art institute. Malcolm was a perfectionist, everything would have to be just so.


  However, when he pulled her from one position to another, and posed her with his “hands on” style, she couldn’t help but wonder what would happen if he were to slip, just a little, fingers touching her pubic mound, or brushing against her breast. Her arousal would mount then.


  Putting her sexual thoughts aside, it was probably better keeping things strictly professional. It made it easier dealing with the dam of emotions that was threatening to break loose all around her. In the gentle quiet of the studio, with some soft classical music playing in the background, the peace seemed to put a tight lid on the impending flood. She knew she’d eventually burst. But she could save it until later, when she was home, able to face “home” again, without Gabriel there.


  Now, the quiet gave her a moment to reflect and gain some perspective; the posing allowed her time to create some response to the horror of her real life. Maybe she could just accept this separation from Gabriel and know it was right, that it was the way it should be. Perhaps, she and Gabriel didn’t belong together. Perhaps.


  For two hours Sydney was the centerpiece of Malcolm’s work. He moved her into a variety of positions, standing, sitting, reclining. Naked as a babe, she posed at all his odd angles. Many times the most private places of her body were exposed for his eyes, and yet the seductive vibrant man was too busy to view it sexually. And yes, his hands did graze those sensitive private places on occasion, causing Sydney to jolt, more on the inside than the outside. But the professional distance remained, which kept a host of feelings from getting away from her. 


  Malcolm sketched her posed body a dozen times, gliding his charcoal over the paper with a practiced ease. “Beautiful!” “Perfect!” “Ah, just right!” The enthusiastic exclamations rattled off his lips. He was totally self-absorbed and fixated on her, but only on the most basic physical level.


  By the end of the second hour, Sydney was exhausted. She hadn’t thought she would feel so weary, but the weight of reality suddenly bore down on her with crushing clarity.


  “Here, my dear,” Malcolm said, throwing a robe her way. “You need a break. You can grab some juice in the fridge,” he said, pointing to the small kitchen in the corner of the room.


  Sydney dragged herself from the platform, and found that a tall glass of orange juice did indeed refresh her body, if not her spirit.


  “Do you suppose you can go another hour, or are you too tired? Be truthful.” It was nearly ten o’clock.


  For the first time that night, Malcolm let down the professional self-absorbed persona, and became the friendly instructor Sydney knew from her classes. Just that small change in attitude hit her with quite a force.


  “Oh, I don’t think I can go on,” she told him. She was trying to hold back tears, but it was quickly obvious that it wouldn’t happen. “In fact, I need to go,” she said, trying to rise from the couch where she was sitting. 


  He pushed her down with a firm hand. “I don’t think so,” he countered. “What’s going on?” Seeing her unexpected distress, his concern was almost fatherly. That, by itself, seemed to be the piece that loosened the floodgates of Sydney’s emotion, as tears began to spill down her cheeks, and she buried her face in a towel she’d been holding in her lap.


  Malcolm sat down beside her with a reassuring hand on her back, and let her cry. Not asking questions, or saying a word, he comforted her with just the palm of his hand, and the kindness behind it.


  “I’m sorry,” she finally said, when the tears were finally subsiding.


  “Is this about the modeling?” he asked.


  “No, well yes, sort of,” she replied, only adding to Malcolm’s confusion.


  “Have I been too demanding?” he asked.


  “No, that’s not it. It’s just that my husband Gabriel left me.”


  “Left you? When?”


  “He finished moving out tonight, before I came here.”


  “Good god, why the hell are you here!”


  “Oh sure, stay at home in an empty apartment!” she exclaimed sarcastically. “I thought this was much preferable.”


  “This break up isn’t over posing for me, is it?”


  “Well, sort of.” She was hesitant to admit it.


  “That blithering idiot!” Malcolm exclaimed, with a burst of energy that surprised Sydney for the nasty twist it put in Malcolm’s voice. She’d never heard him talk that way.


  “Malcolm, it’s not just that. It’s more about those defining things in a relationship you mentioned a few weeks back. Neither of us could compromise, so here I am … “


  “I’m sorry to hear this,” he said. He wouldn’t try to talk her out of her decision to pose for him, since he could hardly support Gabriel’s narrow-mindedness. Malcolm Eisley had been a libertine more years than he could remember. To him, anything less wasn’t living. Sydney would learn her lesson now, and be better off. He was sure of that, even though it was hard to see her immediate suffering.


  He put his arm around her waist and held her, just for comfort. Yet even though he was just planning to soothe her, it was hard not to be aware of her vibrant body, literally pulsing with a fine passionate energy. All the poking and moving her about that night may have been for an artistic purpose, but he was not as oblivious to the sexual possibilities as it might appear.


  “You’re going to make a classically fine model, Sydney,” he said, gently brushing away a lock of ash blonde hair that had fallen in her eyes.


  “Thank you. And thank you for letting me get this off my chest.” 


  There was a prickly aliveness between them, that seemed only to grow the longer they remained so physically close. All Sydney’s instincts told her it was sexual, but she didn’t want to believe that.


  The fact remained, Malcolm Eisley was a sexual man twenty four hours a day. And while the overt heat of sexual arousal had been squelched while the creator in him worked with his model, the heat was now out, open, and flowing toward her, in one crude burst of intensity.


  Sydney’s energy was the same. All emotions aside, she was horny. Her pussy pulsed, as indecent thoughts about the artist made her even more aroused. 


  The juxtaposition of the highly charged man and woman needed just one simple sexual advance to ignite the coupling. It seemed like one of those fated things in movies, where two heads collide, or two bodies suddenly share an intimate space at just the right time, and there’s nothing but fate there to propel them forward. But the tiny accident of place and time didn’t happen involuntarily. It came more directly, not with a potent silence, but with a direct proposition.


  “Make love to me,” Sydney said, as she looked Malcolm eye to eye. Her words were clear and strong and certain.


  Malcolm looked at his model’s tear stained face with caution.


  “Make love to me, Malcolm,” she repeated. “I don’t think I could bear this night without a man’s hands on me. I couldn’t sleep in my bed alone.”


  Malcolm knew she was vulnerable to him, but he didn’t expect she’d regret her bold choice. If this was what she wanted, it was what she would have. 


  Not saying a word, he laid her back on the reclining couch, watching the robe as it fell open just slightly. He’d viewed her naked body all night, but now that sumptuous flesh peeking through the robe was far more stimulating. Each small tug on the giving fabric revealed another view of her breasts, and another hint of her cunt below. He could think of nothing so sweet as to have so effortlessly seduced her. What an uncomplicated woman she was, knowing what she needed.


  Malcolm’s mind was rapidly designing a robust screw, since he’d hardly had to design the seduction at all. From the outset of his project, he figured that before their association was over, husband or not, they’d have to get to bed; but so freely and so soon? It was a delectable feast waiting for him. Perhaps he’d get to enjoy this model all through the long painting sessions.


  Seeing her offered breasts inviting him further, Malcolm pushed the robe away altogether, and took the soft mounds in his hands. He fondled them with a gentle, though certain hand. Her small nipples were quickly made large with a few brisk pinches, that turned them readily into tight buds. He leaned in and kissed them, then took them in his teeth and toyed with her, pretending he would bite them.


  “Ah yes, oh god,” she whispered her accord.


  “These are so lovely,” he said, as his mouth began an attentive journey around the white flesh. While his hands continued to play with her breasts, he moved his mouth down to her pussy, where it was wet and warm, and a succulent sweet juice flowed so it stuck to the inside of her thighs, and made the pink folds shine.


  Sydney hadn’t made love to anyone but Gabriel for three years, one year when they were dating, and two when they were married. Marriage had really been a concession to his conservative family, though she’d thought it would work out okay, thinking that Gabriel could easily be all the man she’d ever need. Now, she needed Malcolm, not so much for a deep intimate relationship, as for what he could give her in sexual pleasure and emotional comfort. It would be a moment to put aside all the wretched things that had happened that appalling week, and bask in pure raw physical gratification.


  He didn’t appear to be a particularly inventive lover, at least not at first. Though when his cock entered her early on, she was well aroused, just as he was. A quick climax was not altogether a bad thing. After all, there was so much built up passion that had to go somewhere. He was tender and efficient, taking his time with his cock in her cunt. She squirmed easily beneath him, since he held himself above her. She even played with her clitoris, until she was ready to come.


  When he orgasmed it was three strong quick jerks, and a lovely swoon of pleasured sound. Sydney followed quickly after, her body bucking madly as she tried to feel every blessed feeling, every sharp burst of sensation, and especially, every wild horribly nasty thought of pure lust that was barreling through her mind, and making her body into the rebellious haven of wanton appetite.


  She liked being this wicked, liked the fact that she’d taken another man the very day her husband had moved out. It was a fine fine revenge, and she planned to make it stick, at least for the moment. Malcolm was a perfect lover for her. She suspected that he would only want one thing from her, and that was what they were enjoying now. She wouldn’t want to give him everything else, and she wouldn’t have to.


  The two were reclining together on the couch, recouping from the screw. It was a most satisfying ending to too much excess need, though Sydney couldn’t help a small wave of guilt that passed through her as the reality sank in. 


  “Oh, my god, what have I done?” were the first words she spoke.


  “Enjoyed yourself,” Malcolm replied. 


  “But isn’t this pretty sordid, my first real day of separation?”


  “What difference does that make?” Malcolm asked her. “You’re trying to be too conventional for your own good.” 


  “Too conventional?”


  He had his fingers on her wet pussy, playing with her clitoris with hands so skilled, she was certain another orgasm would quickly mount. Still, she tried to pay attention to the conversation. 


  “You were trying to bury yourself in a traditional marriage. Face it, Sydney, you were just biding your time before something like this would happen.”


  “You really believe that?”


  “I don’t try to tell people what they’re about, but Sydney you’re not a stay-at-home wife. You’re not the regular sort of woman who should allow a man to confine her. I didn’t say you couldn’t make marriage work, but you have to have the right terms, and the right man.”


  “And you think it’s not Gabriel.”


  “I don’t know your Gabriel. But he’s a hell of a crazy asshole for leaving your bed.” He kissed her on the ear, his lips giving it a gentle tug.


  “But if he can’t accept what I am, then we’re both better off, don’t you think?” 


  “That’s exactly what I mean,” Malcolm said.


  It made sense to Sydney, though her heart wasn’t all that convinced. A thousands regrets were making her wonder if Gabe wasn’t right about her loose morals.


  “Don’t torture yourself,” Malcolm said, as he raised up on his arm, and looked down at her. “We’ll have a fine time together pursuing this lusty body of yours.” He played with her cunt, several fingers going into her soppy wet cavern, only adding to the mounting sensations that he’d already started there. “I don’t even think you know the woman inside this body of yours. It’s why I choose you for a model, there’s a inferno here. You’ll see it in the paintings.” He pushed his fingers in and out in a vigorous fuck, as she lay back listening to his words, and allowing the action of his hand to make her orgasmic again. “A storm, my darling, something rampant and savage. You don’t even know the kind of woman that you are here.”


  He withdrew his hand from inside, and grabbed her cunt firmly. He shook it with a hearty fervor, as she moved against it, thinking everything he said was so right, and real, and why did she have to go through all this pain to find the pleasure she needed? 


  She tried not to remember Gabriel, though he was never far from her thoughts. At the very back of her mind, he stood with judgmental eyes, but a lusting heart, waiting to get inside her brain, where she believed he still belonged. Sydney wasn’t ready yet to think about him, first she had to have more of this revenge, and a little freedom. A lot of freedom perhaps. She needed not to think of anything but this little haven of pure sex.


  Why this was so important, she wasn’t certain. But this was the way the winds blew, and she was following their silent lead.                                                                                                           




  Chapter Five 


  “Hi!” Sydney said with a lush mellow voice, entering the studio with a delightful smile on her face. She put her things down and gave Malcolm a warm hug. Pressing her lips against his, she already felt a welcome surge of desire running through her.


  Malcolm looked at his model surprised by her unexpected exuberance, and her assertive sexual overture.


  “So happy?” he remarked. He hadn’t seen Sydney looking so cheerful in the ten days she’d been posing for him, though he didn’t quite trust the emotion. 


  “I woke this morning and decided to stop being so morose. My life, except for one piece is going really well. I have a very attentive lover …” she was kissing him again softly on the lips, “and … she backed away her eyes sparkling, “I sold a painting!”


  “Ah, no wonder you’re so elated. Shall we celebrate now?” Malcolm asked her.


  “What did you have in mind?” she said, making sure he didn’t miss the seductive movement of her body.


  When Sydney was like this, she was a very enchanting lover; when she was obsessing on her impossible husband, she was too dull for Malcolm’s hedonistic sensibilities. That she mooned over Gabriel at all was more than Malcolm could tolerate; but like most women, she was going to moon over him until she’d finally freed herself from his confining grasp. He hated the way men like Gabriel squeezed the life out of the really spectacular females, turning them into shrill sounding bitches or whining brats. Sydney wasn’t that bad yet, but he suspected she would be before long.


  “How about I pour us a little champagne, relax you a little so we can work. While it’s having an effect, we’ll look at my sketches for a minute?”


  “Sounds good to me,” she said.


  “So what painting did you sell?” he asked, as he padded off to the kitchenette on the other side of the one room studio.


  “One I did of Gabriel,” she said, knowing right off that Malcolm wouldn’t really be interested in it, and just as she expected, he didn’t respond.


  Returning with two glasses, and a bottle of some very dry champagne, Malcolm pulled out the sketches that had been keeping the both of them busy for days now. Sydney had seen none of the work so far, Malcolm Eisley carefully hiding it all away, as if he was working on some top secret government project. 


  He shuffled through several sketches of Sydney’s nude body, posed in a dozen different ways; then suddenly pulled one out, and put it on top of all the others. “This is my favorite,” he said proudly.


  Sydney jolted instantly seeing the image of herself jumping from the paper in such startling fashion, she was astonished. On the surface, the sketch seemed like the oddest choice for him to pursue with a bigger than life-size canvas; but its power superseded its initially restrained seductiveness. If it affected her so profoundly, certainly it would do the same for other people.


  What was remarkable at first was that it didn’t even seem to be of her at all; though she clearly recognized her body, her hair and her face, things very common to her. She remembered how awkward the pose had been. Malcolm had her lying on her stomach with her arms underneath her, one leg crooked just slightly, her face looking toward the artist with what turned out to be a bemused expression. In this position, she was closed in on herself, and looking very much like she was privately playing with her pussy.


  There was little compromising exposure of her private body. Her ass with the rear mounds slightly parted had a most erotic quality. But there was nothing else showing, not her breasts, or her pussy, not even a hint of a nipple. The position didn’t allow it. And still, the pose for what it didn’t say was as alluring as a full frontal nude in some cheesecake posture. Beyond the physical aspects of the sketch, it was the expression on her face that was most provocative. Sadness first, and a sly sexual tease that turned her into the kind of woman men run to, if only to use, before they destroy. And yet, there was a knowingness in her face, a wisdom that this woman’s tantalizing sexuality would triumph over everything, even the attempts of men to unmake her. 


  “Is this how I really look?” she asked.


  “What do you think of yourself?” Malcolm asked.


  “You know, I think I’ve felt that way, but it’s not something I thought would be so obvious that you could put in on canvas.”


  “I thought you’d like it,” Malcolm said.


  “I’m not sure I do,” she exclaimed. The picture made her unreasonably nervous, more exposed than she’d ever feel if it had been her breasts and cunt splayed for the world.


  “Why’s that?” Malcolm asked.


  “It’s so vulnerable.”


  “You’ve been vulnerable. And I’ve been painting what I see. Are you unhappy with it?” he asked.


  She wondered why he cared. “No. But I had no idea you had so much intention to arouse. Almost looks like I’m playing with myself,” she tried joking. 


  “Were you?” Malcolm asked, a lewd twinkle in his blue eyes.


  She didn’t need to think back to that second day in the studio to remember. “A little,” she admitted.


  Malcolm put the sketch aside, then laid a hand on Sydney’s cotton covered crotch.


  “So tell me again about the painting you sold?” he said very softly, as he looked into her eyes, and began playing with her pubis mound. Her body responded; she wanted to go to bed with him. That was easy in the studio with three beds available, one a reclining couch; there was always ready opportunity. In ten days, she’d modeled for him six times, making love each time. The guarded eroticism of the first session, no longer existed, it was out in the open, all the lust swimming at the surface of every interaction, every touch, and talk, and every time their eyes met.


  Sometimes Sydney thought Malcolm could read her mind. He’d studied her body so thoroughly, that he’d gone beyond his knowledge of her breasts and nipples, and the smooth body curves, to the way everything about her changed depending on her mood. His intuition about her was acute. It was amazing and alarming at the same time. She was certain that the artist knew her better than her own husband did, and she was beginning to wonder if he knew her better than she knew herself. What he’d put into that odd sketch, what he’d read in her heart and body made her afraid of him, and his power over her.


  For all her thoughts Sydney didn’t answer Malcolm’s question about her sold painting right away, until she snapped to, realizing that Malcolm was waiting for her reply, even if the waiting was taken up with stroking the place between her legs that was growing damper each moment.


  “It was the study I did of Gabriel’s face,” she replied, nervously. Saying her husband’s name was awkward for her, if not for Malcolm.


  The artist dismissed Gabriel readily without even a small twinge, certainly he had no guilt feelings over quickly bedding another man’s wife. If Gabe wasn’t man enough to keep her faithful, it wasn’t his problem.


  “That is a fine work,” he acknowledged. “Captured your husband’s spirit and his frailty. I’m not surprised it sold, there’s a lot of depth there, a lot of that simmering stuff that your husband manages to do well. The painting is probably better out of your life.”


  Sydney wasn’t sure of that. This particular painting of Gabe was one of four she’d done of him. And it was clearly the best, or at the very least, her favorite. 


  Malcolm’s gentle massage of her pubis continued until he pushed Sydney to her feet, and positioned her in front of him. His hands on either side of her waist pushed down on the waistband of her pants until the garment was at her knees.


  “Just stay were you are, don’t move,” he told her. He looked at the center of her sexuality with a degree of admiration, before his face descended on her crotch flicking at the clitoris he revealed when he parted her labia.


  She was whimpering a soft, “oh god,” and a dozen plaintive “ahs”, moving against this mouth as eagerly as Malcolm was lapping at her musky purple-pink flesh. “Oh, Malcolm, no!” she exclaimed, a weary cry from her heart taking charge. Not a protest, the exclamation was a cry for mercy. She hadn’t realized how much she needed this. Too much rawness all at once, too much tension and personal pain on the verge of breaking her. She’d suppressed a lot in the last few days. And cumming, she exploded like lightening, the sudden orgasmic release like releasing a champagne cork, the over flowing liquid desire expelled so she could settle down inside herself for a little peace. She collapsed into her lover, the two falling back on the couch in each other’s arms.


  “I didn’t trust that happy facade of yours, Sydney,” Malcolm informed her. “It was a little false. You work better when you’re not so pent-up.” He held her in his arms for a few minutes while she caught her breath. The tone of his voice was clearly parental and condescending, though Sydney wasn’t offended. She should be glad that he recognized her need, when recently she’d been having a difficult time doing so herself.


  “You’re not going to have a little fun?” she asked, as she played with his crotch. She was fully prepared to go down on him, and was about to make the quick journey.


  “I’ll wait,” he interrupted her. “We have a lot to do tonight. Take off your clothes so I can see you.” He pulled away from her, off of the couch, and stood over her, waiting.


  Sydney smiled. She had lightened a little, and yes it was a fake kind of happiness in her voice when she arrived; though now, there was a genuine contentment, even if she couldn’t describe it as ebullient happiness. 


  “I’d think you’d know every square inch of me by now,” she suggested. 


  “Ah! But every time I see you, I see so much more.” He was suddenly authoritative and business-like and not at all patient with her. He watched as she finished disrobing, which meant pulling off the half-mast stretch pants, and removing her white T-shirt.


  He inspected her reclining body for a few minutes. Sydney had no idea what he was thinking in his self-absorbed musing, he’d detached himself from her. At least that’s how it felt, the intimacy they’d shared disappearing. To have him wholly dispassionate without the sexual intimacy would make the sessions unbearable. He made her human when they made love, she was just a used body otherwise. It was a trick that he’d played on her. Perhaps he didn’t know it would be that way, but she suspected that he did. She was hardly his first nude model.


  “You’re going to love the sessions with Tomas,” Malcolm said, turning to his easel.


  “When’s he joining us?” she asked.


  “Probably next week.”


  “Can I sneak a peek at your thoughts?” she asked. 


  “About what?”


  “We’re posing together?”


  “Of course. Love scenes.”


  “You mean we’ll be touching?”


  The absentmindedness of his replies were abruptly ended. He peered around the easel at her, while he was mixing color. “Yes. You’ll be touching intimately.” Malcolm informed her. “Tasteful, but intended to be provocative.” Sydney got the feeling that he said this to shock her.


  Funny how she’d thought of this as innocent modeling when the project began; she’d assured Gabriel that it was. But no, there was nothing innocent about it, except her childlike naiveté, believing Malcolm. If Gabriel knew about Tomas, she’d have divorce papers in her hands in hours.


  As Sydney prepared herself to pose, she pondered the odd circumstances that had changed her life so much over the past weeks. She was beginning to wonder if she was compromising everything in her life to make this statement of personal freedom. Did she have any morals left at all? Then again, maybe the whole thing with Tomas would end up perfectly innocuous. She almost laughed aloud at that thought, except that Malcolm was in the midst of a serious task, and he might be pissed if she broke out in giggles. Tomas … even his name sounded erotic. He would have to be handsome. His body would undoubtedly conform to masculine perfection, at least the perfection in Malcolm’s eye. Which could mean he was not classically beautiful, just stunning to an artistic eye.


  “I want you to position yourself in the same pose of that sketch we reviewed,” Malcolm told her. “Don’t worry about being exact, I’ll take care of that. And stay relaxed as you are now. Another gulp of champagne if you like. I want you tranquil, you think you can handle that?”


  “You’re terribly demanding, Malcolm,” she joked. He didn’t joke much, especially when he was working, but she was trying it anyway, just to break the tension.


  “That I am,” he agreed. “Now be a love and get ready for me.”


  If he only knew how her brain was rampant with thoughts, even when her body was placid and immobile. Recreating the position he wanted took some effort, not physically as much as psychologically. With all the feelings about that pose having surfaced, being conscious of them made them more apparent. Closing in on herself with her hands under her body … thinking of her ass prominently exposed as the erotic centerpiece … the secret wondering … guessing what those hands were doing, so obviously arranged at her cunt … and the facial expression, humble, vulnerable, enduring and triumphant, all in the same turn of the lip and gaze of the eye. Maybe today, she’d be a completely different person on the sketch pad, and all that something she exuded a week ago would be gone.


  The two spent the remainder of the evening artist and model, and nothing more. After having relinquished to him sexually every other time they’d worked together, Sydney was surprised when he didn’t want to make love when they were finished.


  She pulled up on the couch after he announced the session was over, and waited for him to come to her. Her body was tuned to the possibility. The earlier orgasm was long gone in her mind, another fresh arousal was waiting for some relief. She watched him wipe his hands, and move toward her with a grace that was classic Malcolm. His smile was delightful. 


  “How about a short session tomorrow morning? I want to catch you in the early light. Then later, we’ll go out to dinner.”


  She looked at him startled.


  “You need a break,” he explained. 


  “Sure,” Sydney replied. As she reached for her clothes.


  “And if you’re up for a longer night, the Springsong Gallery is having a reception. I have a few pieces hanging there, I’d like to see. We’ll take in a little art talk?”


  “Okay. Sure,” Sydney cautiously agreed. “But … “ she eyed him with sensuous teasing eyes, expecting he’d want to make love before she left.


  “Not now, Syd, we’ll do something really inventive tomorrow.”


  “Oh?”


  Malcolm didn’t explain further.


  For Sydney, going out on a date with Malcolm turned a casual affair into an official one, making a major statement about her sexual and marital status—though nothing was really written in stone, and everything could change in a hairsbreadth.




  Chapter Six


  They were in the middle of the small elegant gallery; Springsong was the best in the area. Sydney would die for one of her works to be hanging on its walls. Malcolm had a wall all his own, which was impressive; and in Sydney’s mind his were the only pieces that mattered.


  “Yes, she’s my model for the project,” Malcolm told the several people chatting in their group.


  Sydney was blushing at the remark, and she never blushed.


  “You really made a coup getting that grant money for your scandalous art.” It was an effervescent man speaking, his eyes shifting from Malcolm to Sydney’s body and back to Malcolm again.


  “It’s art,” Malcolm said simply.


  There were six pairs of eyes disrobing her, six mouths watering at the sight of her in tight fitting lycra.


  She felt manipulated. Malcolm had walked into her apartment that evening, nixed her choice of clothes immediately, and pulled the purple dress from the closet, insisting she wear it. She’d only worn it for Gabriel once, and she felt it a little crass for a semi-formal reception. She recoiled, especially because she sensed the set up right away, even though at first, acting the part of a vamp wasn’t necessarily unappealing. Her reasoning for agreeing to the dress: if she was going to be a single woman, there was no reason not to act like one. After all, she hadn’t heard a blessed thing from Gabriel in nearly three weeks. If he was cooling off, he’d be cold as an iceberg by now. 


  But, standing beside Malcolm in the bright lights of this fancy reception, her presence in the purple dress was altogether different than she anticipated.


  “So, when do you unveil your monument to carnal ecstasy?” another interested patron questioned Malcolm.


  “Three months, maybe four,” he told the group. “I’m only half way through preliminary sketches. I still have the male figure to introduce into the work.”


  “Well, you’ve picked the perfect female model.” It was a woman talking this time, gushing actually, as the brunette stared right at Sydney’s breasts, and the distinct nipples poking through the fabric of her dress.


  ***


  “Like a piece of meat!” Sydney blared out, when Malcolm sat down in the driver’s seat of his Mercedes, next to her. He was parked just outside the Springsong gallery, about ready to start the car, when she roared.


  “What?” He was surprised by an obvious attack.


  Her eyes were flashing, unlike Malcolm had ever seen.


  “You heard me,” she retorted.


  “You felt like a piece of meat?” he repeated back.


  “You arranged it that way, picking out this dress, showing up at the gallery with me on your arm, like some Playboy bunny.”


  “Feminist inclinations, all of a sudden?” Malcolm asked. Settling himself down, he was a little perturbed by the outburst, but also amused.


  “You totally derailed me with this. Why didn’t you mention to them that I was an artist, one of your students, not just your model. And the insinuations about our love affair were totally uncalled for. I’m still a married woman, and I’m too raw to have you advertising our liaison, as if our affair is just part of the package that your great grant money is paying for.” She could see he was about ready to chuckle. “And don’t tell me I look great when I’m pissed. I’ve already heard that from my almost ex-husband, and I don’t need you patronizing me.”


  “Would I?” he asked.


  “You’re a bastard, a fucking weasel.”


  Malcolm looked at her slightly shocked by the accusation. “Damn! I can’t remember when I’ve been called anything so horrible,” he exclaimed.


  Sydney took a deep breath. Suddenly everything seemed so silly to her. At least this evening put the relationship with Malcolm in its proper light. As tantalizing as it was, it was certainly not love, and she wasn’t even sure if it was respect. Just sex.


  “I haven’t called any one a weasel in years,” she conceded, trying to cool down.


  “So you think I set you up, dressing you the way I did?”


  “Didn’t you?”


  “I’m guilty, can I help it if I want a little free advertising for this work. Free press is hard to get, Sydney. You’ll realize that the more you market your art.”


  “You could have been honest about it, Malcolm.” She was still seething, but much less noticeably. I don’t like being used. If I consent to being used, fine. But I’m not some little vixen you can parade in front of your audiences as a provocative tease. I felt like some poster girl for a topless bar. I thought this work of yours was supposed to be more thoughtful than simple pornography.”


  “They’re nudes. Nudes are sexy, comes with the territory.”


  “Can’t we call them erotic? Sensual maybe? It sounds much better to me.”


  “I suppose that’s the way they’ll end up being billed; but the fact is, there’s no difference between sexy and erotic, and let’s not pretend there is. I don’t think there’s really any difference between what is passed off as pornography and what lofty artists call art.”


  “I don’t agree,” she protested, finally turning to him to press her point. “How can you say that?”


  “Easily. Because I believe it. A little radical maybe, but I really don’t see any difference. A cheap pin-up is as much art to me as these paintings I’m doing of you.”


  “Really?” Sydney was astonished.


  “It’s just a different form. I’m not saying that my painting isn’t something special, that it doesn’t capture a lot more than the glossy photograph, but I’m not going to diminish the glossy photograph. That judges. I don’t judge art worthy or unworthy. Good god!. When you can pass toilets and vacuum cleaners off as art these days, who’s to say what’s good and bad? Better just to forget the judgments completely.”


  “So you think of these paintings of me as pornographic?” she asked, testing the word out. It seemed so crude.


  “People are going to call it want they want, depending on their point of view. I intend for them to be arousing, erotic, sexual, sensuous. It’s the same, pornographic is as good a word as any. Besides, all those words are in the mind of the beholder. People who try to pass off nudes as some statement of beautiful form and nothing more, are denying the reality of what’s there. And what’s there are naked human bodies, and that’s erotic, a sexual turn on, whatever you want to call it. Let’s not disguise that. I want to arouse passion and lust and make cocks jolt and pussies dampen looking at your body. And they will, believe me.”


  Sydney was too stunned to say a word.


  “It’s my intent, Sydney. I don’t think I ever disguised that fact. For some people it may be subtle, for others rather bold, that’s for the viewer to see. But I’m not trying to paint some holy, elevated rendering of human flesh, and take the obvious passion away from it. The world is far too uptight about sex in the first place. They need sexual honesty, not sexual confusion. I’d rather give people some real enlightenment.” 


  If nothing else, Malcolm was passionate about the topic, the way Sydney could see his eyes light with daggers and change in a second to wise, and then peer at her almost obsessed with the heat of anger coming through. His arms gesticulated as wildly as they could in the close confines of his sedan. The lecture was reminiscent of some of his classroom diatribes, though, this was much more personal.


  “Tell me, Sydney, when you see Rodin’s The Kiss, do you think it’s some kind of pure art, or are you aroused?”


  She thought for while about a piece she dearly loved. “When I study it, I mean really look at it, it becomes erotic.”


  “And why’s that?” Malcolm probed.


  “Because it’s there in the kiss, in the bodies, in their passion, even though it’s cast in bronze.”


  “There’s something totally open and intimate shared there, and communicated in that sculpture,” Malcolm went on. “It’s art and it’s sexual, and it’s the way it should be. I don’t have much grand purpose in my life. But if I can make people a little more honest with themselves about their sexuality, then perhaps I do have one.”


  Malcolm was an excellent teacher, a fine artist, a very accomplished lover, and now, a surprising philosopher. Sydney wasn’t sure it made her admire him more or not, but she certainly wasn’t vague about things now, especially about the modeling she was doing. Maybe it cast the whole endeavor in a better light, but she wasn’t completely convinced. Somehow art had always risen above life in her mind, as if there was something spiritual about it that one could only achieve by rendering abstract and even concrete ideas in this expanded visual form. Malcolm’s assessment of the their work, made it seem that the sexuality of the paintings was as spiritual as the paintings themselves, and that confounded her.


  “You’re one of the most sexual women I’ve ever known,” Malcolm said. “If I can capture half of what you exude in lust, in these paintings, I’ll be happy.”


  “I thought that was something you put there.”


  “You know better than that. I can’t put on the canvas what’s not there. It either has to be in the subject or in my mind. I suppose usually it’s a blend of both, but I know with you, it’s in you first. That’s what inspires me!” He put his hand on her thigh and squeezed it. Taking a deep breath, he’d said all he was going to say. “Let’s go,” he said, turning to start the car.


  Closing in on himself, Sydney was left with a nagging silence where Malcolm’s passion had been. 


  Pulling away from the front of the gallery, they ended up driving in a direction Sydney didn’t expect. Ten minutes later they were sitting in a night club ordering something to take the edge off the rough night. 


  It took two drinks to relax her, but once the potent brew was working through her veins, Sydney loosed up. She was happy not to think about Malcolm’s philosophical explanations. It might take some days to digest his ideas, and now was hardly the time.


  The dancing was pretty provocative at midnight; and Malcolm continued to show her off, not in the he same way this time; but as an older man showing off a younger women. He loved her as his date, fondling her overtly as they moved their way through the crowd of people.


  She was looking at bodies as they moved, all of a sudden fixated on them. She was looking for that substance Malcolm was painting into the pictures, finding everywhere around her, rampant eroticism. Her own exhibitionism surprised her, letting herself be boldly explicit, when she moved groin to groin against Malcolm. To her surprise another body appeared out of nowhere behind her, moving against her tight well defined rear end. 


  A frenzy of music and movement surrounding her, Sydney couldn’t care less how many people would see her screwing, if Malcolm or anyone else were to take her to the floor to fuck. Being that out of her mind was the best part of the night; there had been no abandon in her life like this in a very long time. If she could just remain like this, in this kind of drunken stupor, she could handle everything with grace, including Gabriel and Malcolm.


  At two in the morning she and Malcolm were in her apartment, in her bed, Malcolm pulling up the lycra dress for access to her cunt. She welcomed the quick assault, his cock driving deep in her with no more foreplay than a few quick squeezes of her still clothed breasts. Of course, there had been constant foreplay all night long, in the car, at the night club, on the way home. Deep to the hilt, way inside her, Malcolm’s style of lovemaking was no different this time than usual. And no different at the end, there was the same lingering feeling that something was missing, a feeling that she’d hardly recognized before, it was painful to her this time.


  For all the philosophical dissertations, all the potent eroticism and seeming intimacy of the work they did together, Sydney missed it being personal. And that was it, making love to Malcolm was impersonal. It was perfectly explainable if she really thought about it; the satisfaction was compromised without the element of love.


  ***


  An hour after they’d both orgasmed, and then fell asleep, Sydney woke to find Malcolm pawing at her. She awakened with a surefired lust mounting in her again. She should have welcomed it, the way Malcolm’s hands were demanding, centering on her crotch not her whole body.


  “What are you doing?” she asked, roused from her sleep.


  “Are you fighting me?” he asked.


  “I didn’t think so, but I kind of thought that we’d just sleep.”


  “Is that what you really want?” he asked.


  “I think so,” she said. He hadn’t stopped playing with her, his hands toying with her cunt, fingers finding places that were responding in spite of herself. “Except that’s feeling pretty good,” she acknowledged, when she couldn’t ignore what was happening. 


  “I knew it would,” he said.


  One hand slipped farther back, under her ass, to her anus. Just having him finger her there was shocking, but nonetheless giving her more sensations to bring to some end. It was confusing, the bizarre blend of feelings that began in her the more he probed the tight place.


  “You like that?” Malcolm asked, as his mouth descended to suck her clit.


  “Yeah, I do. Just be careful.”


  “You relax, it won’t hurt. Have you done this before?


  “No,” she admitted, while she was reminding herself that Gabriel had tried her there once; and she hadn’t been relaxed, and they hadn’t tried it since. Gabriel teased her about it, and Sydney always thought that eventually he’d have his way. But neither of them had been rushed, and it was one of the few things that Sydney didn’t aggressively pursue in their lovemaking.


  Malcolm worked both places with an expert’s skill. The feelings in her mounted, rash, strong, compelling feelings that wanted him to go on. Though Malcolm had never been in her bedroom before, he suspected there was a dildo in the bedside chest. When he found it, he began toying with it on her behind.


  “Oh no!” she sputtered, but her body was releasing anyway, the gentle in and out of her anal hole, combined with the careful manipulation of her clit, the climax was just a few seconds away. This was one time she wouldn’t prolong the pleasure; she was too tired from the liquor and the long night, and too unsure about this variety of sex to make it a long build up. With both places of her body raw and clamoring, she let out a soft whimpering sound, as the pleasure moved through her in a gentle wave, and she bucked against both of Malcolm’s fingers and the plastic prick in her behind. 


  It felt unbelievably good, even though the whole scene baffled her. Why in the middle of sleeping? Why now, in her bed? Why, without warning? 


  With her orgasm over, she saw that Malcolm didn’t intend to stay. He was already pulling himself out of the bed.


  “Why did you do that?” Sydney asked him.


  He said nothing for a minute, then turned to her as he sat down on the edge of her blue floral comforter and eyed her.


  “I’ve been staring at that lovely ass of yours for days now. I just wanted you to have the pleasure of knowing what a lively erogenous zone it is.”


  Sydney hadn’t quite expected that answer, and she wasn’t sure what to make of it. She might pursue it another time, but not now, she was too tired. “Why don’t you just sleep here?” she asked.


  “I would, but I have to get up early, and drive up to see my son. He’s got some big deal he’s into, I just have to hear about.” He sounded annoyed. 


  “You don’t like your son?”


  “Sure I do, but we’ve never been in the same ballpark.” Malcolm finished dressing, even laid her rumpled clothes on a chair, while Sydney remained in bed watching his every move with the same kind of dispassionate study he often used on her. Theirs was a curious affair, but maybe not so strange as many. So much about both of their lives went unexplained. There was so much neither one wanted to explain. And that was a clear clue to Sydney that the arrangement between them was temporary.


  After Malcolm left, Sydney got up and wandered about the spacious emptiness of the apartment she’d carefully redecorated when Gabriel left. It was  lonelier than ever now. She’d tried filling in the gaps, moving furniture around so she wasn’t reminded of Gabriel’s things that were no longer there. Still, it felt as if there were great enormous holes in the whole fabric of things, her apartment just the symbol of her life. She knew for certain that good sex, even great sex wasn’t enough. Certainly being violated rudely as she had that night wasn’t what it needed to be. It only pointed out the great wide hole in her relationship with Malcolm, that would always remain. She’d have to remember that, the next time Malcolm caught her off guard.


  The phone rang, the sound jarring her, it was so out of context with the middle of the night. Who the hell would be calling her then? She couldn’t help the instantaneous assumption of tragedy that the wee hours of the night suggested.


  “Sydney.” She heard Gabriel’s voice when she answered.


  “Is something wrong?” she asked.


  “I tried all evening.”


  “Not all evening, I’ve been home a while.” She couldn’t quite remember the time.


  “I thought we could talk, but maybe you’re busy,” Gabriel said.


  I should be busy sleeping, Gabe, it’s nearly what? Three o’clock.” She saw the lighted digital dial on the kitchen stove.


  “But you’re not asleep.”


  “But I should be.” She wasn’t sounding vice nice. “Hon, I’m tired why don’t you call tomorrow?” She was aware that she’d let the affectionate “hon” slip out. It felt good.


  “I just wanted to let you know I was going skiing with Jack.”


  “Oh. Where?”


  “The cottage at Aspen.”


  Sydney remembered in a flash of a second how great Gabe looked on the slopes. They’d met at a ski resort years before, had their first weekend together at a small mountain cabin, and planned their wedding so they could ski in Aspen in January for their honeymoon.


  “How long?” she asked.


  “Two weeks.”


  “That’s all your vacation,” she mused aloud, knowing that meant he had no plans to include her in any of his time off.


  “I need the time away. I’m losing it here.”


  “Why’s that?” she asked. Always so together, she couldn’t imagine Gabriel “losing it.”


  “Why do you think?” he said flatly.


  “I was thinking that you didn’t care, as much as I’ve heard from you.”


  “I told you it would be a while, besides, I thought you’d be happy screwing your artist lover.”


  “How would you know that?” Sydney said. Out of her mouth, she realized what the statement might suggest to him about her relationship with Malcolm. 


  “A good guess,” Gabriel replied. She heard the exasperated sarcasm in his voice. “See, you called it all innocent.”


  “It would have been if you hadn’t left, you might as well have pushed me into bed with him.”


  “Only you can take responsibility for breaking your marriage vows. Don’t lay it on me.”


  “I’m sorry, that was unfair,” she admitted. “But I don’t want to talk now. I’m too tired.”


  “Hey, I think I picked a really good time, getting the truth here; instead of a lot of double speak.”


  “So what are you going to do with my revelation?” she asked.


  “I don’t know,” he replied.


  “I haven’t changed my mind about us,” Sydney told him. “I wish you’d come home.”


  “Changed your mind about modeling?” Gabriel asked.


  “No,” she conceded.


  “Then, you haven’t changed.”


  The conversation was obviously going nowhere. “Can we talk when you get back,” she asked.


  “We’ll have to talk sometime, I suppose.”


  “Okay.”


  “I’ll be at Jack’s place in Aspen.”


  “Have a good time.”


  “Sure …” his voice trailed off.


  They said goodbye, and the phone clicked in Sydney’s ear.


  They’d been in Aspen in November together, racing each other through fresh powder, Gabriel always winning because he was faster and stronger, and Sydney had never been as daring as her husband. She was content to be less daring in physical tests, and let Gabriel be the hero, and the expert. Too bad that didn’t work in other areas, where Sydney still felt she had the upper hand in wisdom and understanding.




  Chapter Seven


  Sydney pulled off the lounge where they’d just screwed. Both of them were sweating; the studio was stifling in a warmer than usual spring heat.


  “The session was good today,” Malcolm said. “The heat made you look like a languid jungle cat.”


  “That savage?” Sydney smirked at the thought.


  “Yes, I liked that.”


  Sydney wasn’t surprised by his evaluation of her. She was feeling something savage inside her, not something that she was used to, but it had been building for some days.


  “You can model tomorrow?” he asked.


  “It’s Friday, isn’t it?” she considered. “I have wedding.”


  “So?”


  “I have to go,” Sydney answered flatly. 


  “What’s that, an hour or two?” he said.


  “It’s all day. One of my best friends.”


  Malcolm was good at taking up her time, making assumptions and otherwise selfishly demanding her be available on his whim. It was annoying her, especially now.


  “I finally had Tomas scheduled.” He was peeved with her.


  “You should have told me. Of course it wouldn’t have mattered, because I couldn’t have come anyway.”


  “We’ve worked every other Friday, I thought you’d have assumed.”


  She smiled, trying to lighten the artist. He was piqued, with his lips pursed. He hardly gave her another glance until she was ready to leave.


  “Monday?” she asked him, on her way out.


  “We’ll try four o’clock. I’ll see if Tomas can make it then.” He was incredibly icy and preoccupied, and that was the best she’d get from him that afternoon.




  Chapter Eight


  It was a lovely wedding. Lots of sweet fragrant flowers, laughing guests, and reception “to die for”, so Miriam had promised, and true to her word, it was lavish.


  Sydney would have been happy just to appreciate the infinite work that had gone into the task of this wedding, remembering her own well.


  “So you’ve changed jobs, Sydney?” the little woman peered at her over the top of her glasses.”


  Sydney smiled, knowing this was going to be harder than she thought. She really had no business being at a wedding with her vast family of in-laws everywhere she turned. Being a best friend of the bride, however, kept her from declining. 


  She tried keeping a low profile, dressing in a simple black suit with a white collar, forgoing the hat, settling for a lace mantilla for the church ceremony, and discarding it as soon as she left the wedding mass. She should have gone with Gabriel; that would have been the proper thing, both of their parents would have said. But if he was back from Aspen, she didn’t know because he hadn’t called her.


  “My painting is going very well,” Sydney replied to the curious woman, sure she wanted the dirt about she and Gabriel. It wouldn’t happen. But who knows what Gabriel’s family already knew about their separation. Giving the woman a saccharine grin, Sydney wandered off to find someone who wouldn’t care about her marital woes. Unfortunately, her best friend at the reception was the bride.


  Sydney gazed at Miriam’s mirth filled face, the long pure white of her wedding gown, the hope that filled her eyes. It was enough to put her in tears, but she planned being too tough for that. She hadn’t cried at the wedding, she wouldn’t cry now. 


  “There was a lot of speculation about whether you’d show up.”


  Sydney turned and stared at Gabriel, obviously just returned from a skiing vacation. Well-tanned, he looked incredible. The curly dark locks of a new hair style was different than what she was used to, made Sydney look at her husband in a fresh light.


  “I’m the family gossip?” Syd asked.


  “I’ve tried to keep it from that,” Gabriel conceded.


  Sydney wasn’t sure why, but her heart was pounding a ruthless rhythm in her chest, like a school girl all aflutter.


  They turned and strolled together down the lawn to the dining gazebo.


  “Miriam sure took a chance having this outside, this early in the spring,” Sydney said, as the two gazed at the lovely grounds of Miriam’s parents’ home. It was a perfect place for a reception, plenty of well-manicured lawn to hold a glorious white tent, and for guests to mingle, and still have room enough for the band that was about to start playing.


  “Miriam’s always had a guardian angel in her back pocket,” Gabriel replied.


  He put his hand on Sydney’s back, guiding her along the stone path in a way he rarely did. He had his gentlemanly manner well-polished. But then, Sydney remembered, Gabriel always got a little stuffy at anything formal like a wedding, and anything where his family was around to watch.


  “So you’re upset I came?” Sydney asked him.


  “You could hardly not have come; Miriam would have been righteously pissed,” Gabriel admitted, though his cool detachment mimicked Malcolm’s. Feeling a deep freeze from the two men she cared about made her feel as lonely as she’d felt when Gabriel first left.


  Once they reached the buffet, Gabriel drifted off, and Sydney ate dinner with a few college friends, it was pleasant to laugh with for a while. She decided not to stay for the dancing that would likely go long into the night. She was not in the mood. Giving Miriam and her groom one last loving hug, she went upstairs to find her coat.


  The cool, dark upstairs of Miriam’s home was a welcome comfort. Sydney remembered the playful laughter when she spent the night in this house many times as Miriam’s giggling girlfriend. All before Gabriel. There was a fragrant scent in the air that would always remain in the house as something to soothe her.


  She was only aware that Gabriel had followed her upstairs, when she bent over to search the enormous stack of fur and cloth for her coat, and suddenly discovered her husband’s hands on her hips.


  “What are you doing?” She jerked around. He might have been a little drunk, or maybe he was just horny. The look in his flashing eyes was dripping with lecherous intent, even more provocative when he stared deliberately at her bosom. This was the last thing she expected. 


  “You’re still my wife,” he said.


  “That’s true,” Sydney answered cautiously.


  He’d grabbed her so she couldn’t move, not that she wanted to; the capture was welcome, even if she wasn’t sure what he really wanted, or more importantly, what he was feeling about her. He’d been so noncommittal during their stilted conversation downstairs.


  “I’m missing you,” he said.


  “And I’m missing you.”


  He pulled her rapidly through the room, through the adjoining bathroom and into another bedroom where there were no coats covering the bed and locks on both doors.


  “This is Ginny’s room,” Sydney said.


  “Ginny’s drunk downstairs,” Gabe assured her.


  “You’re going to screw me here?” she asked.


  “Would that be so rough on you?” he asked.


  She jolted right in the pit of her stomach. The erotic charge from Gabe something that was so familiar to her, and yet not having experienced it in weeks, it swept through her with a memory like their first time together, and the second time and the third, and all the times when she looked at Gabe from a lover’s point of view, seeing the sheer beauty of his body, and the dark Italian features that pleased her on the most basic sexual level.


  He was more defiant than he usual, acting like he was pissed off, and that excited her too.


  Not up for conversation, he zeroed in on her breasts, unbuttoning the suit jacket to see nothing but white lace covering her chest. 


  “Dressing for the occasion?” he observed sarcastically.


  “You always liked me in lace.”


  “I do. I like you out of it too,” he added, but he didn’t pull the fabric away. Instead, he turned her around, pushing her onto the bed and unzipping the short straight skirt, he pulled it off. Climbing in behind her, he pressed himself against her backside, taking a round ass cheek in each hand, and squeezing them hard enough for Sydney to whimper. “You want to deny me?” Gabriel asked.


  “No.”


  “That’s good, because I don’t feel like stopping.” Tugging down her underwear, he jerked them off, and played with her rear cleft, fingers going in both holes, toying with the erotic possibilities available. 


  “Should I?” he asked, probing her anus more avidly.


  “If it’s what you want, Gabriel,” she answered.


  She’d never been this willing for anal sex before. He backed off for a moment, rummaged through the bathroom, and returned to splash something cold on her bottom, so his fingers slid easily in and out.


  It was easier than Sydney thought it would be, perhaps because she really wanted it now, when she’d never really consented before. Maybe she had Malcolm to thank for her change of desire, days before breaching her there with enough gentleness to make Gabriel taking her in the ass more acceptable.


  The first thrust of his cock created an explosion in her, and it took some minutes to get used to the odd penetration. Gabriel rocked in her gently at first, picking up speed the more she relaxed. Sydney wasn’t worried so much about the unusual screwing as she was keeping the ungodly sensations of the anal fuck from making her scream out loud.


  She was so happy he was quick; it made the act one stolen lusty moment of taboo pleasure. And it was really all she could take; the glorious sensations threatened at any instant to turn painful, though to the end they never did. Sydney was happier still when Gabriel consented to play with her so she’d climax once they fell down on Ginny’s bed together. He was the same attentive good man to her that she loved, even though she knew this screwing was an act of defiance, a power shot, a sure sign that he still wanted some control over her. 


  “How much more of this exile do we have to take, Gabe?” Sydney asked, as she watched her husband rise from the bed. Gazing at his naked rear end was a treat, always one of her favorite turn-ons. She reached up and stroked it, and he turned around.


  How long are you going to be working with Malcolm Eisley?” Gabriel countered.


  “Working for Malcolm’s not the point.”


  “It is with me,” he insisted.


  “But you’re not being fair,” she said, realizing that they were headed into the same stupid argument, over the same impossible point that had made the last two weeks he’d lived in the apartment unbearable. 


  “It’s all on your shoulders,” he said.


  “Couldn’t we just talk?” She took his hand in hers and looked up at his shadow covered face.


  He shook his head, “No, I’m still pissed at you. I mean you’ve taken the man as your lover. Isn’t that what you said?”


  “I implied that, yes,” she agreed.


  “I hate it, Syd, it only makes it worse. How can you be screwing him and still want to be with me? It makes no sense.”


  “I’m not sure, Gabe. I don’t love him, but I guess I can’t really expect you to believe that. Maybe I just need the comfort … and I’ll be honest, the work we’re doing together is not innocent.”


  He nodded, winning one small battle, though he was hardly happy about it. 


  “I don’t know, maybe I do understand what you’re doing and why,” he said. He was so obtuse in his reply, she had no idea what he was thinking. “But right now, I’m better off leaving you be.”


  “Then why did you do this, for heaven’s sake?” 


  “I still love you. And I love your body. Let’s just say I’m trying to figure it out. I hope you didn’t mind.”


  “No! I didn’t. I can assure you of that,” she answered eagerly.


  The half-smile on his tanned face was all she was going to get before he left.


  ***


  When Sydney arrived at Malcolm’s studio at four o’clock on Monday afternoon, she shivered the moment she opened the door and looked inside.


  Tomas was there.


  Naked.


  Tanned, muscled, lean and dark-haired, he could have exchanged his face with Gabriel’s, and the bodies would have been the same. So stunned by the sight Sydney was tempted to flee; but that was irrational, and not like her.


  She walked inside with a smile on her face, planning to take her clothes off and join her male counterpart for the next few hours.




  Chapter Nine


  In his arms, she was tucked into his chest. Submissive and yielding. 


  That was the pose and the attitude, the only one she could assume under circumstances fraught with dozens of conflicting emotions. It was her job to relinquish, and maintain the posture Malcolm desired. Tomas’s arms were draped around her, hers around him, his muscled thigh pressed between her legs, against her pubis, his breath mingling with her breath, his hands caressing her so gently Malcolm wouldn’t notice, and Sydney hardly would have except that standing so stock still for so long, there was little else to do but pick up the tiny inflections. Were these little caresses unconscious, or deliberate? The question came to mind and retreated a half dozen times, while she and Tomas stood in their casual embrace.


  As she breathed in and out, her breasts—with sometimes hard, sometimes soft nipples—grazed against his chest. Could he feel them as she did with each breath? Did he wonder as she was wondering about the muted passion that moved between them? The longer joined, the more it seemed this pose produced something more than just two bodies, thrown together strangers. 


  And as minutes turned into an hour, there was an ebb and flow of heat and cool, welcome arousal, and then moments of nothing when Sydney’s body, feeling uncomfortable being so close to his, closed up. It was then she felt his hand’s caress. Perhaps his intuition guided him to put her more at ease.


  “Take a break,” Malcolm said, just as she was feeling warm and almost nurtured by her fellow model.


  The two pulled away.


  Tomas smiled at her very sweetly, and moved off to the bathroom while Sydney watched his soft swaying genitals that had been pressed against her skin. Like her own sexual arousal, his had risen and fallen, his no mystery since his penis told the tale. But she marveled at his control. Seeing him move away from her, his penis was nearly flaccid now, diminishing back into its unaroused state.


  Malcolm was smiling when Sydney turned around to the artist. 


  “You look pleased,” she said.


  “Oh, I am, you two are perfect, exactly as I planned.”


  “And we will we be posed like this again?” she asked.


  “I have lots of ideas for you two.”


  “I bet you do. Getting off on it too,” she jibed lightly.


  He looked at her oddly. “I find that a strange question.”


  “Why? Aren’t you really the consummate voyeur.”


  Tomas returned to the room, so that Malcolm didn’t feel the need to answer her question.


  “Let’s try one on the couch, reclining,” Malcolm said.


  Sydney stood waiting for further instructions, Tomas waited too. There was a prickly silence between them all, as if no one was willing to talk about what was happening, all the desire shuffled under the surface and Malcolm seeming to encourage the quiet.


  He would say, “it would add to the tension of the work,” Sydney thought to herself. She was beginning to know Malcolm well.


  “Face to face,” the artist instructed his models. “Staring into each other’s eyes.” Sydney and Tomas returned to the couch, following instructions, lying like lovers in naked repose, their eyes for the first time truly meeting, unspoken things going back and forth. Sydney wanted to smile to break the tension, but she didn’t dare.


  “Stroke each other for a moment,” Malcolm said. “Move your legs, as if you were just breaking apart from making love.”


  These were uneasy actions, tentatively rendered, though there was a willingness in both of them that began to appear, until Malcolm stopped them with their legs crossed and hands resting gently on hips, Sydney’s head reclining on her other outstretched arm, and Tomas, his head above hers looking down.


  “Perfect,” Malcolm said, just before he retreated to his spot behind his easel, where the sketch pens and charcoal flew with a furious abandon. He seemed to appreciate that such frozen postures could not be maintained for long.


  When the session was over, Sydney was raw with sexual heat. Though facing both men at the same time with her lust was more than she could bear. She was pulled toward Tomas, his body pursuing her all day, and to Malcolm, who had been manipulating that pursuit. 


  “Would you like some wine, Syd?” Malcolm said, as he watched his model move to a corner to dress.


  “Not tonight, Malcolm.” She flashed him a nervous smile.


  “You did very well,” he added.


  “Thank you. How many more days are we going to be together like this?” she asked.


  “Several,” Malcolm said gently. He had started toward her, as if to drag her back into the lair with him and Tomas, who was happily reclining on the sofa.


  “Tomorrow then?” she said.


  “Tomorrow, four o’clock. I may need you until ten, don’t plan anything.”


  “Sure.” She tried not to bolt too quickly from the room, but her anxiety to leave was obvious.


  Three more sessions posing with Tomas, and none ended any more serene than the first. For nearly three hours each day in the shadows of a dying day, she was with the man, body against body, while Malcolm sketched them. She sat on Tomas’s lap while he cupped her breasts with his hands. She lay with him, her ass end pressed to his groin, his arms embracing her, a look of humble resignation on her face—not ordered by Malcolm, but seeming the right reflective attitude for the pose. She sat on his lap, facing him, her legs over his, their arms surrounding, looking into his dark, though often vacant eyes. Although, there were times when his eyes weren’t vacant at all, but reeked with an appetite as rampant as her own.


  All these varying poses made her think of a book on sexual positions, with lovers posed to illustrate sexual form. In that way, it almost seemed humorous, but they never poked fun at it. It was only laughable when Malcolm suggested a pose that was absurd and nearly impossible.


  Sydney thought she’d get used to the poses; that in time, day after day, it would become routine, their nakedness and familiarity so common that it would be nothing but work, nothing more.


  But this didn’t happen. Every time, she felt an inordinate heat well up in her, desire, longing, a passionate craving rising wildly, only to be squelched because she had no way to express her need. With Tomas’s penis often swelling, it was clear his arousal was not escaping him either. But he made no move to do anything more, at least in Malcolm’s presence.


  When the modeling was finished for the night, and Sydney’s got dressed, Tomas would remain in the studio, so Sydney was unable to have any private moments with Malcolm. Although after several days with the handsome model, it wasn’t Malcolm she wanted anyway. Her body ached for that final fusing of bodies with Tomas. It began and was frustrated by this passive love making that was not love making at all.


  One night as she was leaving, as abruptly as she’d left every other night, Tomas followed her out, several paces behind, and just as she reached her car, he called out to her.


  Sydney whipped around hearing her name on his lips. She hadn’t remembered him ever saying it. In fact, he had said so little, she wasn’t altogether sure it was Tomas calling to her. “Yes?” she said, as she watched him make up the remaining several feet between them.


  “I was wondering… .” he said.


  “Yes?” She was afraid of his question, but looking forward to it at the same time.


  “Would you like to join me tonight?”


  “Join you?” she asked.


  “At my apartment. I’m sure you’re also having trouble not completing what we begin every day.”


  She nodded. “You’re right.”


  “So?”


  “Thank you for the offer, but I think I’ll take out my frustrations with my trusty vibrator. I just wouldn’t feel comfortable.”


  He looked at her oddly. “May I ask why?” he asked.


  “Frankly, Tomas, you look so much like my husband, at least your body does, that I’d feel really strange.”


  He chuckled. “What irony,” he said. “I thought you were separated from your husband?”


  “We are, but there’s still a lot of feeling there, a lot of unresolved feeling, and I don’t want to complicate it. This whole arrangement has already complicated it more than you know.”


  “It just seemed so natural,” he said.


  “I know, but not tonight.” She was having trouble rejecting him. There was nothing but sex to gain, and that might be good or bad, though she really had little doubt that he’d be a terrific lover, just from the energy of his body. 


  Oh, and she did know that body well, including places that were especially sensitive. The poses were cursory tentative explorations that lovers make. And the two models knowledge of each other was quite extensive, even though they were not lovers. But Sydney couldn’t respond to him, it seemed so emotionless, as if the only thing involved would be bodies and physical heat and sexual lust. She knew nothing of Tomas, much less of him than Malcolm, and with Malcolm she’d always believed that there was some real emotional longing involved.


  Back in her apartment, the vibrator worked well. Sydney found it a useful ritual to lie back in bed, turn on the thick gently vibrating implement, pleasing herself with it plunged deeply into her already sopping cunt. Her fingers manipulated her clitoris that was sore and tender and willing to explode with just a little manipulation. Yet, she took more time that just mere minutes to get herself off. The longer the sensations lingered, the longer they pleasantly moved through her thighs, and through her belly, and even jolted her ass end. The more delicious the climax, the happier she was. For a long half hour she satisfied herself, as much as being fully satisfied could be accomplished without the help of a real erection.


  And which erection was it that she wanted? she wondered every night. Gabriel’s? Malcolm’s? Tomas’s? Her mind would flit from man to man, and she was still never certain which one moved her more, which one had the greater appeal, which one, if any of them could hold her heart. Ah, Gabriel still had the lead in that race. In spite of his judgments, in spite of his anger and passionate rejection of her, she loved him, especially when she remembered all the tenderness that had once been between them.


  Now, however, Sydney could imagine the other two moving into that place in her heart. It seemed easier sometimes to assume that her relationship with Gabriel was too far over the edge for possible repair. Starting fresh with either of the other compelling handsome men had its advantages and its lures.


  On the fifth day of the “Sydney/Tomas” series of sketches, Malcolm wanted them in the morning, so he could catch them in a different light. Sydney thought this session would be easier without the shadows of evening to cast their erotic aura, as if those shadows swiftly moved them into the natural sensuality of the night, and the danger there. She thought she’d conquered the evening, had mastered the techniques to thwart the surges of desire that would rise. Morning would be a breeze, compared to that.


  When Sydney arrived at the studio a little early, Malcolm was there alone, in the midst of moving sketches from easel to easel, his critical eye making decisions on each picture as he moved from one to the next.


  “You having problems with this?” he asked, as he put the sketches away, and walked toward her. She was putting her bag and shoes away on a shelf.


  “No,” she answered. “Why would you think that?”


  “I think it’s pretty obvious. You’ve been avoiding being with me since Tomas appeared. Perhaps you’d rather have him?”


  “What do you expect, Malcolm, the way you pose us? Don’t you suppose I get horny, all this hands on thighs on hips, on cunt posing?”


  “Certainly, that’s why it surprises me that you haven’t wanted to make love.”


  I have wanted to make love. But then, Tomas hangs around, and I’ve been tired, and somehow it just hasn’t seemed right.”


  “I see. I’ve missed you,” he said.


  “And I’ve missed you too.”


  They were about to kiss, and likely would have made love, but Tomas chose that moment to step through the studio door, and the little spell that had been cast, rapidly faded. Sydney was aware of the change immediately, when she realized that her desire for Tomas was instantly kindled again. 


  “Syd, on the couch, lie back for me, will you darling?” Malcolm said, not wasting any time.


  “On my back?”


  “Yes, your arms over your head, like I might tie you down.”


  “You going to do that too?” she asked lightly.


  “Ooo yes, I’d like that, but that’s personal,” he said, smiling.


  “And this is not?” she queried sassily.


  “You keep acting bratty, and I’ll make it very personal.”


  “You haven’t seen bratty yet,” she said. She lay back on the couch as Malcolm described, her body like a feast, breasts falling against her chest, the slight swell of her navel heaving gently up and down with each breath, the lovely indentation of her abdomen, and then the mound, with the silken blonde hairs sticking up every which way, defying any attempt to tame them. There were goosebumps on her thighs that moved sumptuously before both men’s eyes, as they watched Sydney settle into place. Frozen, as if bound in a most enticing pose.


  “Lovely, darling,” Malcolm exclaimed, as if he was in awe. “Now Tomas, sit next to her at her hips, so that when you bend over you can kiss her below her breasts.”


  Tomas was as compliant as a lamb—with a wolf’s eyes. He was even more dazzling in the light of day. Once he’d disrobed, he took his seat, his familiar body appearing even more virile than she remembered it. His well-defined muscles, his thick thighs, and even his faint flaws, like a scar on his chest where he said he was cut in a knife fight, and a distinctive birthmark on his hip all added to the perfection.


  Tomas leaned over and kissed her lightly on her navel.


  “What are you doing?” Sydney laughed. “That tickles.”


  Tomas looked up and smirked. He leaned back, and kissed her again, and again.


  Sydney was giggling, her body jerking, her breasts swaying erotically.


  “You two want to get busy? I have sketches to do,” Malcolm said with irritation showing.


  “She’s aroused,” Tomas murmured, only so Sydney could hear, as his eyes connected with Sydney’s eyes.


  “What was that?” Malcolm asked. 


  “She’s aroused,” Tomas said a little louder.


  “What does that have to do with it?” Sydney blurted out, between the kisses that Tomas continued to scatter on her tummy. 


  “I’m enjoying this,” Tomas said.


  All the days they’d been together, he’d hardly uttered a word. Why now? In the morning, in broad daylight, in front of Malcolm.


  “Will you make him stop?” Sydney said, between gasps for breath, as Tomas’s hand was parting her legs wider than they’d been, a finger running all along her inner thigh to her cunt, and then tickling the outer rim of soft fleshy folds.


  Sydney jerked away.


  “Will you two behave, you’re acting like kids,” Malcolm said, sounding very serious. Tomas stopped.


  It was difficult from that moment on to concentrate on the passive repose, to hold the artistic expression on her lips, and not think of Tomas continuing with his artful finger maneuvering along her thighs. 


  And the jovial light in the man’s twinkling eyes never did fade. Every once in a while his lips kissed her belly again, and she jolted.


  “You two need a break,” Malcolm finally said, stepping away from the easel and walking forward. A least an hour of this tease had passed. 


  Rather than rise as Tomas normally would, for a glass of juice, or the bathroom, or just to stretch his muscles, the model resumed the tease on Sydney’s body. Not satisfied with just the toying that made her giggle, he went beyond kisses, with hands stroking her thighs and midriff, and then cupping her breasts.


  “Tomas, please,” she murmured, though she wasn’t jumping up from the couch, and she wasn’t bringing her hands down. They remained fixed above her, as if she was tied there and couldn’t move.


  “You’re liking it, Sydney, why protest?” Malcolm interjected, suddenly much more interested in what the two models were cooking up.


  She stared from one man to the other, even while Tomas attentively played with her pussy. Voluntarily parting her legs wider still, his fingers were deep inside, and in and out giving her a decent fuck all by themselves. 


  Malcolm sauntered toward the couch watching the show, enjoying every minute of the lusty battle of wills. In spite of all of Sydney’s objections, she wanted it as much as Tomas. It was a moment Malcolm knew would happen, eventually; and the very look of it pleased him. Dropping to his knees, Malcolm moved where Sydney’s immobile hands were pretending to be tied. He held them fast, stroking her arms, and advancing on the lips that had so often welcomed him.


  Two men, two diverse ends to her body, two welcoming mouths, her lips and cunt, welcoming two men. Eagerly.


  “Ah, ah ah ah  … .. “ the sounds from her mouth died away, when Malcolm moved to kiss her. 


  Tomas was erect; and the full, generous cock was welcomed by her pulsing cunt. Pushing her legs apart, he bent her knees, and his hands reached around to grasp her ass, as he plunged deeply into recesses that so far he’d only gazed at longingly.


  Watching Sydney’s body writhe in response to Tomas, Malcolm finally rose from the floor with his own erection growing. He stood over her face and leaned in, pressing himself toward Sydney’s lips, and found her mouth eager to please him too. 


  They were using her shamelessly, but she couldn’t stop them. She couldn’t stop herself. Her body, overriding a mind that realized how indecent this was, moved happily giving to both men. She bucked her hips in reply to Tomas, as her mouth lapped at the purple cock head at her lips. Her hands remained above her head, still pretending they were tied. Maybe it helped her to think that this was an involuntary act of resignation, even when it was completely voluntary. Not a choice she’d consciously made as much as allowed, at first she was too appalled to protest, later she was so eagerly involved for her own body’s enjoyment that she didn’t want it to end. 


  Tomas stopped short of orgasm inside her; pulling away, he dropped between her legs and played with her cunt until she was jerking orgasmically, even though he wouldn’t let her come so soon. Changing places, Malcolm turned Sydney over on hands and knees, and plowed into her backside, while Tomas reclined at the other end of the couch, under Sydney’s mouth.


  Whenever Malcolm played with her anymore, he always played with her ass, with his fingers, sometimes his cock; he had no plans to change his methods this time. A rich soft cream sitting in a convenient jar moistened her rear door, the penetration of his fingers gliding easily inside. Malcolm probed her there until he finally pulled out of her cunt and placed the head of his cock at her sphincter. A gentle shove and he moved inside her easily, producing savage pangs of pleasure, until she could get used to the bright burning feast of sensation. With her eyes closed she could see colors flashing in front of her. Brilliant green like a psychedelic masterpiece ignited for one split second, then disappeared as violet took its place, only to be replaced by a vivid blue.


  Opening her eyes, she saw nothing but Tomas’s demanding prick before her. With her subconscious will now fully in charge, she became the willing benefactor of both men’s pleasure, until both were joyfully releasing, Malcolm first, deep inside her ass with bright colors still playing before her, and Tomas, seconds later, as he bathed his modeling partner in hot wet cum.


  Finished, Malcolm pulled from her, rapped his limp cock against her ass, and then walked away.


  Sydney might have objected to his hasty retreat, except that Tomas turned her about again, and pulled her cunt to his face, his lips, teeth and tongue finishing what had been started in that musty fragrant place. He watched as she shivered, her pubis rising against his mouth asking for more. And letting the climax move through her, Sydney’s delicate cries were the only sounds around them until Malcolm spoke.


  “Stay there, let me sketch you,” he said.


  “No!” Sydney had the presence of mind to object.


  “Do as your told,” Malcolm countered her. “I’m paying for your body, I’ll use it anyway I want.” His completely sincere and humorless demand would not go unheeded; so for the next several minutes while the artist worked, Sydney remained, legs wide open, cunt well splayed, Tomas looking as if he was about to descend on her pussy again with a playful mouth.


  Only when Malcolm finally walked away from his the easel were Sydney and Tomas certain he was finished with scene. The artist’s sulking seemed like an odd way to end the ménage-a-trois, but regardless, he wasn’t talking much.


  “Are we done for the day?” Sydney asked.


  Malcolm turned watching Sydney sit up on the couch. She looked well screwed, disheveled, bleary eyed and tranquil. It couldn’t have been a better state of mind for his purposes. “No, take a break,” he said. “I have several more things in mind for the next couple of hours.” The artist went off to the kitchenette and made himself a sandwich, while Tomas and Sydney stared at each other, odd expressions of puzzlement on their faces, though there was nothing to say. Resigning themselves to several more hours of sexual repose, they got up to stretch their limbs and clean away any lingering traces of sex.


  Once they started again, Malcolm was as ruthless and cold as he’d ever been with his models. He insisted on one standing pose that had Sydney bend forward in Tomas’s arms. It was the most awkward and uncomfortable pose so far. But despite her protests, she remained flung over and red faced for at least twenty minutes while the artist worked. Other strange poses followed. It appeared that Malcolm was either testing his models or simply experimenting. In either case, they were exhausted with little more than another hour’s work.


  That day, Tomas left the studio first, leaving Sydney alone with the sullen Malcolm.


  “What the hell got into you?” Sydney asked, as she pulled her T-shirt over her head.


  “What do you mean?”


  “You didn’t like him fucking me, did you?”


  “I had a great time,” he replied. “Got everything I wanted.” His upturned lip made the most devilish smirk on his lips. 


  “And then you act like a regular prick ever since? You’re pissed. Admit it.”


  “I think you’re reading too much into things,” Malcolm replied.


  Sydney eyed him for some minutes, getting no admission of jealousy, so she shrugged him off. She was sure of what she was getting from the man, but was much too tired to argue. She finished getting dressed.


  “I am glad you finally came around, Syd,” Malcolm said as she was about to leave.


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “That’s probably what’s pissed me off the most,” he said.


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Trying to take the high road, pretending you weren’t aroused by what’s been going on the last few days. It’s not like you, Sydney. You’re much too passionate a woman to deny your sexual urges.”


  “Deny my sexual urges? Is that what I’ve been doing?”


  “It’s obvious. You must have been leaving here so wet between the legs you could hardly wait to get home and plant a plastic prick in your cunt.”


  Sydney wasn’t going to admit he was right, she didn’t like his condescending tone.


  “It’s true, I’d be dead not to be aroused by the two of you. But I had no intention to fuck you both. Of course, I should have guessed that was what you were aiming for, with Tomas looking so much like Gabriel.”


  “I promise you, that wasn’t planned. Not overtly. But then, I don’t think it’s hurt anything either, has it? Not with the way you respond so nicely. Today should make the next few days even better.”


  “So screwing the two of you is just part of the project?”


  “In a manner of speaking, I suppose. You were much more compliant afterwards, don’t you think?”


  “I’ve been compliant all the way through this, Malcolm, and you know it. Though sometimes, I think it’s all an elaborate hoax, just to get Sydney fucking like a whore. All your poses, all the sexual positions that just miss being openly blatant. Even today, that little scene you concocted? Just like the prelude to real love.”


  “Now why would I be doing that?” Malcolm asked.


  “Perhaps, it’s all just in my twisted mind,” Sydney said. “But I don’t put it past you to be deliberately getting your kicks while you work on this project. I don’t doubt you’ll have some terrific paintings before it’s over, but your methods are hardly ‘above board’.”


  “I never lied to you about my sexual passions, Sydney.”


  “You’re right about that.”


  “So don’t start getting high minded and moral on me. You like the screwing as much as we did today. And if it creates the attitude I want in my models, we’ll do it every time.”


  Sydney shivered, hopefully not so Malcolm could see. It was on the inside where her body was quaking. Having sex like the morning’s wild ride met a dark need in her; even if she wasn’t completely satisfied. She didn’t want to admit it to Malcolm; it was too private for her to share with someone she really didn’t trust. Especially since she decided that he never had cared about her.


  “Well tomorrow then,” Sydney said, and she was swiftly out the door.




  Chapter Ten


  It was unusual that Sydney was home late in the afternoon. No modeling, no classes, she was painting in the dusky evening shadows that were coming through the window. She hadn’t turned on a lamp because she liked painting in the dark gray shades of light. She was pretending to paint a picture of the dying roses and their falling petals that were sitting on the table in front of her. She was really painting what was in her heart.


  At this moment, everything in her world was laced with sadness. The music playing in the background, the mystical mood of the fading day, and the heavy feeling in the pit of her stomach. One glad thing, her body seemed at peace. Despite her gross reservations about Malcolm and Tomas, she’d enjoyed her sexual interlude with them. The memory of her remarkable morning replayed in her mind as if it was a broken record on its never ending trip around the turntable.


  When the phone suddenly jangled noisily, Sydney dropped her paint brush. For an instant, she gazed down at the splash of dark blue paint on the floor, then hearing the grating ring again, she finally wiped her hands on a towel and reached over to answer the telephone. 


  “Sydney?” The voice on the other end was distinct.


  “Gabe?


  “Yeah, how are you?” he asked. He almost sounded like he was surprised to find her home. “You want to go out for pizza?”


  “Pizza? Now?”


  “You’ve already eaten?” he asked.


  “No. I’m just surprised at the invitation.”


  “I need to talk,” Gabriel explained.


  “You could come over here, I was just going find something to throw together, you could join me?”


  “No. I don’t want to come to the apartment.” He was adamant about that.


  “Afraid you might stay?” she asked.


  “If I wanted to stay I would, but I don’t.” He sounded annoyed.


  “So where do you want to meet?” Sydney asked. “Guiseppe’s?”


  “Sure, in a half hour?”


  “That’s rushing it, but I’ll be there,” she replied.


  “You’re not modeling tonight?” he asked before he hung up.


  “No, we worked this morning.”


  “We?” Gabriel instantly questioned her.


  The choice of “we” was unfortunate, the implications something Gabe would easily jump on. “If I’m going to see you in a half hour,” Sydney explained, “I’ll have to run.” She skirted over his question, hoping he’d forget.


  “I’ll see you there,” he signed off.


  Sydney heard the click and put her own receiver in the cradle, a little anxious, and a little happier to think she’d see her husband, because he was instigating the meeting. It could also mean he’d given up on them and was going to tell her so. But “talk”, the word sounded intimate and refreshing, against the backdrop of hot but voiceless soulless sex that had characterized the earlier part of the day.




  Chapter Eleven


  They sat in silence for several minutes. Though the noise around them made up for lack of conversation, it didn’t make sitting across from each other, eye to eye, any easier. He was nervous, looking around as if he was afraid they were being watched, or he wasn’t sure of what he wanted to say to the woman who was in front of him.


  “You wanted to talk?” Sydney prompted him, after they’d been served their pizza.


  “Yeah,” he nodded his head.


  “I’m here,” she replied pleasantly. She wasn’t feeling patient, but it wasn’t going to do any good being anxious. Gabriel would take his time.


  “I need to understand you,” he finally said. He looked at her with his dark penetrating eyes, seeming even more intense than usual. 


  “Oh? What about?”


  “Why you’re on this independent streak, why you’ve jeopardized a good marriage for this modeling job. I don’t understand.” Sydney could see he didn’t, his words were painfully sincere as was the tight expression on his face. “At first, I was just angry, and then, well now, I just wonder why? Why isn’t loving me enough? You say you’re still in love with me, and want me back. But now you’re having sex with another man, or is it two?” 


  If he’d asked her the question the day before—the day before her ménage a trois—she could have given him a self-righteous response, vowing she’d never do anything so obscene.


  “… I don’t understand, Syd, but everything just fell away, without my ever realizing it. You’ve mixed up all the rules. I don’t understand you anymore. And it wasn’t until I screwed you at Miriam’s wedding that I realized that I still want you. I wanted you more than anything in world that day. I wanted to go home with you and start over. And I even thought for a minute I might. But then, I realized that I didn’t understand what had happened to us in the first place, so how the hell was I going to keep it from happening again?”


  Sydney looked at her husband thoughtfully. It was the first real conversation they’d had, one that hadn’t been laced with his judgment, her guilt and a terrific gnawing pain. “You know when you want to, you make great sense,” she smiled at him kindly.


  “Sydney, please, I’m struggling here.”


  “I wish I knew what to tell you. But I don’t know either, not really.” She rattled around inside her brain for a few minutes trying to figure out how to respond to him. “I guess the problem between us is judgment.”


  He didn’t understand. His beautifully handsome, still very tan face was offering nothing but a bewildered, almost childlike expression.


  “I’m not completely happy with everything that’s going on with me right now, Gabe. But I do know that I don’t want my sexuality judged. And though you never said a word, I could feel the judgment written in the way you looked at me, the way you’d let loose sexually, and then all of a sudden tighten up when it was over, as if I was some indecent strumpet who had tainted your precious virtue.” 


  “You think that was what I was doing?”


  “I know that was what you were doing. It’s not something I ever thought about, but I sure as hell felt it. I play the harlot. You love it. Then you turn around and judge me. I walk away thinking I’m just not the woman you really want, even though I know you’re getting off on the sex.”


  She stopped and waited for him to say something, but he was silent.


  “I never know what you’re thinking. If you approve, or you want me to stop. You don’t want to talk about it and I’m left out in the cold. I don’t want to live like that.”


  “So I’m supposed to approve of your promiscuous behavior?” Gabriel said, reacting immediately to the tinge of hurt in Sydney’s expression.


  “See! That’s exactly what I mean. The words you choose, promiscuous, like I’m some sixteen year old sex starved brat.”


  “What the hell is wrong with calling it what it is? What you’re doing now with Malcolm and god knows who else is promiscuous.”


  “Maybe it is, but that word doesn’t explain what’s behind my behavior, it’s just meant to make you right, which makes me wrong.”


  “So if it isn’t promiscuity, Syd, what is it!”


  “Self-expression, free, untainted self-expression. I guess you could say there’s a wanton slut in me. And I would have been very happy being that with you, but you didn’t like it.”


  “And Malcolm Eisley does?”


  “He doesn’t judge me,” she said. 


  “You’re in love with him?”


  “No, I’m not in love him.”


  “You still love me?”


  She shook her head. “I don’t know that anymore.”


  “Then how do you know you want me back?”


  “Gabe, if you could just accept the woman I am, the real woman under this skin, the one that’s really very naughty about sex. If you could just accept that, and enjoy what I bring to our marriage … . let it excite you… If you could just relax and give us both some space to be as lewd and indecent as we really feel …” 


  His lips were pursed, his eyes had narrowed. He wasn’t getting it. He was only scowling more fiercely, looking as if he’d been trying to figure things out, but there was a roadblock that wasn’t moving.


  “So, are you going to keep screwing this guy?”


  “I’m not going to answer you, Gabe. You’re hurt and you’re judging me, and nothing I could say would explain this. I don’t think there’s much hope anymore. I’m not blaming you, but I just don’t think we’re going to make this relationship work. At least not now.”


  “Maybe you’re right, Syd. Maybe this is one of those things I’ll never understand.”


  Sydney rose from the table, gave him a kiss on the forehead, and walked out. It was a whole lot easier leaving first, than having him walk out on her, which would certainly have taken place a few seconds later.


  ***


  Sydney was ready to sleep, pulling back the sheets of her lonely bed. She’d thought of nothing all night long, except her conversation with Gabriel. The impasse between them was only getting worse.


  The phone rang, disturbing her thoughts as much as they had earlier in the evening. And it was Gabriel again. This time his voice was only annoying.


  “You modeling tomorrow?” he asked her.


  “Yes,” she replied.


  “When?”


  “In the morning.”


  “I’d like to be there.”


  “What … you would, really? You’re sure?” She said it all in one breath, her heart jumping to her throat.


  “Malcolm’s studio?” he asked.


  “Yes. You took me there once,” Sydney reminded him.


  “I remember.”


  “Eleven o’clock,” she said.


  “I’ll see you then,” he said, and he hung up the phone.




  Chapter Twelve


  The next morning, Sydney met Gabriel in the parking lot outside the studio. She smiled weakly seeing him smile the same.


  Sydney had been up since five that morning, painting when she couldn’t sleep. She’d felt sexual from the moment Gabriel announced his intentions at nearly midnight the night before. And when she finally settled down in bed, she could think of nothing but Gabriel watching her pose naked with Tomas, being painted by Malcolm. Right there center stage. The thought of it made her body hurt, her clitoris ache, her cunt burn and juice, until her hands were between her legs pleasing herself. She was rocking against the invading hand and fast rubbing fingers, getting off to the idea of her husband’s dark sexy Italian eyes focusing all their intensity on her being sexual with another man.


  She slept sexy all night long, dreaming of three men descending on her, dreaming of cocks at her mouth’s door, and some man’s tongue at her ass. She jerked from sleep several times, to fondle herself and fall back asleep before she could raise another orgasm. At five, there was no more sleep in her, just sexual energy brewing. Needing to put the excess desire into something, she poured it into her painting, blending pigments into new colors so that her dead roses were coming to life again.


  She worked straight through until ten o’clock, being reminded of the time of day when she heard the school bells ring across the street. Though it was the wrong time to stop her work, she was just really getting into the life of the painting she was working on, she had no choice but to leave. 


  Malcolm would be pissed if she was late. Gabriel, probably even more pissed. The thought of the three men together in the studio shooting the breeze, their various versions of masculine bravado jockeying for position over the woman who wasn’t there … . . it was almost laughable, except that two of the men would be furious, and Tomas would just take off when it was clear she wasn’t going to show up.


  “You want to see the whole session?” she asked, as she and Gabriel walked up the stairs to Malcolm’s studio.


  “I’ll see,” he replied.


  “You don’t have to work today?” she asked.


  “It’s handled,” Gabriel replied. He was hardly being friendly, but at least something was going on inside his obtuse brain to have decided on this drastic move. Sydney didn’t know whether to be heartened or scared to death. She had thousands of questions on the tip of her tongue that wouldn’t be asked, and certainly not answered. She’d just have to wait and see. Her life had been on hold for weeks, perhaps this was a positive move. She could only hope.


  When Sydney walked into the studio followed by Gabriel, Tomas was already naked, Malcolm was mixing color.  


  While her fellow model hardly noticed the intruder, Malcolm did a double take, his eyes widening in horror, only to retreat as fast to a curious puzzlement.


  “Gabe’s going to watch,” Sydney announced.


  “Watch?” Malcolm said.


  The three eyed each other awkwardly, until Malcolm broke out into an amused grin. “How about Gabriel stripping too, and I’ll paint all three of you?” he said.


  Sydney looked for an expression on Gabe’s face, but it was poker straight. He didn’t look unhappy, just reflective. 


  “If it’s okay, I’ll sit on the sidelines,” Gabriel said. He’d already found a convenient chair near the door, even if it wasn’t the most comfortable place to observe the session. Then again, it wouldn’t have surprised Sydney, if he just ran out when the eroticism got too sizzling for him to handle.


  Sydney retreated to the wall beside centerstage, that she’d decided was “her” corner for her things. She dropped her bag and tugged at the sweatshirt she’d thrown on earlier. Pulling the fleecy garment over her head, her breasts swung free, and all three pairs of men’s’ eyes watched, when none of them had bothered gazing at this ritual disrobing before. Was it some kind of male thing? She found it fascinating.


  Sydney flashed them a deliberate smile, and Malcolm went back to his easel, and Tomas turned toward the kitchen, his two well-rounded buns moving seductively. He didn’t have to try being sexy, it just always happened. But then, his eroticism was no different than her husband’s, when he was in the right mood. With the other men preoccupied, only Gabriel’s eyes remained focused on his wife, completely interested in every move she made.


  Sydney continued disrobing staring at the couch, she was far more nervous than she’d been since she started the nude modeling. Gabriel’s presence made a big difference in the room. The nudity had become commonplace with the other two men, but it wasn’t now. With a few brief tugs, she pushed down her stretch pants, where there was nothing but skin underneath, exposing every part of her voluptuous body.


  “Get busy you two, I need you in the middle, something simple you’ve done before,” Malcolm announced. “I want Tomas sitting, Sydney on his lap.”


  The two models struck the familiar pose sitting, Sydney’s back to Tomas’s front.


  “No, no no no no,” Malcolm objected. “I want you turned around, Syd.”


  “Climb on his lap?”


  “Didn’t I make it clear?” Malcolm asked.


  Sydney was trying to make this session the same as any session, though there was no way it could be. Not when she could feel Gabriel’s eyes so intently focused on her skin, that her stood on end. It felt like there were two heated spots where his gaze was burning right through her.


  Jumping off Tomas’s lap, Sydney turned around and straddled his legs, scooting forward, legs wide, her feet having nowhere to go as her legs wrapped around his body.


  “Won’t work, Mal,” she called to the artist.


  “You can’t hold them there?” he asked, with a little smirk of amusement, seeing her try to keep her legs around the naked man. With a sly smirk on his face,  Malcolm pulled a bench in behind the chair where she could rest her legs. Once settled, the two models embraced, their foreheads touched, all as instructed; and they remained so fixed for nearly a half an hour.


  The air was hotter with the third man there, from tension, her own anxiety and Malcolm’s too, and from the sexual heat that was hard to dismiss. Sydney felt it, did anyone else, she wondered?


  After nearly forty five minutes of holding the pose, Malcolm announced a break. Though before Tomas let Sydney rise, he kissed her, without giving her a choice. “Relax luv,” he whispered, “you have nothing to prove, except how beautiful you are.” He gave her an affectionate smile.


  She kissed him back briskly and hopped off his lap.


  “You enjoying this?” she asked her husband. She had to say something, even if it sounded trite. His moody expression was too much to bear in complete silence.


  “Seems I got the whole picture,” Gabriel said.


  “What does that mean?” she asked.


  “I mean it’s clear to me what you do here, why it turns you on, why it’s so likely that you have to fuck these men.”


  “Is that all?” she asked. 


  “It’s pretty damned titillating, but then, your body has always turned me on.”


  “And now?”


  “Why would it be any different?” He reached out to her and ran his hands though her hair, tenderly.


  Was there too much closeness for Malcolm? Had he heard their private conversation, and decided to interrupt? Sydney speculated about it, since Malcolm chose that moment to call them back to work. For the next full hour, Sydney and Tomas reclined on the couch like the most intimate of lovers, their intertwining limbs bringing them so close that their bodies couldn’t help but respond, even if they were hidden responses.


  An hour later, and another break, Gabriel rose from his chair.


  “I gotta go,” he said.


  “Should we talk?” she asked. His leaving was all too brisk for her, and it wasn’t easy to have a personal conversation in front of the other men.


  “No, later,” he said.


  “Don’t let me keep you two lovebirds,” Malcolm said sarcastically. “We’ll stop for the day, and you can go with him.”


  “That’s okay,” Gabriel said. “I’m going to work.”


  “Well, thank you for coming,” Malcolm said with a triumphant smirk. “Will you be enjoying us again, soon?” 


  Gabriel bristled, what tenderness had been apparent earlier, vanished. “I really have to go, and I certainly don’t want to interrupt what’s next.” 


  Sydney watched her husband exit without another word, and once the door clicked behind him, she whirled around,  “You fucking ass!” she roared.


  “Pissed are we?” Malcolm said. “Did it ever occur to you that I’m not particularly interested in having an audience for my sessions? You could have let me know.”


  “And you’d only have refused to have him. This was important to me, Malcolm; though I don’t think you did much to help what’s hurting my marriage.”


  “You mean you haven’t given up on that?” he asked.


  “No, I haven’t.”


  “I hate to see you delude yourself.”


  “But it is my delusion! It probably doesn’t matter to you, but Gabriel offers me a whole lot more than you do.”


  “Really? I’d like to know what.” He was incredibly smug.


  “Good god, Malcolm, lay off of her,” the now dressed Tomas said. He gave Sydney an affectionate tousle of her ash blonde hair, and walked past the sparring duo and out the door.


  Sydney was getting dressed as fast as she could, grateful that she had only a two things to put on. 


  “Oh no you don’t.” Malcolm suddenly rushed at her.


  “Don’t what?”


  “Run away.”


  “I’m going home, Malcolm, that’s not running away.”


  “No, you can stay, I want you for another hour.”


  “To fuck or to pose?”


  “Probably both,” he answered.


  “You think I’ll do whatever you want, you think I’ll be swept off my feet by you. Go ahead pose me. How do to you want it this time?” She angrily removed clothes she’d just put on. “Cunt spread? Ass in the air? Or shall I try something cutsy, a little old fashioned cheesecake?”


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “That you’re obsessive, a dirty old man with your pictures.”


  “Ah, now you’re sounding like that husband of yours.”


  “No. There’s a big difference. He’s a little confused, a lot old fashioned, but I’m not. You thinly disguise your lust Malcolm, you do this for lust and little else as far as I can see.”


  “And what about you?”


  “Yeah, I’m doing it for lust too, because I love it.  Because it’s spice and fun and very naughty. But I know it’s not going to last, and I don’t try to make it. And behind it all, I’m really looking for more. I was certainly hoping there was more than just professional lust between us.”


  “Is that so, little bitch,” Malcolm said swaggering toward her. 


  He took her hands in his and pulled them around behind her. He kissed her mouth, opening it wide with his, and moved his body against hers.


  “You don’t want this to end, darling, do you?” 


  She listened to his question, though she heard him more through his body, listening to his desire, to the fine thrill that moved from him to her, catching her in its grasp again.


  “You can’t stop, can you?” he went on. “Even as much as you want to. Even if you think I’m a lecherous old man without a conscience. You love your cunt too much, and I know just how to make it very happy. His chest grazed against hers, teasing the nipples that were aroused into little buds. 


  “You know Malcolm, I could easily hate you for the way you’re treating me. You offer me sex, and that’s good, but I want more and you’ve known that about me all along.”


  The artist backed off.


  “Oh, I see. So you don’t want me anymore?”


  “I didn’t say that,” Sydney said. “But if this is just lust, I wish you’d respect my feelings for Gabriel a little more. Respect me as a person. Or am I just a body for you to paint? In a few weeks, nothing but the woman in oils hanging on your wall?”


  “I’m sorry, I have hurt you, haven’t I?” Malcolm said.


  “Yes.” It was nice for him to acknowledge her feelings, and once he named it, she realized how hurt she was.


  Malcolm looked less arrogant acknowledging the truth. “Maybe I was jealous this morning,” he conceded.


  “Jealous? You?”


  “It’s been known to happen.” His face was softening even more, his eyes looking more gentle, a warmth returning she hadn’t seen all day. “Did it ever occur to you that it might bother me the way I know you want this relationship with Gabriel to work. Perhaps I just want you for my own.”


  “You have no problem with me screwing Tomas.”


  “Tomas is my puppet. I control him. At least I did the other day. And I did that for art as much as anything, you were getting so weird posing with him. I told you, I thought a little fornication would do us all good. But I didn’t like it.”


  “If you do care about me, why do you go on like you don’t, like it’s only sex. You act like nothing more than a self-indulgent bastard.”


  “I’m a man. We are a closed and mysterious species. You think I’m that much different from Gabriel? I may be a little more open minded, but I still have my moments.”


  Sydney thought the self-depreciation charming. It was certainly unexpected. It worked on her sexual fires instantly, and made her wonder if there just might be something more between she and the artist, just as she’d always hoped there would be.


  When Malcolm’s eyes locked on hers, it didn’t take but seconds for Sydney to realize what he wanted.  She could feel the desire moving through her too. Moving against her this time, she didn’t resist. He pushed her to the bed, down on the cool firm surface, his chest pressed to hers. He had her arms pinned in his hands, at the side of her head.


  Sydney struggled half-heartedly to free them, thinking that she wanted to touch him back. She didn’t want to remain pinned as she had the day before when some unspoken command kept her captive to both men. Breaking from his grasp, Sydney took Malcolm’s face in her hands and brought his lips down to kiss hers, as he was rapidly moving for the heart of the lovemaking, the hot center between her legs.


  Backing away from the kissing, Malcolm raised her legs above over his shoulders, so he could have maximum thrust, to the hilt of her cunt, right to the very bottom where it felt so good to cause a deep internal massage. He fucked her hard, making certain to add a well-practiced movement against her belly, that massaged her clit with each in and out jolt. It wasn’t long before the model was crying madly, tears and all, her cunt moving as rapidly as his raging cock.


  “Oh my god, Malcolm more!” She wiggled back and forth, the opposing movements doing exactly what they needed to do to bring her to her satisfaction. On the rise, she was tripping over an edge she loved, shimmying joyously under Malcolm’s body. 


  She’d do it again and again for this feeling. How he knew her so well bothered her. She had to stop this madness, but with no idea how, she would keep getting taken in by Malcolm and his self-indulgent world. All she could do was hope that he was as sincere as his earlier speech.


  ***


  Sydney expected the phone to ring that evening. She expected Gabriel to call and talk. She even expected for him to make his decision about their relationship, to announce to her he was ready to end it completely. He’d seen the whole scenario. He’d seen the kiss from Tomas, the closeness the two felt that clearly rivaled the closeness he’d known in bed with her. He’d seen Malcolm’s jealous tiff. He’d be adding it all up, and making a decision very soon. She counted on it.


  But he didn’t call that night. The phone was silent, Gabriel was silent, and Sydney was lost in endless speculation wondering what her husband was thinking. He’d had all day to think about the morning, but still, he was silent. If Gabriel wanted to punish her for adultery, there was no better way than to make her wait to hear the final judgment.


  That night, Sydney painted again; but unlike the morning, when she’d been flooded with a vast store of expectancy and lusty sensual energy, she returned to the morose drabness of gray shadows, the dour looking colors on the canvas reflecting the heaviness in her heart.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Not the day after Gabriel watched his wife in another man’s arms, but three days later he knocked on the apartment door early in the morning, knowing she was there since her car was still outside.


  “Can I get you some coffee?” she asked sleepily, because he’d awakened her.


  “It’s made?” he asked.


  “In a minute. I need some, or I’ll never open my eyes.”


  She couldn’t believe the horrible timing. She must have looked terrible, but then, he was her husband, and they had lived together for several years, and he knew exactly what she looked like in the morning. Still, if she could have chosen the time, she would have picked another, when she was more awake and thinking more clearly, and at the very least, wearing a little make-up. 


  Sitting at the kitchen table together, it almost seemed like old times, the same awkward distance after they’d fought, the same reticence of Gabriel to express his feelings, the same lovely, intriguing, perplexing face, with Sydney looking into it, longing to know what was behind all the mystery he so easily displayed. Just like old times.


  “You’ve kept me on pins and needles,” Sydney started the conversation.


  “Have I? That wasn’t my intention.”


  “No?”


  “You sound as if you expect some kind of decision from me.”


  “Well, I do,” she answered flatly.


  “Oh.”


  “You mean you haven’t made a decision … about us?”


  “I’m sorry to disappoint you,” Gabriel said. “I only wanted to see you model because I wanted to see how I’d react. I wanted to try and feel what you were feeling.”


  She nodded, hoping Gabriel would just keep talking. But after his initial statement, the air waves were suddenly and uncomfortably silent. A brooding Gabriel took one big gulp of coffee.


  “Did you fuck them after I left?” he finally asked.


  “Malcolm and Tomas?”


  “Was there someone else, I didn’t know about?” he asked.


  “No, no. It was just Malcolm,” she said, realizing how difficult it was to admit to this. “Malcolm and I had sex, Tomas left.”


  “Does he do something special for you?” Gabriel asked.


  “Sort of,” she answered truthfully.


  “So, you’re not screwing Tomas too?”


  “We did once, a menage a trois.”


  Gabriel nodded. He looked at her as if he was trying to imagine her in bed with two men.


  “Well, if it makes you feel any better, Sydney, you’re right?”


  “Right how?”


  “The posing … turns me on. I can see why you like it.” He looked a little brighter, this was a difficult admission to make, and he lightened; getting it off his chest was lifting a load.


  “Thank you for admitting it,” Sydney replied. “And do you get off on the thought of me screwing two men?” There was a naughty grin on her face, nothing too seductive


  “Yeah,” he smirked and nodded his head. “Hell, I don’t know why. It goes against everything I believe about marriage. But it does.” He was blushing.


  “I can understand that,” she said. “So is that all?”


  Gabriel thought for a moment before he answered. “You know, Syd, it was strange watching you, but kind of funny too.”


  “Why was that?”


  “The whole time, I kept thinking that you didn’t look very happy. Oh you looked hotter than shit lying next to Tomas, but you didn’t look happy. Is that the way it’s supposed to be?”


  Sydney shrugged, finding his comment curious, something she would have to really consider. Happiness? Had she given that up for her freedom too?


  There was another prickly silence, one almost too good to be true for Sydney. Gabriel was making admissions he never would have made before, but she knew better than to put too much into them. Gabriel was a master at changing moods, his mind and even his philosophy of life. If he admitted his lust, and began to understand her one minute, it might all change the next.


  “So, does this change things between us?” she asked timidly, after a long wait.


  “I don’t know, we’ll see,” he said. “I just decided that maybe being honest about this might help us both.”


  She smiled. “I’m glad you came, hon. You look pretty good sitting there.”


  “So do you.” He shoved himself away from the table, and they walked together toward the door.


  A step at a time, Sydney thought, as she watched him walk down the hall. She waved at him, wondering if perhaps they might still have a future.




  Chapter Fourteen


  There were just a few modeling sessions remaining. A couple alone with Malcolm, and a few with Tomas. These were pick-up sessions, as Malcolm needed them he said, to gel a few thoughts that hadn’t so far. The rest of the work he’d do from memory, the final shading was from his creative genius, he had no need for models then.


  There had been almost no sex in the final two weeks. Sydney’s reluctance, coupled with Malcolm’s preoccupation led only once into a flurried lovemaking, that happened quite by accident when Sydney kindly massaged the artist’s sore shoulders. There had been days of tension for her, loveless days, husbandless days as her fate with Gabriel hung in a balance of factors that Sydney had no control over. She wondered if she was becoming sexually conservative, all of a sudden wracked by a new morality that certainly hadn’t been intact in all the long weeks of this modeling job. 


  It wasn’t morality exactly, but more due to Gabriel, and Sydney’s hopes for their relationship. The last time they were together he’d been so open, and willing to see things from her point of view.


  But she was impatient for the answers. Leaving the modeling meant leaving Malcolm Eisley’s relative safety, and the convenience of Tomas, and their wicked trio of lust. It meant moving on with some kind of life beyond the small studio and these men. It meant a wider world that Sydney didn’t really want.


  Approaching the end of the job, Sydney could feel the tension mount and so too her anger at Gabriel. Every day that he remained silently tucked away in his own world, “working things out”, she became more frustrated with him.


  “You ready for a little fun?” Malcolm asked Sydney, when Tomas had left, and his female model was buttoning her blouse.


  “Fun, when don’t I have fun with you?” she asked.


  Malcolm was at her side, fondling her cheek, making her look up into his eyes.


  “Something a little more “out there”?


  “That sounds interesting.”


  “Real blow out party, you’ll love it. Could probably use it too,” Malcolm said. “You’ve been looking too damned serious lately.”


  “I have? Where the party?”


  “Loft apartment few miles from here. Marco Santori.”


  “Oh my!” she exclaimed. She recognized the sculptor’s name; she knew his work, and his reputation. “So when, and what do I wear?”


  “Well that little dress you wore a few months back would be perfectly appropriate, something like that, very slutty. You wouldn’t want to be wearing too much for this kind of affair. There’s likely to be all kinds of strange costumes at this ball.”


  “Like what?” 


  “Oh, fetish stuff, leather, spike heels, collars, nothing too tawdry, but that doesn’t mean it won’t get tawdry before it’s all over.”


  This was the best offer Sydney had had in weeks. A blow out? It wouldn’t hurt to go round the bend for one night. Malcolm looked so thrilled, the whole thing was making her juicy between her legs.


  “Tonight?”


  “No, Saturday. You do something really fabulous with this body of yours, okay?”


  “You’re going to show me off again?”


  “This is art as life, nothing on the walls, and no models, just your sensuous body, and lots of other sensuous bodies doing sensuous things.” He pulled her up and ran his hands along her waist, feeling the beautiful curve of her form all the way to her breasts. Cupping them, while a reluctant Sydney looked down at his graceful hands, he made them tingle, raising a heat she hadn’t felt for some days. It was nearly orgasmic, but she didn’t want an orgasm at Malcolm’s hands right now. She was saving herself for Gabriel. Damn him anyway for taking so long. But … it was easy to imagine breaking her vows once more on Saturday night, if her missing husband hadn’t appeared by then. 


  “I’ll find something really lewd to wear, as long as you promise I won’t stand out like a reject from the topless bar down the street,” Sydney said.


  “I promise you, nothing you’d come up with would be as naughty as the costumes you’ll see. You’re much too much a good girl to be that raunchy.”


  “Humph. I just may surprise you,” she said. “You picking me up?” She wrenched away from his roving hands and continued to get dressed.


  “I’ll pick you up at eight, this will be a late one. I don’t imagine that things will really get started until after midnight.”


  “And what do we do until midnight?”


  “Get high and horny.”


  There was a mischievous bad girl grin on Sydney’s face. With her head cocked just right, her soft ash blonde curls bobbing, she looked like a nymph, a very sultry wanton woman of loose morals kind of nymph. It was the side of Sydney that Malcolm liked best. It almost made him want to keep her around, though he was pretty sure she’d never stay after the commitment she’d made to his project was complete. He could only imagine a heady reconciliation with her bratty young husband, all the careful sexual training lost completely—except what the poor boy might take for himself if he was smart enough to take it.


  “You could let me have your ass one more time before we end this debauchery we’ve been perpetuating,” Malcolm suggested.


  “I could, couldn’t I?” she flipped off the easy retort, and because she was ready to leave, it was perfect time to jaunt happily off to the door, leaving Malcolm hanging.


  Sydney had only two days to plan her Saturday. Having no idea what she’d wear, she traipsed through several off-beat boutiques looking for something different, not something off the rack, looking like everyone else’s idea of the perfectly slutty garment. She considered leather, but that was certainly common, and how much could you really do with leather, unless you were opting for the fetish look with chains and studs too? She preferred a blend of seductive and downright nasty.


  In a tiny shop, hardly any distance at all from her apartment, she found a small black lycra skirt, with a three inch slit and a glove fit. It moved when she moved, with no independence of its own. It looked like it was glued to her body. A few stores later, Sydney found a bustier that fit snugly around her middle, and pushed her breasts into two fine sensuous mounds that jiggled at the top of the black garment with the fancy gold brocade along the edge. If a nipple didn’t pop out before the night was over, she’d be surprised. She added a pair of simple lace stockings, and black high heel ankle boots that streamlined her legs, and made her bottom stick out all the more in its captive skirt.


  “You should really try the collar, the sales clerk suggested. The young woman with a mop of teased hair and black lipstick didn’t look like a fashion consultant, but she was right about the collar. Black and gold brocade to match the bustier, Sydney fit it snugly around her neck and tied it tight. 


  Her body instantly rushed seeing the effect. She’d worn neck collars before, little lace things that suggested innocence more than seduction. This was different, and she suspected it would give Malcolm as much a jolt as it was giving her. 


  When she looked up at the sales clerk, the young woman was staring at her.


  “See, it does look good, huh?”


  “Yeah, you’re right.” Sydney looked back in the mirror.


  “So, you going to something special?” She was chewing gum and smacking her lips.


  “A party.”


  “Wild one?”


  “Supposed to be.”


  Sydney continued to view herself in the mirror, getting hotter every minute.


  “You know, we could party a little, you want to?” the clerk said.


  “You mean?” Sydney was confused.


  “Little dressing room cunt to cunt, or don’t you fuck women?”


  “I haven’t,” Sydney admitted. “I’ve been trying to get the men straight in my life, I don’t know what I’d do if there were women to worry about too.”


  “Too bad,” the girl said shaking her head. “You do look hot, you some kind of model or something?”


  Sydney was about to say no, she was an artist, but she changed her mind. “Yeah. I model nude.”


  The girl with the black lipstick raised two very black eyebrows, her eyes looking as sultry as two eyes could. “I’d like to see that.”


  “Maybe you will. I’ve been having my body painted by an artist, he should be having an exhibition in a couple of months.


  “Wow.” She was impressed. “I’d like to do that sometime, but I don’t know any artists, just musicians. One guy’s gonna write this song for me, but hey, getting a picture done, my cunt and all, that would be bitchin’.”


  Sydney smiled, feeling ever so much older, and clearly condescending, though she wasn’t going to communicate it to the girl. She’d really been helpful, and a bit of a morale booster, even if they weren’t on the same mental wave length.


  Her purchases wrapped in a plain brown bag, Sydney was in a hurry to get them home so she could try them on again. She wondered what it would have been like to have experimented with the girl in the dressing room. Touching breasts, a woman’s midriff, running hands along a female bottom and between legs where it was warm and moist. How strange that one uncovered desire led to another, to another, as if they were all connected on one long string, all tied in some sequence, that as soon as she’d discovered the first, it led to another, equally, if not more provocative than the one before.


  Desire was like that, seducing by its very nature, taking her ever deeper in its midst, where sometimes she thought she would get lost. All the sessions with Malcolm, including the lovemaking with Tomas, the strangest desires popped into her mind as she was striking odd poses for the artist. They were indications of a sexual soul that was a lot deeper and richer than she could ever have imagined. And still, at this point in time, she was contemplating the return to a conventional life, to marriage. Could she give up all her hedonistic inclinations for just one man? Was that possible, or had she unleashed something that she couldn’t control, and would Gabriel ever understand? He had been trying, but it seemed sometimes she was light-years beyond his efforts to understand her.


  As much as Sydney had tried to suppress her wanton behavior in the last few weeks, denying herself moments with both Tomas and Malcolm, she was surprised and a little frightened that thinking of this party, her whole sexual energy burst forth with wicked thoughts, and was pressing her headlong into an evening that could be far more daring than anything else she’d ever done.


  Putting on her outfit again at home, Sydney looked into the full length mirror and smiled. She liked it even better without the sales clerk to comment. For just a moment there was nothing but Sydney and her reflection, and that made her shiver excitedly. 


  She began to move, thinking of dancing, wondering who might be dancing with her Saturday night. The thought making her more bold, she moved erotically, like an exotic dancer, realizing how tight and short the skirt was, and how her movements made it rise on her legs. It inched so high, it threatened to show her cunt if she bent just a little too much. Would she wear panties or not? 


  Watching herself dance, it made her hot to imagine that crowd of people in a crowded loft, bodies pressing against hers, hers pressing back. When she bent forward toward the mirror, her flesh was so dangerously close to breaking free from the bustier, that she jiggled and shimmied until her two round mounds of flesh, nipples and all broke free.


  She’d never be this raunchy at the party, no matter how outrageous it was. In fact, she’d probably be so curious, gawking at other “fetish people”, as Malcolm called them, that she’d forget to be sexy herself, and end up just another lewdly dressed but slightly uptight woman.


  At least while she was in the safety of her own room, just the mirror and her body to tease her, she could be excited with her fantasies, as one by one they marched into her brain. Her hands were everywhere, moving down her hips, across her breasts, the feelings as welcome as any lover’s hands, the result as effective.


  By inspiration, Sydney pulled out her fingerless black gloves, ones that Gabriel had bought her before they married, when she was just his lover, not his wife, when he liked to seeing her acting sexy, and these gloves were just a symbol of seduction. She’d hadn’t worn them in over a year, and they smelled like the perfume sachet in her drawer, a rich flowery fragrance like old roses, and lilac and other scents she couldn’t recognize. Putting the gloves on her hands was donning another femininity, a brothel sexuality, that made her think of waiting for a “john” to knock on her door, and then use her wickedly dressed body for nothing more than sex, in an old fashioned way. 


  She liked the look of the collar, the breasts atop the bustier, the way her waist looked so small with the sharp stays circling her midriff, the way the short skirt defined her hips. Dancing still, she let the skirt rise until she could see her cunt reflected back. And with her sexy gloved hands, she began playing with her clitoris, rubbing it gently, rubbing it hard, rubbing it fast with just the right pressure, until a full measure of feeling was rising. Tapping some inner root source she rocked against her fingers, making the gloves as damp as her pussy was damp.


  When a bright explosion of energy raced through her, it made every body part rush. And once over, she relaxed, collapsed back on the bed, looking in the mirror at the woman she’d become in her imagination, and in this tiny sliver of private reality.


  “This is what you do when I’m not here?” His voice came out of nowhere, and Sydney jerked seeing Gabriel standing at her bedroom door. 


  “Oh, my god! You scared the living daylights out of me.” She was breathing hard, at first too scared to be embarrassed, then too embarrassed to know what say. “What are you doing here?” was the only thing she could think to say.


  “Looking at you, I guess,” he said.


  Was there lust or judgment in his eyes, she wasn’t sure, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to know.


  “So?”


  “You never did that for me,” he said.


  “I was never inspired,” she said. “Ouch!” she thought as she listened to her words.


  “Thanks.” He started to back away.


  “Gabe, I’m sorry, you just startled me. What are you doing here?”


  “I kinda wanted to talk, but I don’t know what to say now.” He was starting to back out of the door.


  “No stay, please,” she was pleading with him, and hating herself for doing it.


  “No, I really hafta go.” He was agitated and nervous and she hated him like that, it always seemed the precursor to some vile judgment.


  “Gabriel! Damn you! You interrupt me and give me that “I hafta go shit!.”


  “Sorry, Syd, I really should have knocked.”


  “You damn well should have, but now that you’re here, you’d better sit down and tell me why you came. I’m sick of this mooning around. You going make up your mind about us, or just keep me sitting on the fucking fence forever?”


  It was Gabriel’s turn to be pissed, his eyes firecracker sharp. But he was thinking and not talking. “I don’t want to be pushed, Syd,” he finally said.


  “Of course not! You poor wronged little baby.” Maybe the clothes were making her bold, but she was sick of holding back.


  “Hey, I’m gonna get out of here. When you want to talk like an adult, we’ll talk.”


  “Don’t you throw that shit in my face!” she roared.


  “I’ll throw any damned thing I want to,” he roared back. “I didn’t run off and go screwing other people.”


  “Well maybe you should have, it might have loosened you up!” 


  “You bitch!” he sputtered under his breath, and he turned and strode out of the apartment.


  Sydney was standing when the conflagration was over, not knowing when she’d risen to her feet. It was probably just natural, the anger rising in her body. With Gabriel gone, she slumped back on the bed where she’d been before, realizing as she looked at her face in the mirror, that all the peace and sexual satisfaction of masturbation had vanished. She looked witch-like in her new clothes.


  Sydney had no idea where all the rage had come from, how in a moment that could have brought them together, everything seemed totally destroyed. She wasn’t sure who was to blame, but she was afraid that a reconciliation was just that much further away, now seeming more impossible than ever.


  One last glance in the mirror and Sydney tore off the gloves, the collar, the bustier and the skirt. She ruined the stockings when she tore at them too, but it didn’t matter. She didn’t want any of it anymore, at least for the next twenty-four hours. That was how long she had before she’d have to dress for Malcolm. Would she have the courage to be that lewd in public? She really wondered.




  Chapter Fifteen


  When Malcolm knocked on the door, Sydney was nervous. Everything had survived the quick disrobing the evening before, except the stockings. She had bought another pair to replace them; and she decided not to wear the gloves, a little “too much” she thought. Maybe she’d regret the decision later, but then, she really didn’t want to be thinking of Gabriel all night.


  “Syd!” Malcolm’s normally unaffected expression was genuinely provoked by the sight of his nastily clothed model.


  “Will it do?” she asked.


  “You surprise me,” he said.


  “I hoped I would,” she said with a haughty affected turn of the phrase.


  “All you need is some of those fingerless gloves. Don’t you think that would complete it?”


  “It’s as complete as it’s gonna get, Mal, I’ll be lucky to survive this.”


  “You don’t need to worry, you’ll still be one of the most conservatively dressed ones at the party.”


  “I’d really like to see that,” Sydney said.


  “You will. You ready?”


  “Let me check the lipstick, I’ll be right back.”


  She was breathing easier. Being on Malcolm’s arm was being in a different world, and since she’d decided, after Gabriel left the night before, that she was going to pull out all the stops this night, she was feeling pretty good. Throwing a cape around her shoulders, Sydney left the apartment with an extra swagger in her hips. There was a little bit of actress, a little bit of vamp and lot of the new free Sydney on the move.


  ***


  Marco Santori’s loft was just a couple of miles from her apartment, in a marginal part of the city, where small businesses mixed with apartments, and there were remnants of old factories, that had either been drastically remodeled into offices or condos; or like this one, turned into trendy apartments.  The loft was one entire floor of an old building, the third floor, so Sydney counted when she looked up and saw a long line of lights two flights up. She suspected that there was even a second story to the apartment, since there were bright lights above, and people standing by the windows.


  A walk-up, at least for that night, with the elevator broken—so their host had informed Malcolm—Sydney was forced to take two flights of stairs in the ghastly high heels she’d chosen. She hoped they would be good for dancing, if there was dancing. She was looking forward to letting go, not just clinging to Malcolm’s arm, and listening to him pontificate.


  Once Malcolm pulled back the large metal door and they entered the apartment, Sydney’s eyes gazed on a mob of mostly leather dressed people, pulsing to heavy metal music blaring from large stereo speakers. Malcolm was right, she was more demurely dressed than most of the people she saw.


  The entire loft was one swimming sea of oddly dressed participants in this feast of god knows what. It took some minutes for Sydney to get used to the flickering lights and the brilliant color that assaulted her eyes and noise that assaulted her ears. She was clinging to Malcolm’s arm far more tightly than she should have, but he didn’t seem to be upset. He was taking her in his own direction, when she might have wanted to dance or check out the balcony above the main floor. Instead, she went along with him, deep into the loft toward a group of people that looked so strange that she didn’t know if she could even talk to them. They looked like aliens that had just landed, who certainly wouldn’t know her language.


  “This is Sydney,” Malcolm was introducing her to one leather clad man, leather from head to foot. “He’s a sexual dom, whips and chains and everything,” Malcolm explained.


  Sydney nodded, not certain what all that meant, except that it must have been very vile by the way this man looked, with a half dozen talismans falling off one ear, a ring through his nose and several ghastly tattoos covering his bare forearms.


  “She’s charming, you giving her to me?” he asked.


  “No, no, she’s just been doing some modeling for me. Though she’s really an artist, and I suspect will be going back to that full time?” Malcolm looked at Sydney, making certain that his model heard his explanation of her, after he’d so totally screwed it up when he’d taken her to the art show several months before.


  “Too bad she’s not into the fun stuff,” the dom said with eyebrows raised and eyes focused directly on Sydney’s bust.


  After a few more comments Malcolm and Sydney moved away.  “Ah there she is,” Malcolm said, a broad smile suddenly breaking out on his face, as he spotted a leather clad young woman on the other side of the room. She reminded Sydney of the woman with the black lipstick in the boutique, though this girl was much prettier. Behind all the morbid colors on her eyelids, and her spiky hairdo, she had a softer side that seemed to come right through her attempt to hide it with the wild costume. She was wearing a leather dress, that was little more than straps woven together with plenty of space between them, so that the tanned flesh of her hips, thighs, midriff and breasts showed through. The dress was carefully constructed so that at all the crucial places front and back, there were straps to cover the nipples, cunt and bottom crack. Sydney had never seen anything like it. 


  “Jessica Crabtree, this is Sydney,” Malcolm introduced them.


  Jessica Crabtree was a name Sydney knew; she edited an offbeat fetish newspaper that had printed a preview of Malcolm’s work. Sydney didn’t think that the paper was anyplace to advertise what should have been a much too tame exhibit for these people, but the article had been tastefully done.


  Jessica smiled warmly extending her hand to the model for a conventional greeting.


  “You know Syd, I’ve about decided when this project we’re doing is over, I’m going to do these people in oils.”


  Ah, Syd thought to herself, that was the reason for his sudden interest in leather and chains.


  “You going to do Jessica?” Syd asked.


  “I think I’ll start with her,” Malcolm said. 


  Sydney saw the lights in Malcolm’s eyes, admiration, total adoration. She’d seen the same look in him toward her months before, though it had little by little faded away until she’d realized that it was no longer there, only seeing it sparked again by another woman.


  “Ouch!” Sydney suddenly jerked, and turned around to see Tomas behind her, his hands teasing her at her waist.


  “You look wicked,” he said, admiring the costume.


  “Thank you, and you too!”


  “Dance?” he asked.


  “You don’t mind, do you?” Sydney said, not even certain that Malcolm had heard her, he was so engrossed with his new fetish.


  “Thanks for the reprieve,” Sydney shouted to Tomas when they were dancing face to face in the center of several dozen other couples.


  Tomas smiled, and showed what fine form he was, his hips moving along erotically with hers, as they danced chest too chest so close to each other that the top of her bustier was grazing his naked pecs. Naked, except that he had on a short leather jacket, and leather pants, and a thick leather collar around his neck. He was as stunning as she’d ever seen him. So used to him completely naked, she found herself moving to his movement with a renewed sexual arousal, almost frightening in its depth.


  For all the oddness of the party, Tomas was one comforting piece. She rather hoped he’d stick around. Glimpsing Malcolm schmoozing with Jessica Crabtree on the sidelines, his lips finding places to plant small kisses on her neck and cheeks, Sydney wasn’t particularly looking forward to interrupting them; and she certainly wasn’t interested in clinging to his arm again.


  Sydney and Tomas danced in the relative safety of the crowded dance area, the music was blaring, the lights continued to flash, and the heat around them was rising so Sydney felt as if she was about to burst through her clothes. She tried not think of how much her feet ached in the spike heels, and she sure as hell wouldn’t be trying to sit down and rest, when getting up would only make her feet hurt more. Better they were numb and stayed numb.


  When Tomas danced close, they moved in unison to a more mellow beat, and she relaxed easily in his familiar arms. His gentle exploration of her body didn’t bother her, even when he pulled a nipple from the bustier and leaned down to kiss it. By then, all manner of body parts were being unveiled, and no one cared, and the only watchful glances were eyes admiring the show. It was an exhibitionist fantasy that had Sydney intrigued and finding a new level of exhibitionism that she never believed possible for herself. She might have been dancing nude in front of these people, and it wouldn’t have mattered. Though complete exposure wasn’t the point. Tease, titillation and sexual kicks were. It might have been the freest environment Sydney had ever been in, not because she was about to parade herself around in leather, but because she was so free to be herself, and do anything she wanted without judgment. Had Gabriel been there, what would he have thought? She decided that he would have spent two minutes i the room and hurriedly left.


  Taking a break, Sydney found a punch bowl to quench her thirst, but thinking better of it, she poured herself a glass of Coke from the freshly opened bottled, she wanted nothing funny in her refreshment to cloud her thinking. A good high, as Malcolm had suggested, might lead her into something she didn’t want. She knew she was far too impressionable right now to trust herself with this bizarre crowd.


  Tomas had taken off somewhere too, vowing to return; but not finding him, Sydney drank her Coke, then looked around for the nearest bathroom. Sensing one on the far side of the room, Sydney had to pass by Malcolm to find it.


  “You two looked like you were having fun,” Malcolm said, grabbing her arm as she tried to pass unnoticed.


  She let herself be led back to his side, as he was quite alone, Jessica elsewhere.


  “Oh, we were, and you obviously are enjoying your new project.”


  “It’s a fascinating world.”


  “I’m sure. You know Malcolm, it’s okay to end things with me. I know I probably don’t have to say that, but I like clearly defined ends.”


  “Yes, that’s your whole problem now, isn’t it,” Malcolm suggested. His eyes look old and weary to her, maybe it was from the third scotch he’d just downed.


  “It’s not my problem right now, because I’m not going to have any problems tonight,” she said.


  “That’s spirit, Syd. And you’re probably right, we should call a halt to our affair. It’s always the way with me, I go on until the winds blow in a different direction, I guess you could say there’s a easterly breeze pushing me along.”


  Sydney nodded, perfectly happy to let him find the winds of change, and giving him nothing more than a quick smile. She moved off, realizing that she didn’t need to add a sentimental epitaph to an affair that turned out as meaningless as theirs.


  Finding the bathroom her next project, Sydney skirted along the wall behind a group of people that were inspecting each other’s piercings and tattoos. It was a curious bunch, and not necessarily a group of people she’d want to spend time with. Once she was out of the bathroom, if Tomas didn’t appear, she planned to find a phone and a taxi, and an easy exit.


  The ceramic tiled ladies room was a cool contrast to the heated air in the loft. After taking care of business, she almost regretted having to leave, and rejoin the mass confusion outside. Her head was spinning without having anything more than two beers much earlier. It was probably just the general atmosphere that forced her into an altered state; her thinking wasn’t clear at all. 


  Moving down the hallway, back toward the main room, Sydney suddenly found herself forced face forward against the wall of a small alcove. It was a dark corner, and some dark man was pressing against her with a leather clad crotch—she knew that because she could hear the sound of the leather creaking. Looking over her shoulder, she was relieved to find it was Tomas, a vivid, warm and turned-on smile crossing his lips.


  “You as hot as I am?” he whispered in her ear.


  Sydney could feel the fire return to her anxious loins, the whole flood of desires that had been clamoring at her all evening, all too apparent, especially the way she moved back into Tomas’s hovering body.


  “You know me much too well,” she whispered back to him, just as his hands were pulling up her skirt.  “Right here?” she asked.


  “What better place,” he purred in her ear.


  His hands were invading her from the back side, fondling the rear crack, and deeper below to her cunt. There were a few people passing by, but apparently they weren’t bothering to notice the barely concealed  couple. No one stopped to look as Tomas fondled her, one hand in front releasing her breasts so that he could pinch her nipples. Sydney let out tiny squeals that were only drowned out by the music. 


  “Ah, Tomas, yes,” she gave her consent. The words didn’t matter, but as soon as they were spoken, he knew she was his to use, and taking both of her hands, he placed them over her head on the wall.


  “Keep them there, darling, out of the way, I’ll take care of everything.” And he did, his cock exposed, he grabbed her rear end and thrust his way into her cunt. Feeling him there was like exploding grenades in her body, the lower half hot and welcoming, and so close to climaxing the very instant of his penetration, that she had to hold off and wait for him.


  They bucked together to the backdrop of music, and smoke, and chatter and a few female shrieks—for 


  god knows what reason. Things were getting wilder still, by the second, as their climax built to a fierce peak. Sydney squeezed hard against Tomas, while she moved her hips, letting one delicious feeling after another jolt her every which way, until at last, she couldn’t hold back any longer, and she cried in whimpers and squeals as Tomas pounded her hard.


  One wild lusty groan and he was finished too.


  For a few short seconds Tomas collapsed against her, the posture of submission taking hold and washing over her pleasantly. Never before. Likely never again. Though she’d never regret this one.


  “You surprised even me,” Tomas whispered in her ear. It was the only way she was going to hear him, because the infernal noise around them continued on.


  “Did I?”


  “Maybe Malcolm’s right. You’ll do anything.”


  “Maybe, it depends on who I’m with,” she said.


  Tomas was pushing her skirt back around her hips, and replacing his cock in his pants. He pulled Sydney to him, when he was done, and held her with her back to him, as he carefully pushed her breasts back inside the bustier. “You did good, and you needed it,” he said.


  “You think so?”


  “Yeah, Malcolm’s pretty much a jerk for a date tonight, fawning all over Jessica.”


  “I don’t care about Malcolm anymore, let him move on to another fantasy.”


  “So, you want to split?” he asked.


  “Oh, heavens yes, I was about to look for a phone, before you attacked me.”


  “Then the least I can do is take you home,” he said.  And he led her through the madly moving throng of leather and chain clad bodies to find her cape, and to exit this den of iniquity.


  ***


  It wasn’t five minutes and Tomas stopped his car in front of Sydney’s apartment.


  “You want to come up for a drink?” she asked.


  “You look a little too tired for that, Syd,” he said.


  “Shows that much?”


  “I messed you a up a little,” he said, patting her unruly hair, that was quite provocative, in its after sex state.


  “Sometimes, Tomas, you have the perfect solution to my woes.”


  “I can’t think of anyone I’d rather be a solution for,” he said, smiling. 


  All the intimate time they’d spent together, they’d never really had a conversation. He’d run interference between she and Malcolm, had soothed her, screwed her, and yet reminded her so much of the man she loved that she couldn’t let herself be swept up by his gentle caring. There were times when she wondered if Tomas was Gabriel’s flip side, the side that had no moralistic quandaries over sex, the side that was easy going where Gabriel was uptight and so intense it made him difficult to be with. Wouldn’t it have been ironic that here was the perfect match for her, right under her eyes… willing, charming and so very natural? 


  Sydney looked at his handsome face with its tender smirk. Unfortunately, Tomas was not a one woman man. To try and fix him in once place and put expectations on him, he’d end up being as surly and critical as Gabriel sometimes was. So often men outside of relationships had their best sides present. Their nasty dark side only appearing when real commitment stared them in the face.


  “Well, thank you for tonight, and for not coming upstairs,” she said.


  “You’re welcome,” he said, putting a hand at her neck he guided her mouth to his lips.


  “You’ve been quite a woman to spend so much time with. I thought the blessed modeling was going to be insufferable. You have no idea how Malcolm and I argued about my doing this. I swore I wouldn’t do it for a day.”


  “I never knew that.”


  “I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”


  “But you did stay.”


  “Because of you, certainly not because of Malcolm.”


  “Are you going to model again for him?”


  “Not on your life. Mal’s already suggested I get into my leathers and do this next thing with him. I told him I wasn’t going to play in that playground. Not that I don’t like leather and chains and bondage.”


  “You do?”


  “With certain women, but I’m not into parties.”


  “You knew those people at Marco’s?”


  “Some of them.”


  “So with the rest of your life?” It was odd that she knew so very little about the mysterious man.


  “I write,” he said. “Short stories, poems, and some articles about the arts. I have a play I wrote that I’m producing at a little theatre downtown.”


  “Really? Do I get to see it?”


  “I’ll send you tickets,” he said.


  “And you can come to my art show.”


  “Hey, I wouldn’t miss it.”


  There was a bittersweet quality to the whole night, the same hot fires of sexual freedom had done crazy things to her body and mind. But even with Tomas, as considerate and caring as he was, he was nothing more than just a passing fancy, that was now passing on. Such fancies she had learned, left her physically satisfied, but not complete. 


  She was passing on to another phase of her life, without Malcolm, and without Tomas, and without … 


  No, she wouldn’t think of that, Gabriel wouldn’t be gone from her life too, there had to be a way for them to get beyond their differences.


  ***


  It was a spur of the moment thought, just as Sydney was about to collapse into bed. She looked at the phone a dozen times before she finally gave in to the impulse. Even after dialing his number, she shook with fear. And hearing Gabriel answer on the other end, she was just as nervous.


  “Gabe?”


  “Yeah.” She heard his groggy voice reply. “Is that you, Syd?”


  “Did I wake you?”


  “Yeah, but it’s okay.”


  “I’m sorry about the other night,” Sydney said. “It ended all wrong and I’m sorry.”


  There was a pause that seemed to last an eternity before he answered. “I should have knocked,” he said.


  “But, I could have welcomed you,” she said. “I mean, it’s not like you’ve never seen me masturbate.”


  “We’re both making mistakes, Syd,” he said. He was sounding so kind, so much like the Gabriel that she remembered teasing her around the apartment until they fell happily in to bed together, so much like the man who picked wild flowers for her and stuffed them into a jar so she’d have something “wild” to paint, so much like the man who would wrap his arms around her at the easel and drag her off to bed with paint still on her fingers … . 


  “Can I see you soon?” she asked.


  “Sure,” he replied. 


  “That’s good,” she said. “I guess I should let you sleep.”


  “But Sydney,” he interrupted her goodbye. “You looked really hot the other day, I mean really hot.”


  “Thanks,” she said.


  “I got angry because I was scared.”


  “Of what?” she asked.


  “I was afraid I was losing you.”


  Sydney didn’t have the words to answer him, so she stumbled over her goodbye and hung up the phone feeling happier than she had in some time.




  Chapter Sixteen


  Sydney was as nervous as a child on Christmas morning. There was an enormous lump in the pit of her stomach that was grinding, and another in her throat that was making it almost impossible to talk. She was down to whispering as she talked with the gallery director about her show. She hadn’t been happy at all when she arrived, just before the seven o’clock opening. Two paintings had been switched without her authorization, even though she’d been specific the day before, going over all the preparations with the gallery staff.


  This was her very first, original, one artist show. The offer to do it had come to her half way through her modeling for Malcolm; though she hadn’t been certain that it would really come off, until they were nearly done with Mal’s project. For every waking hour of the last two weeks, poured every ounce of energy she had into the finishing touches on ten new pieces, as well as getting her older paintings ready for a retrospective of her older work. 


  It was nonstop, dead-tired work that made it easier for her to forget about men—every one of them that had plagued her life for the last six harrowing months. Tomas and Malcolm were certainly gone, but Gabriel was still hanging on by a thread. The promised meeting didn’t come off. Not because neither one tried, they both had suggested times and places but something always came up, Sydney’s work on the show, or Gabriel doing overtime at his office.


  When they did talk, sometimes it seemed a healthy continuation of the conversation they had the night of Marco’s party. Sometimes it was as prickly as it had been before; but more often Gabriel was open, caring and willing to tiptoe across sticky subjects without getting too testy.


  Perhaps his openness was only because she wasn’t modeling anymore, and he knew she wasn’t having sex with anyone. Regardless, Sydney held out a faint hope that they could finally resolve their differences.


  Her last conversation was several days before the show.


  “You will come, won’t you?” she asked.


  “Is this you, or your paintings?” he wondered.


  Sydney knew Malcolm’s showing wouldn’t debut for at least a month. She wondered if that was what Gabriel really wanted to see.


  “These are mine, hon, Sydney’s paintings, not Sydney’s body.”


  “Good,” he said.


  She let that comment drop, realizing that they might have quite a messy conversation when the Eisley exhibition was ready. She had no idea how he’d react to his wife’s naked body, coupled with another man’s, rendered in oils for thousands of people to view. She could just hear the judgment that would pour from his lips, the dark aspect that would light his eyes, as his Italian sense of being wronged would loom over her. Then again, he might not be upset at all.


  “I’ll be there,” Gabriel had told her.


  “You will?”


  “I will, Syd. I wouldn’t miss it. I’ve always loved your painting.”


  “Good, I’m glad. It’s at seven.”


  “I’ll be there on the button.”


  Sydney smiled to herself afterwards, thinking that her showing would be just the place for something new to begin. And, it took just seconds to plan the scenario in her mind, something loving, something honest, and something so hot, they’d screw their way from the gallery to the apartment, and wouldn’t stop until noon the next day.


  When the doors to the galley opened at seven, there were a few guests already waiting to get in. Sydney had grabbed a glass of champagne from the first tray that passed her and downed it quickly, thinking it might settle her nerves. Taking one last look at herself in the mirror and straightening her skirt for the hundredth time, she waltzed toward the middle of the gallery and put on a bright polished and very nervous smile, as she watched the reactions of the people standing before her heart and soul rendered lovingly in oil.


  The show was everything that Sydney hoped it would be. For a first small one, there were quite a group of people attending, many she knew from her art classes, friends, and others she’d never seen before, which meant they’d heard or read about her work. The art editor from the paper, as well as a columnist from a local scene magazine were there, both impressed with the painting. Malcolm showed up at eight, and Tomas at eight thirty. 


  Only Gabriel was missing.


  So much for promises of seven o’clock “on the button”.


  By nine, it was time to loosen up, drink a little more, and let the people that remained enjoy the hors d’oeuvres. The conversation was taking on a wider scope, beyond the colors that Sydney had chosen for her work and her use of form, and the curious nature of her subject matter. That was fine with Sydney, since she was getting tired of talking.


  “You look a little drug out,” Tomas whispered in her ear, putting a soothing arm around her waist.


  “It shows?”


  “Gabe didn’t show up, did he?”


  She didn’t have to answer.


  “You’re also looking a little looped, you having too much to drink?”


  “Not really, but champagne always makes me light-headed and a bit ditsy. Damn! I’m horny.” She added the last comment for good measure, and because it was true, and Tomas was one person that would understand.


  Tomas raised his eyebrows, interested.


  Feeling his hand on her back drop to her skirt, and gently fondle her there made her sexual heat even more raw. She moved against his hand.


  “God, that feels good.”


  “You need anything, Syd, I’m here.”


  “I’m still holding out for that other man,” she said, even though the thought of Tomas was inviting.


  “By the way, the show’s terrific,” he said. “You know I’m going to be writing about it for the downtown rag.”


  “You are? Oh, say something nice, nothing provocative, or really outrageous. I need to sell a few of these, and put some money in my pocket.”


  “You already have two sold stickers, so I see.”


  “I want more. I’m turning into a capitalist.”


  “That’s dangerous,” he joked. “Here have a little more champagne.”


  “If you do, I will end up fucking you again.”


  He practically poured the bubbly liquid down her throat, happily hoping for the promised outcome.


  Minutes ticked by and it was nearing ten o’clock, the crowd of people was thinning, Malcolm being one of the first to exit, with lots of apologies, though he’d generously heaped on praise for his star pupil that was beginning to make it big.


  “Just wait till my project’s complete,” he said. “You’re going to be amazed.”


  “I’m not so sure anything can amaze me, remember I was there.”


  He smiled, and gave her a gracious goodbye, and Syd watched him fly off to places elsewhere.


  Growing agitation. Expectations dashed. All threatened her peace of mind that wasn’t very peaceful to begin with. 


  No messages left. No last minute phone call.


  Either he’d forgotten or he didn’t care. 


  The longer the night went on the more horrifying the whole thing became. A little champagne took the edge off, but not the sinking feeling in her stomach, just when she thought there was some real hope for their reconciliation, especially when she had all her hopes pinned on this one night.


  Sydney eyed Tomas for few minutes. He was engaged in an animated conversation on the other side of the room. It was a little out of character for the often quiet, and sometimes brooding man. Seeing him smile, seeing his dark features, thinking of his body so like Gabriel’s, she couldn’t stop the erotic charge that moved through her.


  Approaching him from behind, she snuggled in against him, while she listened to him talk; and when the conversation was over, he turned and looked down at her puzzled.


  “You know what I’d really like right now?” she said, in a bold, whispering seductive tone.


  “What’s that?”


  “My lips, wrapped around your cock.”


  She felt him jolt.


  “You’re serious?”


  “What do you think?” she purred. 


  It was easy for Tomas to read her mind, and easier yet for him to guide her away from the admirers, and move to the back of the gallery, down a vacant hall into an empty office at the far end. He didn’t bother to turn on the lights, and he hardly closed the door.


  Inside, in the dark, his lips were meeting hers, remembering the sweetness of their taste, that now tasted like strawberries and cream.


  “You meant what you said about your lips?” he asked.


  She didn’t answer, but dropped to her knees, unzipped his pants, and pulled his rising prick from its protection. Her mouth went over the head, closing in on the shaft; and with a slow but increasingly firm stroke, she began to give him an eager blow job. Sydney poured every bit of zeal she had into the act, the one she imagined doing for her husband that very night. Tomas would be the substitute, she could pretend it was Gabriel; and if that wouldn’t work, she’d let off steam, get him out of her system, and simply forget about the man who wasn’t there.


  ***


  It was minutes before ten when Gabriel dashed from his car to the gallery door. He was afraid that it would be closed by then, and he would have missed Sydney’s special night. He hadn’t planned the family emergency.  It was pretty rotten that his brother Rocky had chosen this night, at ten minutes to seven to call and tell him he was stranded two cities away; and if Gabe didn’t come to his rescue, he’d have to spend the night in a bus station waiting for morning.


  Trying the gallery door, Gabriel was glad to find it still open, but entering the place, he was flustered to see that Sydney was nowhere around.


  Asking a few people still milling about, he found himself wandering down a hallway where one helpful person thought that she might have gone. “Just a few minutes ago, I think.”


  Gabriel peeked into offices, seeing nothing. There were no lights on, except in the first office, the business one, where someone was purchasing a painting, a small one of Syd’s held lovingly in their hands. Gabriel recognized his wife’s artistic style. In the last office down the hall he heard distinctive noises. Sounds of sex, moaning, hushed whispers, mellow grunts. A tryst? It was an easy explanation. And Sydney? She wasn’t anywhere else. To Gabriel’s surprise, the thought of Sydney behind that door made his own cock jolt.


  Pushing open the door ever so slightly, he looked inside the dark room, first making out just the outline of two bodies, male and female, clearly in the middle of a sexual act. Seconds later, he recognized his wife on her knees, between a man’s legs. Staring at the man, it was Tomas, her fellow model enjoying the comforts of Sydney’s warm wet mouth. She had a technique Gabriel knew well, and his cock jumped again as he witnessed the erotic moment. 


  He watched her tongue moving briskly about the shaft and head, her eager hands massaging the man’s balls. He watched in rapt attention, as each little gesture made Tomas jerk or moan or breathe with deep satisfaction as his pleasure increased. She looked up at Tomas with longing eyes,  and with a smile, before she dove back into her task.


  Watching the sight of his beautiful wife pleasuring another man knocked Gabriel immediately out of the expected reaction of disgust or anger, to one that was unexpected, but easy to read. He was turned on. How many times had those lips so lovingly, sexily wound around his erection? How many times had he looked down and watched? Now his own body was responding as if Sydney was between his legs, doing everything just as she was doing it to Tomas. It confirmed what Gabriel had been thinking for some weeks, what his mind had tried to deny, but what his own heart and body could not. He loved her for the sexual woman she was, expansive, imaginative and ravenous in her need.


  As Gabriel’s excitement mounted, his voyeuring was soon discovered, when Tomas opened his eyes. It didn’t startle the man, not the way Gabriel thought it should. He was too far gone to care. After the instant of recognition, the man pulled back from Sydney’s mouth, and with his hand gently massaging his penis, he let his cum splash across her lovely waiting lips. Sydney smiled in returned as her gaze met Gabriel’s. And in one split second, one passive split second, the three were on the same lascivious wave length enjoying the bizarre indiscretion.


  Without saying a word, Tomas backed away and replaced his spent cock inside his pants. He looked from Sydney to Gabriel to Sydney again, and saying nothing he left the office.


  Gabriel moved from the doorway toward his wife, as she still sat on the floor passively waiting for him to respond. He stared down at her face, her make-up streaked, her hair a mass of unruly curls, pulled apart by Tomas’s hands, her lipstick gone, just traces lingering to show she’d worn pink that night.


  Without thinking, Sydney’s hands reached up to find his crotch hot, his dick swelling inside his pants.


  “You want this too, don’t you Gabe?” she whispered.


  “I want you,” he said. It was a possessive, appreciative statement. He wanted to reclaim territory he’d lost, but he wasn’t sure how to lay hold of it again.


  Finding the zipper on his pants, Sydney slowly lowered it and brought his dick through the opening. The erection sprang from its captivity fully hard, the head smooth. He loved the way she licked around the rim, and bringing her mouth to waiting flesh, she stared up in wonder to her husband’s dark expression of lust.


  “You want my lips here, don’t you?” she said.


  “I want your lips,” he replied.


  “And my hands on your balls?” she said, putting them there and massaging the soft dangling bag of manhood.


  “And your hands,” he agreed.


  “I missed this, Gabe,” she said.


  “I missed it too,” he replied.


  They didn’t stop looking at each other the whole time, their gazes fixed and immovable, even as Sydney finally moved on him with her mouth, with tentative strokes of her tongue, that turned into a pleasant easy going sucking, that quickly changed into a fierce, determined blow-job.


  She watched him lean back against the desk, one hand used to support himself, the other fondling her hair just as Tomas had done. The more his gasps of pleasure continued, the more eager she was, the more she worked her mouth.


  But unlike Tomas, Gabriel suddenly stopped short of his climax, and pulled Sydney to her feet. Turning her around, he sat her on the desk, parted her legs, lifted her skirt, and discovered there were no panties to worry about. With one swift pointed thrust, he plowed his ready prick between her legs.


  “Auuugh!” It was a softly spoken cry, though the intensity behind it crackled though the air so charged with sexual tension, both Syd and Gabe didn’t really care who heard beyond the tiny office walls.


  She cried, and jerked as the penetration went deep. For a second she tried to turn her eyes away from him and loose herself in a moment of abandon, but he wouldn’t let her. A hand going to her face, forced her eyes on his eyes, and she watched a devious smirk on his lips matching the devilish look in his dark eyes. He prodded her stroke after stroke, grabbing her ass from behind so he could prod her harder still. Groin to groin, it was a head on collision of lust and love and physical need that was about to end in one ruthless burst of body thrill.


  He squelched the loudest roar when the time came, and Sydney did the same, though she couldn’t prevent the little whimpers from escaping her lips and the words “I love you” that followed. Gabe finished first, Sydney moments later, and when the strongest of the final jolts had passed, their locked eyes softened, and they collapsed against each other, holding tight.


  She could feel his heart beating, he could feel hers. They could tell when the rush was dwindling away, when the air began to chill them, even though they both seemed ungodly hot in the small close room. They remained locked tight for the longest time, neither one letting go. It seemed that months of conversation, argument and haranguing didn’t say as much as this one embrace.


  For months they’d done nothing but build brick walls between them that seemed only to grow out of control with the cement and mortar of their fixed emotions keeping them firmly in place. Now, some fragrant wind was blowing through the stagnant air, some passionate, heated, but gentle breeze seemed to blow away the solid concrete and brick, as if it hadn’t been there at all.


  “I’m coming home, Syd,” he said. 


  Her heart skipped a beat hearing words she’d hoped to hear for months, though her excitement crashed the instant she remembered what had driven him away.


  “I know we don’t have all this figured out,” Gabriel said, anticipating an objection. “But I also know I made a mistake to let you go. I want to try again.” 


  “You really mean that?” Sydney asked. “You really want to come home?”


  “I want to understand you and me and why these crazy things turn me on, when they shouldn’t. When the thought of you screwing someone else, when actually seeing you screw someone else doesn’t make me mad, it makes me horny. I want to be with you, Syd, even if you want to model and exhibit yourself for the whole world. I want to be there, and I want to understand. I love you, and I can’t throw the love away. Believe me, I’ve tried.”


  If there had been desire burning before, it was twice the fire when she heard his words. They were sweet, and vulnerable and very honest, so much so, she was ready to cry. 


  “You don’t know how good it feels to hear you say that,” she said.


  “Even if I’m still confused?”


  “Even if you’re still confused. One thing you can understand about me right now … it was some of the best sex I ever had with Tomas and Malcolm, because they never once judged me for liking it. But it was also the worst, because there was no you, no love, none of those other feelings. And I need them.”


  He nodded. “I think I understand.


  “So what do we do now?” she asked, afraid to pull away from him.


  Gabriel looked about the room, into the dark shadows and then toward the slightly ajar door where there was light coming in from the gallery. It must have been after eleven, the bustling place was finally quiet, except for a few murmuring voices from the other room.


  “We go home,” Gabriel said. “And we start again.”


  And that was enough of an explanation for Sydney. Something she’d wanted for weeks but hadn’t known how to have. 


  Gabriel helped her from the desk, and once they were decent again, they moved through the gallery with a few brisk good-byes to those that remained. They drove home in the same car, and climbed the steps of the apartment together. It was the small things getting inside them that mattered the most, small things that they’d almost forgotten in the mess of being angry and separated and defiant.


  In the midst of the little things, they relished the peaceful quiet between them.


  Peace, a tricky word, an even trickier state of mind, especially when sometimes it seemed so fleeting. For this night however, it would last.  And it was likely to last into the morning, and at least for part of the next day, and maybe as long as the next night, as they celebrated being together again, and the things that mattered, and the possibilities that existed to return their worn relationship into the lusty affair that it had once been.
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