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The Trampy Kind of Temptress


  Silence In The Cellar


  


  He begins with the remembrance of a hot afternoon late in May. In Seattle, the rain had finally stopped and the sun was shining so intently; the natives were all indoors smothering from the heat.


  The woman in question was the trampy kind of temptress that looked for sexy ballplayers—or other such nomadic beasts that wouldn’t be in town for long. A few weeks in the spring was all she needed of men to kick-start her sexual juices for the remainder of the year. The rest of the time she could be content with some old beau; but for those initial hours of springtime, she was a slut in heat, on the move, ready to grab the first stray cock that came her way. She was actually a little choosier than that; but once she got her chosen man to bed, they knocked boots until they were both worn out and too tired to move. It might take two days; it might take two weeks. But usually it was just several long-winded days, languishing about the silken sheets of her 19th century canopy bed. She opened the windows to the rushing spring, and let their voices join the chorus of the carnal—like something newborn answering to the call of a new season.


  Paula Darnell had silken hair the color of ripening wheat, eyes so blue and pure Daniel swore she didn’t belong on this planet. There was a natural curl to her wavy locks falling like a cascade of water to her shoulders. And something about her walk was enchanting—a sexy tango, like dance music was playing inside her swaying hips. Her ass was nicely round, fitting well into the tight skirts she wore—little straight skirts to hug that ass, and show a little definition to her behind—she rarely wore panties so you could just barely detect the crack of her ass. Seems she enjoyed posing for men with her chest thrust out smartly and a little sass glimmering from the blue of her eyes. She liked men to take pictures of her in disgraceful poses. Blouses unbuttoned so the black lace encasing her tits would show. She’d raise the orbs in either hand and pretend to kiss the abundant pink flesh. Sometimes she posed in the nude, lounging on a private beach at water’s edge, the tiny waves from the lake teasing her cunt. Her pale blonde bush of hair would flattening into kinky curls once it was wet, and the lusty Paula would stretch out on the sand, undulating snakelike, grinding her hot cunt to the rough beach underneath her like she was getting off.


  Daniel took pictures of her that way—ones so outrageous he had to send away to have them developed by a lab that handled porn. They were beautiful—though Paula was gone from Daniel’s life when he finally got them back and she never had a chance to see them. He supposed it didn’t matter to her if she did. Being photographed was an experiential act and enough in itself. And of course, it didn’t bother Daniel that he got to keep them. Some lonely nights on the road he took them from his suitcase and remembered the days he spent with Paula’s luscious body.


  He’d been playing ball in the league just a week when on that hot afternoon in May, he spotted her standing at the gate to the park as though she was waiting for him. Her face was as pretty as a model in a magazine, all perfectly painted in just the right shades for her creamy skin and the wheat/blonde color of her shiny hair. Her eyes sort of smoldered from the beginning, the blue at first a little startling—made him want to keep peering right into their centers. But her lids were lazy and he didn’t always see the clear blue irises. Her lashes batted coyly, though she was hardly a bashful woman. Pushing herself breasts first in his direction, she wiggled her hips to his side and without being invited, put a hand on his hip. His penis immediately took notice.


  “Nice ass,” she remarked. Her whole manner was more than amazing.


  Her bright smile warmed him, while he imagined what it would be like to press his mouth against her two lips, cleanly painted with rose-colored lipstick. It was hard to decide what he liked about her most; there was so much of her issuing from the abundant package of sensuous charm.


  “Do you always come on this way to strangers?” he asked as if he was disapproving of her style. He wasn’t so sure he did.


  “Oh, you’re hardly a stranger to me. I’ve had my eyes on you for days now.”


  “Okay.”


  They walked together down the street toward his hotel, Miss Paula Darnell talking freely.


  “You have great hips, you know?” she remarked.


  “No, I didn’t.”


  “From a female point of view. But then you don’t see them from afar the way I do.”


  “You were at the game?”


  “Right behind home plate—and a little to the left.”


  He hadn’t seen her.


  “I’ll buy you a drink,” she said.


  “No. I’ll buy you one,” he decided.


  “Perfect.” She smiled again, and took his arm like they’d known each other for years.


  The two talked their way through three drinks, until Daniel was feeling a bit woozy, and his date showed signs of being drunk.


  “You will walk me home, won’t you?” she asked.


  “Sure.”


  “And sleep with me?” she wondered.


  “Sleep with you?”


  “That’s what this is all about. Or did you think I was just being friendly?”


  Her hair was casually mussed by now. Miss Darnell seemed to like running her hand through her golden locks—almost as much as she liked bending forward over the table so he could see right down the thin sweater, to her delicious cleavage. She was an ambrosial sort of woman who gave off scents as though she worked at the perfume counter in a department store. The thought of burying his face between her breasts became so appealing he figured that he’d end up doing anything this woman offered.


  “Do you always sleep around so easily?” he asked.


  That was when she told him about her spring fling with a sexy man, and how the remainder of her year seemed tame in comparison.


  “Why just spring?” he asked.


  “Well, why not? Doesn’t your blood boil a little faster in spring, your hormones come alive? It’s the season of mating. I think it must be the earth screaming at me sometimes.” Her eyes became livelier still. “I can’t help myself, even though I’m not a tramp the rest of the year. Spring is heaven.”


  Ah! She was oozing the season from every voluptuous pore of her body.


  “Yeah, I guess it’s that way,” he finally said. “I’ll go to bed with you, as long as you’re planning to do it slowly. I like to take my time, get to know a woman’s body before I get into making love.”


  “Ooo, my, that is nice,” her words dripped with desire. She parted her mouth, while gazing into his limpid eyes with hers reeking of carnal schemes. He could see the inner workings of her mind toying with her fantasies. It wouldn’t take long before they were naked; and on a night like this—losing his ballgame in the ninth inning on a two run homer that flew like a bolt of lightning over his head into the center field bleachers—he could use the good graces of a licentious female to take away his despair. “I live just around the corner,” she added.


  They walked around the corner, down another two blocks and strolled up the steps of an old apartment house with a big front porch. The aging brick looked sagging, the woodwork well worn, but the light from Paula’s first floor window was a golden yellow through the pulled down shade, offering the promise of a mellow summer evening. The heat outside was beginning to wane. Inside, there were Japanese paper lanterns, windchimes, and oriental carpets hanging on the walls. And in the bedroom where she laughingly dragged her prize by the hand, there was a black lacquered canopy bed with a handmade crocheted bedspread. The dim light form a corner lamp cast moving shadows on the walls as a breeze came through either side of the fluttering window shade. From outside the air was fresh, mixing with the scent of the incense she burned before she left.


  She lit two candles and a stick of musk, then began to strip her clothes to the music from a scratchy recording, lapping around an old turntable. Saxophone and a throaty blues singer.


  He sat on the bed; there was no chair.


  “Do you like to watch?” she asked as she unbuttoned her sweater.


  “Do you ever dance?” he replied as the allure of her reminded him of clubs he’d been to on the road, where exotic dancers leaned into his face with breasts he could only enjoy by the sight of them. It was a cruel fate, watching these vixens share the best part of the female anatomy, while he was forced to keep his hands in his lap or around his glass; his cock springing to life reminding him of what he couldn’t have.


  “Dance? You mean to strip?” she asked as she moved lazily toward him, her sweater about to drop from her shoulders. A little shimmy and it was sliding down her back. “A few times.”


  She gazed down at her tits while she stood between his parted thighs. With her breasts at his face, he could see through the lace of her bra the outline of two pinkish aureoles beneath. “Truth is, I didn’t like it much. I’d rather have my hands on a man’s flesh and his on mine than just show it off.”


  Another shimmy and Daniel eyes fixed on her jiggling cleavage. Raising one lanky leg, she rested it on his thigh. The hem of her skirt inched up high, exposing black garters attached to her lace-edged stockings. A flick of his fingers and he detached them with a simple snap—the experience like opening a box of scented treasure leading straight to the heart of a woman’s private mysteries. His roving hand found a naked snatch so wet and warm it would be heaven to bathe in all night long. He was certain his cock would readily agree. Would it be too crass when he finally took off his pants for his erection to be as stiff as the pink dildo lying on her bedside table? All he could imagine was a succulent Paula so pleased, she’d take it between those rosy lips and draw it into the heaven at her mouth before he planted it inside her pussy.


  “Shall I leave on the lace or fuck you naked?” she inquired.


  “Oh, I want your skin.”


  A devious smirk lit her face, and her eyes glowed almost black, having darkened measurably in the darkened room. Falling free, her tits seemed to grow in size before his eyes. Pressing them to his face, the passion of her passed through him in an hypnotic wave—like being drugged—like being reminded of the best sex of his life between Bella’s (his regular lover’s) legs. He wanted them both, but would be content with having just this slutty substitute to make him happy. For as long as this sweet-smelling tart was willing to have him lighting up his organ in her brothel bed, he’d cozy up to her luscious embrace, and taste with cock and mouth the portal between her thighs.


  “Why, Daniel,” she finally said, pulling her breasts from his face. “You have me at a disadvantage, seeing my treasure while I haven’t had a glimpse of yours.” She pouted. He had his hands under her skirt, both with a generous portion of her ass squeezed between groping fingers. Each time he massaged her cheeks, he could feel his erection pulse as though the two things were physically connected. He didn’t want to stop, but they could hardly remain like this all night.


  “Maybe you want to take care of that,” he whispered, as he pushed her further away. She sunk to her knees between his thighs to undo his belt, and lower the zipper of his jeans. He watched how her eyes opened wide in anticipation, and that uncertain moment of dread passed through him as he wondered if what she exposed would meet her expectations.


  “Oh, my, this is quite a cock you have here,” she seemed to approve of his hungering meat—even the angry purple head that was ready to get on with the main course of the night. He needed her mouth, or her pussy or ass. Something tight and warm to help him shed the dour reflections of his day, a place to lose it all like nothing in the world mattered.


  Then, of course, he wouldn’t mind playing servant to this Paula’s fantasies—if it made her hot and a little bolder—as if she wasn’t already bold enough. He never understood why men wanted their women respectable; one step short of whore was just fine for him. Maybe Bella taught him that, or just life and loneliness. But what seemed to matter most to him at times like this was getting naked with a woman, and a little more honest than he’d usually be. He could heal a hell of a lot of troubles in just one hour of making love.


  Paula took him in her mouth almost like it was an obligation. Of course, any beautiful woman paying attention to his cock was pretty amazing. But what he enjoyed most about her delicate blowjob was staring into her eyes as she looked up at him. The temptress was there, an Old World siren, and a slavish whore. Then too, there was a vulnerable innocence in her expression, as though she wondered if she was good enough to please him.


  “I suppose you’d like to put this sweet rod in my pussy?” she purred an invitation.


  “I think that would be just fine,” he replied, lying back against the bed. She stripped him of his shirt, running her fingers through the hair at his chest; then tugged at his jeans till they dropped to the floor. She finally climbed back to this dick with her pussy open for the impaling attack.


  “Ooo, my, how full your are,” were her first words of satisfaction. There were many more. She was a vocal harlot, giving him advice as the fuck proceeded.


  “Yes, yes more, on my clit, yes, rub that clit.” Her pussy shimmied down to the base of his shaft, hips moving catlike. Her eyes—when open enough for him to see—smoldered fiendishly. “You are perfect, Daniel Bogart.”


  He was hardly doing anything at all, because Paula was the kind of woman content to do all the work, and in the process please his cock with all her fancy gyrations. “More of that, yesssss, pound me harder.”


  They rolled over with Paula on her back, her legs rising high, so Daniel finally put them to his shoulders and lunged into her groin. His cock was deep in the pool of her pussy, hitting the end while she was asking for it harder. “Oh, yes, do me more, yesssss….”


  A long stream of panting exclamations followed as his plunge into this salacious lady ended in a ripping finish. She ground into him and he into her as though they were one person, or perhaps missing pieces of the other reuniting. It was that way for him with other unbridled women like Paula Darnell. The instant of release and the few before were like seeing God in perfect Technicolor clarity—only to have that brief moment of truth unfocus as the orgasmic spasms dwindled away.


  The exertion made him breathless, so that when a lucid Paula began to speak, he could hardly answer her.


  “You were wonderful,” she declared the obvious in an enthusiastic measure. She kissed his cheeks and his eyes and finally his mouth.


  “You don’t mind putting it in my ass, do you?” she asked next.


  “Mind? Why would I mind that?” he managed to speak.


  She snickered happily, as though she was already thinking of their next fuck while Daniel was still trying to grasp the meaning of this one. And yet, it was a comforting thought to know that he was in her future plans.


  “My pussy likes dildos, vibrating ones, while I’m getting my ass end bathed with cream. Can you imagine that?” Her saucy blonde head nestled into the crook of his arm, her head resting on his shoulder. “And you can claw the skin and pinch my nipples,” she turned again and stared directly at him, “and give my clit some nasty pain. I like it rough. Maybe later, you can tie me helpless and tease me with feathers.”


  “I’ll do anything you want, Miss Darnell. Anything that makes you happy.” He was still too exhausted to think of sex again, and his dick was such a pale reflection of its previous erect state, he was almost embarrassed.


  “Ooo, I do like inventive men. Maybe you could show me something new?”


  “If you haven’t already seen it all.”


  “How could anyone know everything there is to know about sex? I think that’s one of the wonderful things about fucking, it’s infinite in scope and mystery. It’s too bad people don’t enjoy it more—but then,” she sighed, “that just leaves more for me.”


  Daniel didn’t understand her logic—suggesting that God passed around only so much sexual adventure, and if someone declined His offer, He passed it on to a more willing recipient.


  Daniel and Paula Darnell had a long ten days in bed together—as often as they could manage. He even thought for a while that this woman was so perfect he could forget his other conquests—including his favorite, the sometimes elusive Bella Fauré. Paula Darnell was uncomplicated. She shot from the hip in matters of the heart, and in sex, and in anything about life that mattered. She had strange theories, cures for everything, mothered him when they weren’t in bed, and otherwise seemed to consume his life. It was all so easy falling under the spell of her sassy hips and hot slut tits. He still considered her mouth the center of her sexual self—her talk, her full lips, her smile and the way he could just stare at that mouth and never grow weary—which made it all the more interesting that she wasn’t as good with a blow job as she was with her cunt.


  About her ass, however, she was the most anally extreme woman he’d ever met. Every other fuck included her back orifice in some way—and she was never tired of it, or too sore.


  In the middle of their first night, she woke him from a brief nap about three o’clock. He was surprised that it hadn’t been sooner, but they talked for sometime and both fell asleep. That was all right with him, his dick would have more sass after a little more time between bouts with Paula’s eager body. It was possible that she would be too exhausting for him, but he wasn’t going to worry about that just yet.


  While still sleeping, he felt her ooze over his skin, waking him with a smile and those passionate lips kissing his.


  “My ass, darling Daniel. You said you’d take my ass.”


  She stroked his dick with one hand while the other ran its way along the curve of his chin. She was more ready than he was, but his erection blossomed quickly, as his mind caught up to Paula and her pussy. Every time her hand drew the foreskin back, his penis jerked, and a surge of blood stiffened the shaft.


  “Oh, you’re doing just fine. How about you take a look at your hungry target?” she offered.


  Without getting his agreement, the lovely blonde swirled around on her hands and knees so he could see her ass. For a few minutes she knelt upright on the bed, and squeezed the skin of her cheeks. Then slapping the pale surface with the palm of her hand, the pink of it brightened.


  There was a fight inside her he could sense by her agitated state. Soon, she dropped to her hands and knees and picked up the dildo. While she waved her ass before his eyes, she wet the pale-colored plastic with her tongue and then poked her anus with the thick round end. Inch by inch, the scalloped probe slipped inside her channel, each inch buried deeper, he heard her groan, half from pain, half from pleasure.


  “More, Paula,” he took command. Daniel’s voice seemed to rise above her silently speaking master, and she obeyed. “Push it further until it’s all the way in. That right.” There was just an inch to go and that last slipped easily inside. “Now, fuck yourself.”


  As Daniel jacked his dick in preparation for assaulting her rear door, he viewed her randy ass fucking the dildo just like she’d screw his cock. Her cheeks seemed fatter than ever, two plump mounds of flesh he couldn’t wait to squeeze again. She was begging for more, as though she was a bottomless pit of horny need driving itself to whatever raunchy end took place. The extent of her insolent display amazed him. He watched her plunge the rod deep, then withdraw it, her groan as agonized as the sound of her protests when she spanked her ass.


  Eyes glued to the show, he wondered if he was man enough or cock enough to satisfy the this horny babe. And yet he didn’t consider his dilemma long. By instinct, he knew it was time to end the exhibition and get on with what she needed most.


  Rising to his knees behind her, he pulled the dildo out, and then twice shoved it hard into her ass only to withdraw it slowly as she gasped. She was almost too far-gone to know what was happening. A third time he shoved the plastic prick to the hilt, and withdrawing it fast, he replaced it with the head of his cock. He wasn’t used to attacking an ass with the kind of eagerness this woman demanded. Most women who want back door pleasure, want it slowly, in measured increments, in the same slow way this one had first inserted the dildo. But Paula Darnell was ready for the final result. Her hole was open, wanting. Everything about her encouraged exactly what he gave her. She was less vocal during this kind of sex, but when she spoke, the message was clear. “Rape it baby, do it some harm…” Then she drifted off.


  Almost as rudely as Daniel had fucked her cunt, he fucked Paula’s ass. Like a battering ram driving to open the portal wider and deeper, he thrust to gain territory no man had reached—though he’d never know if he accomplished that feat. It was merely what he was thinking about as he attacked her. He would have liked to have extended the moment into twenty, thirty, a good hour’s worth of screwing, but he wasn’t that long lasting, nor Paula able to maintain the momentum that long. Besides, his cock was ready after a good ten minutes of passionate action. Later—several days after the screw—he’d wonder what would have happened if he’d gone on longer. He decided that he might have died on the spot, and she with him, some stranger finding them still locked in battle position with his numb and decaying erection in her ass.


  He liked the picture that ended the moment much better. They fell asleep in each other’s arms, a now silent Paula having become like a happy child in his embrace.


  


  It was never as good with Paula Darnell after that first night, but it was good enough for ten days of fast screwing Daniel would never forget. They invented a few new things that gave their sex life more spice, but it was the basics of cunt and ass that satisfied them most.


  There were the pictures he’d pull from his pocket months later to stir his remembrances on a lonely night. He liked the impromptu photo sessions on the beach; the poses, the impudence, her cocky laugh, and the non-stop talk that sometimes left him exhausted.


  But, like a wound up clock that finally winds down, their affair was over. He’d seen signs of it on the ninth and tenth days, but it still came as a surprise, when she put their inevitable demise into words. She was sitting on the apartment porch when he sauntered happily up the walk. He’d had two base hits that day in a winning effort and was feeling pretty good. She’d watched from the first through the ninth, and he wondered why she walked home without him. Of course, that could have been for many reasons. But seeing her rocking in her neighbor’s rocking chair, there was the hint of change in the air, bringing with it a fear he’d felt before.


  “My, Daniel Bogart, you were one of the best I’ve ever had,” she said right off.


  “Thanks.” He sat on the ledge of the brick wall that framed the porch.


  “You know what I think of endings?” she asked, looking quite pensive for the ordinarily flippant Paula Darnell.


  “No, I don’t.” He knew it was over, and didn’t want to stay for the painful goodbye, but there was no way to gracefully leave this woman without hearing her last quirky theory about life and love.


  “The problem is that good-byes have to happen at all. I keep thinking with each new guy it’ll last forever. That I’ll keep feeling the fire, that it will swell in me forever. Because, honey, you have been the best. Some guys just don’t get the ass thing right, or they don’t know how to sleep together after a good screw. They don’t understand that a woman likes arms and kisses too. But you, you’ve got it all for some lucky woman—whoever she is—maybe that Bella chick you were telling me about.” She sighed. “Anyway….”


  “You’re saying it’s over?” he said. She was having trouble saying anything else.


  “‘Fraid so,” she even looked sad. “I mean we could go on. But it just won’t be the same; and I want you to remember the very best about us together. I don’t want you to think of me as that lame dame that couldn’t get it up—so to speak—for the guy of her dreams. Oh, I’ll be feeling the fire in a week or two and fuck some old friend, or even a young stud I manage to seduce. But this is a springtime thing for me, as I told you before, the sap’s sort of run its course—at least settling into something much more mundane that you’d never find as fun as what we’ve had.” How’d she know he wouldn’t find it as fun? he wondered to himself. “I’m getting sane again, Daniel. If I didn’t take these breaks I’d be a useless person—and I sure as hell don’t want to be considered nothing but the town whore. But I have a job and responsibilities. Can you believe it? Me? Responsibilities?” She laughed. Each word she formed with her full pink lips was as sweet and believable and true of her as the smell of honeysuckle and lilac was true of spring.


  “It’s like fireworks, isn’t it?” he finally spoke.


  “Yes! Exactly!” Her face glowed from the bare yellow bulb by the porch door, and her golden hair shined like a sea of honey. “They burst into the sky and spread all kinds of sparks that can be seen for miles, and then they fade—just disappear.” She was sad again, her changeable face, changing one more time with the expressions of her changeable heart. “I’ll have another lover as spectacular next year—though I’m not sure any guy could be as good as you.” She probably said that to all the men she took to bed, Daniel decided. “But it’ll hafta be a new one, and you’ll have to move on. And I’m sure there will be a lady so fine you’ll be in her bed forever.”


  He could only hope.


  


  The league traded him to a team just down the highway three days later, and he didn’t bother to go back and see the slut, although he once saw her in the grandstands looking as though she had her blue eyes focused longingly on him.


  


  

  
A Shower With Alan


  An Innocent Obsession


  


  Steam billows from the bath, rolling like warm mist off the ocean. Leaning against the doorframe, I stare through the shower stall at Alan’s body whitened by the fog. Rivers of water run down the glass, and down his thighs, and through the thick, dark hair on his chest and legs. Savoring his tight ass—like rounds of grapefruit I could pluck—my body quickens.


  If he knew I was here, he’d invite me in.


  So certain of that fact, I wander on tiptoe across the emerald-green tiles, inviting myself inside his shower. The door squeaks and he turns around, startled. Then his smile brightens as he sees the water soaking through my tee shirt. The sexy truth appears from beneath that clean, plain white. My broad aureoles bear lazy nipples at their centers—the buds tiny and teasable. These mounds look as though they are made of white cotton suspended on air inside my translucent shirt, floating toward him begging. I beg for what I want, wondering if he’ll accept the seduction or send me away. This is only the second time I’ve sneaked into his apartment and I worry that he’ll be mad.


  With his scrotum in my fingers, I move the liquid sac across my palm as I stare into his brown eyes looking for approval. His cock begins to harden, throbbing rapidly to an erection, and then he tears away my nylon shorts, letting them drop like a wet rag to the shower floor. So, now he has my crotch in his hand, like I have his in mine—though his hand grabs while mine caresses. I don’t need more approval than that. Alan’s other hand squeezes my ass until I feel a painful, pleasurable surge of satisfaction, and slipping from his grasp, I drop to my knees, water falling from overhead like raindrops to drench everything still dry.


  “Good bitch,” he says hissing, a hand running through my wet curls. I like him talking nasty, hearing the edge in his voice, as though he were demanding I serve him like a slave. I do this on instinct, the experience a natural one, as if my life were meant to be understood on my knees, gazing upward.


  Now, my eyes rest on the organ beating at my face, as the swollen spear sticks up straight, pointing somewhere skyward. Wiggling into his crotch, his night musk lingers in the air about my nostrils and I breathe in its mysteries—he hasn’t yet washed the fragrance away.


  He doesn’t smell clean, and I wonder where he was last night. And who he was with? Is that another woman’s perfume I sense, or did he just jack-off to a porno movie? I smile thinking all these things, then swallow that smile as I swallow his cock. With my lips opening, the head glides inside. Drawing back the skin with my hand, my fingers slide along the stalk, moving up and down, while my tongue laps away the last of the salt and sweet cum I taste there.


  He purrs hungrily as an animal would, winding his hands through my hair and pressing himself deeper down my throat. He’s anxious, wanting me as much as I want him.


  We get to rocking inside this slippery stall, so hard he finally takes his hands away and grabs for the sides while I work the climax from him. Does he really understand how well I manage him? He thinks he’s in control, but I know better. So what if I have to do this from my knees, and listen to his crude conclusions about my soul when we’re not having sex.


  I know he thinks I’m a whore, though he doesn’t have the guts to say so. It wouldn’t matter to me. I know what I am. Whore doesn’t fit, but the slut word does. I’d never take cash for what I do; if I can’t enjoy screwing my men without money then they aren’t worth my time.


  In the center of this driving rainstorm of water, I taste something sweet; and although it quickly drowns away, there is the fresh sexual scent of him as he begins to erupt. I let the cum spurt down my throat, pulling it inside me as though I need it to live. I know my survival hinges on this. Hummm, sweet cream. Like I could nurse at this erection all day long. Were that so, I’d find one man and stick with him. But since the anatomy of life doesn’t work that way, I keep moving from one man to the next.


  “Get on the bed and stay on your knees,” he says while slapping my water-soaked face. Impishly crawling from the shower stall, I inch my way along the emerald tile and then the burgundy carpet covering his bedroom floor. Scampering like a puppy to the top of his mattress, I wait, heinie waving like a red flag; cunt and everything else about me dripping wet. When he comes to me, ambling slowly from the bathroom toweling his face, I know he’s admiring my ripe flesh, almost wishing he hadn’t cum so soon. He would have liked poking that rod deep in my belly, shooting himself to the ends of the channel as though he were making babies. I’m surprised he even bothers with me now; once Alan’s had his fix, he rarely spends the time required to get me off.


  Today, I’m lucky. He presses his hand at my snatch and begins to play. I know I don’t have long, but I only need a few quick moments until I’m far from the planet, mindlessly ecstatic. My randy home bursts. The muscles in me crunch down wishing for meat, but are content with a few deft fingers. I squeeze, bear down, squeeze more, and clench with my half-loaded pussy, while my ass grinds on air. His thumb moves higher, pressing at my anus. It’s too much to hope that this will be some drawn out venture. It’s come and gone in less than sixty seconds, but well worth that swaggering journey across his emerald tile.


  “So, did I leave my door unlocked?” he asks.


  “Un-huh,” I answer as I pull off my wet tee shirt and sit naked on his bed.


  “What are you going to do about your clothes?”


  “Borrow yours,” I conclude. “Or stay here long enough to use the dryer.”


  “Can’t. I have a meeting in…” he consults the clock on nightstand, “in twenty minutes, Clarise.”


  “Then a tee shirt and shorts will do.” Alan’s slim enough that we can share clothes; though, I’m sure it won’t be a habit—not with this man.


  He stares warily my way.


  “Come on, hon, I can’t go out of here like this,” I whine a bit.


  “I think you look just fine,” he tells me smirking.


  “Of course you would.”


  I wait as he searches through his dresser and pulls out what I need. Blue nylon running shorts and a tee shirt from the Boston Marathon, 1995—faded but wearable. Might even improve my image.


  “So, were you planning to seduce me, or was this an accident?” he asks.


  “Sort of planning.”


  “Horny?”


  “Of course, and I thought of you first.” I lie, and he probably knows this, but we’re not worried about that sort of thing. Lovers like us always lie. I think the ego stays intact better that way. I was actually thinking of Joseph this morning when I woke up, but he’s away on business for a week and I can never see him this early. Stockbrokers wait until the last bell sounds for sex. I have been hungering for him lately—more than the others, and I don’t understand why. He’s aloof, inconstant and sometimes brusque, while I treat him like royalty. Anyway, Alan, the book editor, had to do. He’s rarely ready for work before ten. Too bad he has a morning meeting or we might have done it right and spent an hour in bed.


  “You look good,” he manages the compliment while I’m shaking out my hair. The curls are like little rivers, with the muddled colors of my streaked brown hair becoming more noticeable when they’re wet. When my hair is dry, it sort of floats together like it’s natural—as though I don’t spend hours with Ziggy, the hairdresser, getting it right.


  I’m vain about just this one thing—my hair. If my body is a little plump by current standards, it doesn’t matter. I have a theory about bodies, that size doesn’t matter, or shape, or even comeliness. Only energy matters, form without substance is lifeless and can never be sexy. I know my form generates warmth, and that the look of everything about me—wild hair, full breasts, and a hip-rolling ass—turns men on. I have plenty of men—falling into relationships I don’t ask for as easily as walking down the street. They like how I look and even better how I feel. Choosing the ones I want, I go with men who alarm me, and make no promises.


  “Thanks,” I say in the wake of Alan’s compliment. He hasn’t stopped staring and that’s an even better compliment. “And thanks for the unlocked door.”


  “And if it hadn’t been?”


  Sporting a cocky grin I say, “I would have waited until you were out of the shower.”


  “Then I would have been late.”


  “Then we would have had to fuck fast,” I rejoin smiling as I jump off his bed.


  “This was fast,” he reminds me.


  “But it was good,” I sway myself past him looking for my sandals.


  “You’re always good, Clarise.”


  “Thanks.”


  “But try to keep a lid on this sort of stunt.”


  “Oh?”


  “I mean not so often in the morning.”


  “It’s only been twice.”


  “And what if I’m here with another woman? That’s a strong possibility.”


  “New girlfriend?”


  “No. But I have other women and it could get awkward.”


  “It doesn’t have to. I’d sidle up to both of you.”


  “I wish,” he says disparagingly. “Women I date don’t do women.”


  “How would you know, have you asked?”


  “Trust me. They’d be giving up too much control.”


  “Really? I would think that giving up control is what sex is about. Makes sense to me.”


  “But not for some.”


  I laugh. “Suppose that’s why you have me,” I quip while I’m starting for the door.


  “Clarise,” he calls.


  I turn back. “The office this week?”


  “You have a message you want me to deliver?”


  “I’m sure I can find one.”


  We stop the banter there and I leave thinking it was a pretty good morning.


  I’m always on a high and relaxed after good sex. My bicycle moves under me like I’m part of it. After great sex, I can’t ride at all, since I’m too removed and unfocused. That’s why quickies work during the day.


  


  

  
Sensuous Mourning


  Of Castles & Curses & Unfaithful Wives


  


  Erin’s brown pageboy moved like a gentle swell on a calm sea. Highlighted by the sun’s rays that occasionally darted through the clouds above, it looked like a sea of shimmering liquid to his eyes. Though he was less absorbed by the look of her hair than he was by her tongue gliding over the surface of his skin, dancing its way from his chest, through his sandy blond hair to the bush and cock below. How nicely the organ rose without her ever touching it. That was the way she teased him—skirt around the focal point of his lust to make every nerve ending in his body aroused before she ever touched his erection. At his genitals, she lifted the fluid moving testes in her hand and took one orb into her mouth, fluttering her tongue against the wrinkled skin. Her face with its pageboy hair framing it bobbed softly against his crotch, still ignoring the cock that had nearly stiffened to its full height. She shifted to the second orb and fingered him gently moving down toward his anus.


  By then, she’d gone too far. He was too aroused to let her tease him anymore. Grabbing her hair, he pushed her face toward his penis. She smiled at him, still teasing him with her eyes. But she agreed to toy with his main event standing at attention, begging.


  Erin’s forte was not the blowjob itself but all the preliminaries that made the penis erect. A few deep throated jabs inside her mouth, and she was moving on to other things, scooting up the length of his body. Pendulous breasts against his chest, her crotch against his crotch, she was purring sweetly to be entered, already opening her legs.


  “Please, darling,” her gentle murmur drifted softly. Her tongue made a line about his ear, and inside. Her breath, like soft petals blowing on a breeze, blew inside the small spaces so another ripple of tingling sexual mirth moved down his body to give his erection another jolt.


  Her body enveloped him when his cock moved inside her. He sensed that her clitoris was alive, about to burst, while she shivered on him and rubbed into his groin as he thrust.


  “Yes, yes,” so softly murmured. She refused to stop the trail of sweet exclamations.


  Rolling her to her back, he thrust hard within her while he held her hands above her head and she struggled to get away.


  “Don’t like losing control?” he observed with a whisper.


  “Curtis, please no,” she replied.


  “You’re going to come like this,” he informed her with a sexy sly grin on his lips.


  She thrashed against him to break free, but each jolt just made her clit more raw. Curtis, adamant about containing her lust, held on to her fast, knowing that in a few angry seconds of frustration she’d let the fire loose and be cumming, creaming around his shaft. At that moment, he’d deposit his load.


  They spasmed together.


  And only then did he let go of her hands above and allow her fingers to comb his body. They finished making love letting his erection fade between her wet thighs and fall from her cunt. With tender palms, they stroked their smiling faces.


  


  It was the third time they’d made love that afternoon.


  “My god, Erin, you’re like a locomotive out of control.”


  She lay back against the sheets, her arms voluntarily raised above her head. Her dark aureoles looked bigger still against the elongated flesh of her breasts. Tiny nipples once hard, were softening in the mellow after-sex heat.


  “It’s not every week I bury my husband and welcome back my lover from Afghanistan,” she said.


  “I’m so sorry I couldn’t make it to the funeral,” Curtis replied, his face suddenly overcome with sadness.


  “We’re suppose to be in mourning,” she reminded him. “I wonder if this wasn’t more of a celebration.”


  “Don’t be so hard on yourself, Erin. He was my friend too, and he was dying for two years. Maybe, if we’d had the guts to tell him, he wouldn’t have been upset about us.”


  “Maybe.” She was wistful. He was pensive for a moment.


  “Tell me about the end,” he asked.


  She shrugged as she changed positions pulling a sheet to cover her chilling body. On her side, she was close to fetal position, with Curtis lying on his side stroking a wet tear from her cheek. “It was quiet, really. I nursed him for two weeks, held his hand, put warm cloths on his cold skin. Bathed his useless body. Kissed his forehead goodnight. He’d been so virile. Just like you. I only wish it had been quicker. Better yet, I would have rather him die on assignment, a sniper’s stray bullet piercing his heart as to see him wither the way he did.”


  “It was not a good death, no. Not the way Robert would have wanted it.” Curtis bent down to kiss her cheek. “But we have each other,” he reminded her.


  “But, I’ll always love him.”


  “I know that,” he said.


  “And I wonder sometimes … What if he knew? What if he guessed? What if that made the disease worse?”


  “He didn’t know, Erin. There was no way for him to, as discreet as we were.”


  “But he had such incredible instincts.”


  “We held back most of our passion for him, you know that. This love affair is not half as steamy as it might have been.”


  Or it might become, she thought, but didn’t say.


  They’d made love the first time just after the cancer first struck Robert Longmore. Erin had taken a brief holiday in Maine, pushed there by Robert himself after several months of worrying over him. She justified what seemed like a frivolous excursion, thinking that she’d open the old house on the coast. There she might be able to nurse Robert in a quieter venue. She thought it was a strange coincidence meeting Curtis Holbrook on a flight to Portland. Neither she nor Robert had heard from Curtis in eight months. He’d been on assignment with the AP Wire service covering the conflict in Zaire. They looked for his by-line in the Times, the only way they could keep up with Robert’s colleague and their good friend. Erin was sure that there had to be some crazy magic putting them on the plane at the same time—particularly since she and Robert didn’t know he was back in the States. It might have been an innocent and even bittersweet reunion if they’d stayed at the hotel in Portland. But she invited him to the beach house—to help her see if she might move Robert there.


  The first night they talked until three a.m. and retired to separate rooms. The second night was much like this latest reunion with her lover. All the tension and anxiety of her months nursing Robert suddenly made her limbs and loins fly free. After a few warming brandies, they simply got too close. The prickly energy ignited in a brawl of spontaneous combustion. It wasn’t even making love to begin with. Just fucking. Though there had to be some care and affection shared between them. After all, they’d been friends as long as she’d known Robert.


  They spent three days in bed together, and Erin returned to her New York apartment and Robert, deciding that the cottage in Maine was much too primitive to restore to her husband’s needs. They were better off staying in the city.


  Over the next two years, she met Curtis Holbrook seven times, five times in Maine. Each time Robert pushed her into taking a break, assuring his dutiful wife that she needed a respite, and that he’d be fine with his nurses. Maybe he would have also understood that she had needs that were unfulfilled—they’d been so very sexual before he’d gotten sick. Robert was a gutsy, robust foreign correspondent. A man’s man. Wild and raucous and vigorous in bed.


  The fact that Erin’s chosen lover was also a foreign correspondent made the affair easier. Their times together were few because she felt too guilty to engage in a tawdry everyday romance, and because Curtis was more often gone than he was available. When they managed to meet, their rendezvous were great collisions. Sexual ecstasy. Violent encounters that were often conducted in silence because there was no way they could talk about love when Curtis was slowly dying miles away.


  


  “I do love you for being here now,” she said as she ran her fingers through his mussed blonde hair.


  “I hope you love more than that,” he said.


  “Do you mean, do I love you?” she asked.


  “I would think that’s a place to start.”


  “Oh, Curtis, I do love you. Don’t think anything less of me.”


  “I’m glad to hear that,” as though relieved.


  Men are such puppy dogs she thought as she watched his face brighten hearing her reassuring words.


  “It might take some time for me to get used to not feeling guilty,” she said.


  “And I’m perfectly willing to wait for that,” he replied with a seductive smile, his eyes becoming mischievous. “And while I’m waiting, I’m going to have a field day with this body of yours.” He leaned over her and smiled. “With these lips.” He kissed them lightly. “And this neck.” For an instant, he buried his face in the crook of her neck, the skin so silky there it reminded him of petals on roses–even though it was the fragrance of gardenia lingering on the surface. The lotion she’d used hours before mixed with her salty, musky sweat. Just from her aroma, he could sense his crotch quivering yet one more time on this long afternoon. “And how about this nipple,” he said, with teeth coming around to grab the little bud until it was made hard by the manipulation.


  “Ooo, ouch!” she squealed.


  He moved to the second nipple and made it hard too, and then ran his tongue along the underneath of her sweaty breasts, down her torso to her belly button. More petal skin and Gardenia perfume. At the top of her pubis mound, his cheek enjoyed the softness of the feathery hair. The small triangle of fur ended at her labia. Everything below was shaved clean and pure. His tongue parting the two plump places found a deep vermilion fold of skin, contained within it a hard and delicate clit.


  While his hand massaged her low between her bottom cheeks, his thumb found its way inside the wet warmth of her vagina, and his fingers explored the depths of her crack to the puckering tight hole of her anus. His tongue and lips worked her clitoris, vigorously, painfully raising the ante of thrill. The sensation so distinctly on the edge, she was afraid a spike of pain would suddenly destroy the perfect build-up to her climax.


  “Ah, noooo, Curtis,” she hissed to him several times. He backed off just slightly since he knew that prefect edge with her was just one step on the pleasure side of pain. “Curtis noooo!” she snapped softly. But then he moved down on her clitoris with his mouth and sucked hard, watching as her groin moved toward his face. He tasted nectar in his mouth, a stream of it released as she bit by bit approached the finish. Then, jerking hard, she swayed her hips and thrust her pubis in his face, crying softly all the way, until she went limp.


  


  The two slept for several hours, then decided to go out for a late dinner.


  Ah! freedom.


  And yet… what price would she pay for such pleasure?


  


  

  
Sex-Starved


  Sexual Mischief


  


  The Chevy pulled into the gravel parking lot, coming to rest in front of a tacky roadside tavern perched atop the mountain ridge. From this high outlook on a clear day, a keen eye could see over the thick treeline, to the Pacific Ocean on the Western horizon. The air was remarkably clean. But Sausony breathed in the pine fragrance as if it might be her last breath. She had her suspicions about the seedy establishment where Rick was sure they’d get a decent burger and fries. Rick, referring to Rick Hayden who’d picked her up off the roadside, a fair damsel in distress as she lazily, thoughtlessly hitchhiked on a hot afternoon in June. Little did he know then that she was just a couple hundred yards or so from the safety of her home. He only discovered that an hour after they made love, when a hundred miles south, they finally exchanged names, shook hands laughing at themselves and she revealed the truth.


  “You just walked away from home?”


  “Yeah, you could call it that,” she said in an airy tone of indifference.


  “Just turned down millions, a beautiful house, a life of ease and walked away?” He couldn’t fathom that kind of thinking.


  “I was bored.”


  He shook his head. Either she was incredibly self-centered or a little ‘off’. He suspected both were true, but after the fuck they’d had, he wasn’t really going to argue moral obligation with the tightest, sweetest cunt he’d had in months.


  They spent the night under the covers in Room 206 of a faceless Days Inn and ate breakfast in small town diner she picked out. She must have had a sixth sense about the place. Grimy as it was, the bacon, hash browns, eggs and toast were first rate. How can you screw up breakfast, one would hasten to ask? Not easily, but this was a cut above the usual. Over steamy mugs of coffee, she batted her blue eyes at him, while his rested on her playful smile, knowing, just as he’d realized the night before, that her presence in his life was only a temporary gift. She had that Marilyn Monroesque kind of allure that would keep men coming for her, regardless of, perhaps because of, her wacky mind, drifting virtue and reckless disregard for personal safety.


  “You sure you want to keep going?” he asked.


  “Why not?”


  “Yeah, but why?”


  She shrugged as if she really didn’t have a good answer. “Some times you just know what you have to do. You ever feel that way?”


  “Sure.”


  “This is one of those times for me.”


  They were back on the road minutes later. They didn’t say much. Her head would fall back against the backrest, leaving her chest to rise and fall in a sensuous regular rhythm, while he glanced at her in awe. Sometimes she stared out at the passing landscape, but most of the time, she closed her eyes dreamily. He thought she must be asleep, but then she’d say something. Ask questions like: ‘Where did you come from?’; ‘When were you last in LA?’; ‘What kind of music do you dance to?’; ‘Have you ever eaten tacos in Tijuana?’


  He answered her truthfully—he was from the San Fernando Valley, had been there just three weeks before, danced like every other guy in a hot bar and once spent a week in Tijuana drinking tequila and eating the best damned tacos he’d ever had. When he returned with similar questions for his traveling companion, the answers were too succinct, as if she had no intention of supplying him with any information about who she was and the real reason behind the swift exit from her life. She’d laugh, smile to herself as if she was remembering some joke, and then sigh, sink back in her seat, eyes closed.


  They were driving Hwy 1 south of Big Sur when they came upon the shabby tavern built a half century ago tucked inside the wild terrain. After pulling into the parking lot, Rick had appraised the rustic tavern, announcing, “I’m famished.”


  Sausony was surprised to see that civilization had not yet closed in around the place and taken over, as it had so much of the California coastline. But there it stood, a relic from decades past, an outpost for bikers, lumbermen, locals and a few stray tourists who were brave enough to hope they’d find a decent meal.


  Stepping into the smoky bar, Sausony practically choked. But as her eyes and lungs adjusted to the hazy atmosphere, her body led her with some urgency to the back of the place, past old dinettes, wobbly chairs and walls paneled in barn wood with faded license plates haphazardly nailed as decorations. The place was so tacky it was quaint in a backwoods sort of way. She wanted to fit in, but dressed in her blue and white sundress, every eye turned her way as she leisurely moved through the smoggy air. Her very presence in the place was an incongruity so startling as to cause a dozen double-takes. She looked more like a vision than human. In a crowd dressed in grubby jeans, boots, dingy t-shirts and faded baseball caps, she stood out like a 1940’s Hollywood movie star walking through a construction site. The pastel blue, the white, the halo of yellow blonde hair, the skin with its angelic luster emerged from the hazy wilderness of drab color like a fresh splash of paint on a dirty wall. Walking behind her, Rick fit right in with the company around him. Realizing the commotion they caused, he nodded here and there apologetically for bringing this obviously unspoiled woman into a den of rough talk and coarse, snorting manners.


  Most of the tavern settled once she passed. She was headed first for the restroom and then remained in the back of the place sitting in a quiet corner near the pool table, unfazed by the attention she earned.


  Rick ordered beer and sandwiches, wishing he’d chosen to drive further down the road where his companion would be less conspicuous. He felt strangely protective of his new friend—he didn’t dare consider her a lover—but once they settled in their corner, his fear subsided. She drank beer with natural ease, and bit into the sandwich with a hearty appetite. As the minutes ticked by, she seemed less out of place and more conforming. Her essence became more down-to-earth, although she continued to the draw the attention of curious patrons.


  “You play pool?” she asked Rick, after watching two bikers finish a quick game and move on.


  “Sure.”


  “I wonder…” her voice trailed off.


  He thought nothing more of her question until she suddenly pushed away from her seat and made a beeline for the pool table, glancing over her shoulder, saying, “How about a game?”


  She moved with her hips, her groin, making eye contact with those who noticed, then averted her gaze bashfully when someone stared at her too long. She efficiently racked the balls then pulled a pool cue from the wall and stared back at the stunned Rick, waiting.


  “Come on. It’s been awhile. Who knows when I’m going to get a chance again?”


  He raised his eyebrows, shook his head and rose to his feet, sauntering toward her trying not to blush. He could already feel his penis starting to warm and the gentle pulse as it began to rise.


  Before the eyes of the entire place, her soft sundress suddenly changed from modest to risqué. She bent over to make a shot, and a half dozen eyes looked right down the neckline, which opened wide in that position. With just the right angle, several beer-guzzling patrons could see all the way to her navel. Most enjoyed a long unfettered glance at her naked breasts. The view from behind was even more shocking. Bending over, she exposed the bottom of her tight ass cheeks, and when she parted her legs, her cleanly shaved pussy teased every eye behind her with the promise of a slow ride inside that hot wet valley.


  She conveyed just the right mix of ‘dumb-blonde playful innocence’ to make one think that she didn’t know how brazenly she exhibited herself. But no woman her age—she had to be pushing thirty—could be that naïve or dim-witted, which left the only possible conclusion: her exhibition was deliberate.


  Having come to that exact conclusion, one enterprising fellow moseyed to her side as she was about to shoot again. Placing his hand on her ass and giving it a good squeeze, he asked the obvious question.


  “This what you want, little lady?”


  “Hands off guy,” Rick stepped right in, attempting to be righteously stern.


  Sausony turned toward her traveling companion and sweetly informed him: “Honey, I don’t think I need you to rescue me. But thanks.”


  “You’re sure?” Her recklessness alarmed him as much as it pleased the man who fondled her ass.


  The man grinned at Rick with smug satisfaction, “I guess you don’t own her.”


  “No, can’t say that I do,” he agreed.


  “What’s your name, sweetie?” The dark-haired fellow was the kind of guy to take sex any way it came. Even if he got his face slapped, the rush was worth the pain. This was one opportunity too hot to pass on. He had a swarthy swagger and a cockeyed grin to match the macho posturing; and the way his hand curled around the cheek of Sausony’s ass made it appear he owned her.


  “Saucy,” she answered his question, licking her lips. She smothered a sexy giggle, quivering with body lust.


  “Real name?”


  “Does it matter?”


  “Not by me.”


  “Let’s just say it’s close enough.” She wriggled her ass inside his hand, feeling a hot wave of desire run right through her anxious tummy and downward where her crotch was getting warm and her pussy started to spasm. Then she wiggled right out of his grasp. Her last shot put two balls in the side pocket and she was on her way to running the table. A sweet expression of triumph made her face light up when each ball dropped neatly into place. Of course, her audience never figured she was a real player. What they didn’t know about were the long bored hours at home waiting for Peter, when playing pool had been an available, mindless game. She considered her next shot carefully and moved to position with her ass end facing the tavern, not the corner. She could sense the eyes riveted to her exposed behind, and feel imaginary hands running along her flesh, moving inside her dress, and then the stiffness of a cock about to plunge. She sucked in air as a shiver of want made her body quake involuntarily. The whole place saw—at least those wondering what the slut was about to do. If anyone dared call her a slut, she might have spilled her juices right there on the floor. Oh, yes! She literally quivered with sexual excitement.


  Her next shot slipped the 10 ball handily into a corner pocket, and another hand moved on her ass, grabbing it firmly in its palm. She turned her head, staring into the face of a heavy-set fellow with a dark black beard and coal black eyes, who almost caused her instant panic. He wore a plaid cotton sport shirt and well-worn jeans and boots, which suggested working class values and simple sexual tastes. This scene might have been as out of his element as it was for Sausony, but he seemed as destined to move on her as she was to flirt with him. He felt her body go rigid when he touched her and then eased his grip, caressing her gently. Relieved, Sausony’s panic melted into the simmering pool of her desire.


  “You serious?” he asked, as his fingers moved effortlessly under the dress.


  “About what?” she innocently asked.


  “About fucking, girl. If you are serious, you might as well have me. If you’re not, you might just want to mosey on out of here cause you’ll get yourself raped acting like such a slut.”


  “You think I’m a slut, huh?” She was truly proud.


  “No, I don’t,” he shook his head, “but a bored housewife in way over her head. That I do. There’s some husband out there that ought to spank your pretty ass and send you to bed.”


  She hummed, batted her eyes and goaded him. “Oh, but I am serious, big guy. If you want me, I’m yours. Long as you take me here.” Her smile was cute and whimsical, as she turned her concentration on her next shot.


  “Here?” This surprised even him. Was she calling his bluff?


  “Don’t girls get fucked in places like this? Or is that just in my fantasies?”


  She sank the 14 ball and moved on.


  An astounded Rick looked on, as his one-night stand propositioned her new fellow in a manner so unassuming and so deliberate it made him jealous that he wouldn’t have more of her. And yet, he was almost glad to give up the reins on his reckless companion. She could be dangerous, and he was better off walking away now.


  “But maybe we should be more discreet than right out in the open,” her new man suggested.


  “Oh, but we stay in the bar,” she insisted. She stood up and leaned the pool cue against the wall.


  “That’s what you really want?”


  “Yep. That’s what I want.” She bit her lip teasingly.


  Although the muscled fellow could practically pick her up in one hand, instead, he hustled her with a firm hand at her back to the far side of the pool table, into a more private corner, where only half the tavern, not all of it, could see what he was doing.


  He pushed her back against the wall and began mauling her breasts, his mouth moving down to her lips, taking a kiss that started with lips and ended with open mouths and tongues reaching half way down their throats. His right hand combed the front of her body, getting accustomed to the curves and crevices, the tenderness of her skin and the natural sweetness of her sexual perfume. He searched her groin again, and pulling the hem of her dress high, he moved underneath to catch the dribbles seeping from her cunt.


  “You like big cock?” he whispered in her ear.


  “Love it,” she softly cooed, as if she actually knew. To date, she’d only known two men—her husband, Peter, and Rick.


  The bearded big guy pinned her hands against the wall on either side of her head. “You like it hard?”


  “Is there any other way?” she answered with a breathless sigh. Her body spontaneously erupted as she wiggled her pubic mound against his hand.


  He fingered her snatch with his stubby hand. Considering his brutish size, his fingers were surprisingly agile. They found her ‘G’ spot with skilled proficiency and diddled with the spot until she began to feel the orgasm just a stroke from that first exploding spasm.


  “You want it here, Saucy girl?” he seethed.


  “Oh, yes!”


  “Good,” he groaned, “cause that’s what you’re gonna get.”


  “Ooo,” she swooned, falling into his arms; her body, arms, legs, breasts hungry for the man’s embracing body.


  He was there for the quick screw, and too seduced by then to stop what he knew was a reckless and foolish game. Jerking the blonde 180 degrees around, he bent her over a nearby table, while yanking his zipper down. One hefty thrust, he was lodged deep, hitting her cervix enough to make her yelp an immediate high-pitched squeal before she got used to the size of his organ.


  At the moment of his first thrust, Sausony’s beer-tainted mind cleared of its oblivion. She saw the stark reality of what she was doing. She’d come-on like the mixed-up, sex-starved housewife falling into a shameless tease, for what? To be ridden hard and her ass bruised by the man’s thick, clutching hands. For what? To throw a shock in the face of her meaningless life and say, ‘Here I am! I’m body, blood, bones, flesh, substance!’


  The recognition of that fact made her work the fat cock eagerly. Her cunt bore down, squeezing the erection firmly, while her ass moved to his fast-driving rhythm. Rising above the hoots and catcalls and Alan Jackon’s latest hit booming from the Jukebox were the unsettling noises of a woman in the throes of pleasure. Did the lurid gazes bother her? Apparently not. She’d come out of the clouds and down to earth, exposing the sexual assets of her ass, breasts and cunt like any hard-core bitch with the nerve to do it in the open.


  Wildly out of her right mind, the insanely sex-starved Sausony came with shameless furor. She came hard, biting down with the teeth of her cunt and absorbing the pain of the hammering erection. Her sighs and whimpers, all the little noises that accompany good sex, were in keeping with her character, small, flighty, finely tuned, restrained, internal. But that made the moment no less forceful. It wouldn’t be like her to wail loudly. But this was real. Sausony. Sausony Danvers Kimball. Saucy.


  


  

  
I Never Complain About A Gangbang


  


  The lights are low in the theatre, just those tiny lights at the end of each row. They illuminate feet, but not faces. In this place no one really wants to be seen. It thrives on shadows and what’s done in the dark. Only when the celluloid images on the screen in front suddenly brighten, showing some milk white ass or thighs rendered on the theatre wall, do the patrons risk being noticed.


  I walk in swishing my ass, knowing that there are a dozen eyes peering out of the darkness through the dingy haze of cigarette smoke, waiting expectantly for a little more light to flicker on the screen so they can see a woman in the flesh. I’m a rare commodity in this theater of men. And the sleazier I look the better for the show.


  The third row, right in the center. It’s my favorite place. There I beg to be seen, beg to be approached and I know I will be. A woman alone in the theater, I’m sure I’ll have company as soon as the guys figure out that I don’t have a date still getting popcorn in the lobby. (Actually, they don’t serve popcorn in this movie house—strictly sexual thrills)


  I’m always amazed how polite they are when they approach, and the one this day is no different. Black, a mellow chocolate, his white teeth flash when he smiles. His braided dreadlocks make me think he’s from the Caribbean, and an accent I’m not familiar with suggests the same.


  We watch the movie even though our attention is focused on each other. I like him, I decide. It really doesn’t take but a few seconds to discover the sexual attraction. Apparently he likes me too, either that or he’s too horny to care. Men can’t be choosy in a theatre, just bold. We watch the naked bodies on the screen while our temperatures rise. He begins to fidget and so do I. I can feel my pussy getting itchy, the thought of his crotch against mine keeps my hips moving softly against the seat. Then, by some mutual agreement, I rise for him and turn toward his throbbing groin, and begin to dance. He stares at my hips, then at my eyes. The “come-ons” clear so I let my body lead.


  There’re just two buttons on my sweater. One undone, the heavy mounds descend a little further, and the cleavage appears more noticeable. With his eyes staring at my chest, my nipples go hard with excitement. I can see he wants the other button, but I tease him for awhile. I know he likes the show, since he’s forgotten about the girls on the screen taking cock in their brightly painted mouths.


  The tease goes on until I let the second button free. Then so goes the sweater, dropping to the floor without a second thought. What he sees are nearly naked breasts since my push-up remains, the half-cup kind that raises the flesh but covers nothing. The skin jiggles above it making me look much more generously endowed than I really am, but there are no complaints from my admirer.


  He likes the dance. And I can see what more he wants when he glances down at my crotch still hidden by a skirt that just barely keeps it from view. I like it that way. I’m still not sure how much I’ll bare for his eyes and for those others that have made quite a crowd around me. Sometimes I dance strictly naked. But not today, I think. I like to keep them wanting more. And yet, I’m only vaguely aware of the other men with cocks in hand, those that jack-off while they lick their lips wishing they were in the seat where my black admirer sits.


  I’m tempted to rub myself, but then I have other thoughts. The thought of his body and mine connecting, flesh to flesh.


  Communicating my message with simple body language and the look in my eyes, I see his legs close enough so that I can straddle him on either side with mine, then climb on his lap to dance against his crotch. He dances back when he feels my pussy rub against his pants. With his hand, he feels up under the skirt finding that I’m wearing no panties. I’m glad the seats are wide, that I can scotch down in so that my nakedness connects with the cock underneath his jeans. While my groin throbs against him, my breasts dangle in his face. Nipples meet his mouth and he takes them to suck. I lean back a little, expanding my chest, letting the other men get a good view while they remain hands-off on the sidelines. The black man’s hands are at my back supporting me, until they drop down to fondle my ass. When he pushes the skirt away, he holds each cheek in a palm and squeezes gently. I’m humping him hard and he’s humping back.


  “Turn around,” he whispers and I catch his message. Climbing off his lap, I wait as he takes out his cock, and seeing the size, cringe happily, realizing how full I’ll be with this one driven up my cunt. Descending to it, I feel the head enter where it’s wet. A little dance at the top, I listen to him groan, then I sit down so the full thick prick is deep inside. We bounce together as his hands reach around to grab my breasts and hang on while he thrusts hard. I’m groaning, leaning back exposing more of me, taunting the boys in the theatre with what they can’t have.


  My lover’s hands begin to rove my flesh in front, one hand pulling away the short skirt to find my labia and my clit. Good fingers—deft and skillful fingers—pinch and squeeze me there so I buck harder yet. He knows the action makes my crotch jolt, so his cock jolts in me. We’re hitting a peak, a real frenzy of hot maneuvers. Nothing planned, nothing by design, just raw stuff, whatever comes to mind, whatever feels good that will take us to the finish.


  In sync, the climax comes when our sweat’s dripping and his hands are crawling all over me, and I’m working myself into his cock, taking every orgasmic feeling I can take. I hear him groan, something mellow and lush about his finish.


  


  Once we complete the act, I lean forward and rest my head on the seat in front of me. The man in my cunt stays still, recuperating too. I’m not completely satisfied, I’m not sure he is either. It’s raw what’s in me. In this theatre, where the naked images of fucking bodies keep parading on the screen in front of us, where there are thirsty men surrounding us, ogling the display —something to talk about with friends the next time they’re drunk —”Hey you should have seen the broad and the big black guy at the old Savoy …”, I’m only half satisfied.


  There’s something more I haven’t gotten yet. Something crazy, like really over the edge, far out fucking to oblivion.


  My black friend feels it too, feels how my pulsing cunt keeps his dick hard. He’s virile enough for two in a row, I’m thinking. And without another thought, we unclench and move out of center stage to the men’s john. There’s a bench there, padded no less. I saw it once before when I screwed my boy friend of the hour in the last stall. This time it’ll be all public. Me with my back on the bench, my legs forced wide apart by this boyfriend’s hands. Yep. He’s still hard enough to shove it inside, I notice as he moves down on me. We hump more, my body wanting the impact of his thick prick shoved so deep it hurts. He stays for a while, and when he finally pulls out, I’m not sure if he’s come again. But that doesn’t seem to matter to either one of us.


  His prick is replaced by another, and I wonder if they’re lining up outside the door, or if it’s just the four that hover around me with their dicks in hand that plan to take me?


  The next one, not as big, is easier for me to handle. Not that I really want that. I’m glad when the third man barely fits, when I’m feeling so full I struggle to open as wide as he desires me. He isn’t a gentle lover at all, but he pounds me so it hurts, and I start to cry these big ecstatic tears. The fourth man’s like a little piece of myself (on my more mellow days) descending to me, all velvety soft, like a cool balm soothing the fiery insides. I lose myself for awhile in him, until that dick pulls out and I’m back with my dreadlocked black man, riding his once again eager prick to the brink of another ecstasy for him and another cum for me.


  I’ve had hands on me, my breasts mauled, my body turned over like a bitch hound so that I can be pummeled doggy style. I’ve climax half a dozen times, and let the men’s slippery juice get sticky on my thighs and ass. I’ve made a good show, in an exhibitionist’s dreamland, exposing what’s bad about me to a grateful crowd. I think it’s been a good day’s work, and no one around me disagrees.


  


  I never complain about a gangbang. You get what you get when you dance in front of such hungry eyes. This one was better than the last, maybe not as good as the next will be. It’s a crazy way to love myself, but it works. Like a mellow pup, I’ll sleep well tonight, and take fond memories into tomorrow.


  Will I be back tomorrow? Hell no. But I will return, just like I did today, when I’m insanely foolish, and absurdly horny, and in need of lots of cock to scour my cunt.


  


  

  
Screwing Johnny Gold


  Bounty Hunter


  


  “Oh, god yes!” She felt his cock crash inside her cunt until it hit her cervix with a painful bang. “More!” she shouted. “Yes, yes yes!” She was cumming, cumming hard, her belly grinding into his groin as if she could swallow the man whole inside her. When she felt his cock surge with climax and heard his steady, even groan fill the air, another series of spasms triggered deep inside her. She writhed against him hard, thinking that the sensation would never end. “Yes, dammit,” she seethed now under her breath. “Gawd yes!”


  Finally exhausted, Jillian collapsed against the lumpy mattress too tired for more.


  Johnny pulled himself off the bed. “Damn, girl, what is it with you, anyway? You not had sex in years?” he asked. He lit a cigarette in celebration.


  She smiled. “No, not exactly. But…” There was no way to explain. “Just feels that way, doesn’t it?”


  She was naked with a man she’d met just twelve hours before. And they were fucking—had been fucking for two of that twelve hours—holed up in a shabby nondescript motel somewhere in Upstate New York. That’s as far as they got before the vibrating ride on the Harley, compounded by the instant chemistry, sent them searching for a place to spend the remainder of the night. It was also damned cold that far north this time of year, and Jillian was nearly frozen by the time Johnny finally pulled in front of the Garden Rest motel with its green roof, faded shutters and weedy parking lot.


  “Hell, girl, you should have said something,” he said, when he saw her shivering. “Let’s get you warmed up.”


  He drew her a hot bath and she soaked for nearly an hour, until she was shriveled as a prune and so horny that she was playing with herself in the tub.


  “You always do that?” Johnny asked. He’d been peeking in the door.


  She’d nearly jumped from her skin, blushing with embarrassment.


  “Sorry. You’re just awfully pretty to watch.”


  “You bastard!” she shot back at him. “Oops, I didn’t mean to say that. I’m sorry.” She pulled out of the tub and grabbed a towel.


  “Hey, don’t worry. I was the one looking.”


  They were awkwardly close in the tiny bathroom—she in just a towel, he shirtless. She kept thinking he’d move outside so she could dress. It was his idea to share a room to save expenses. Had he really counted on sex as part of the bargain? It wouldn’t have been all that bad if he had—she’d had far worse sex partners—but at least he could have told her in advance.


  “Yes, you were looking.” He was really very sexy. A bare chest, rippling with tight muscles; she could sense his sexual power. A little drizzle of cum juice leaked from her cunt, mingling with the water dripping down between her thighs. When he reached out to her, she seemed to melt from his touch. Moving closer, he leaned in and kissed her lips.


  “You always move so fast on a girl?” she whispered.


  “Just when I really like what I see.”


  “And you’re sure this is not revenge?”


  He pulled back. “What? Revenge against Hurst? No. I’d want you even without him in the picture.”


  He touched her face lightly, and the side of her wet arm, and then ran his fingers delicately down to her hip. He gently grabbed her and pulled her forward for a first, really genuine kiss. Their mouths opened and their tongues danced a for a time as they got used to the aroma of an unfamiliar body, and the taste and the feel and the way the passion began to build between them.


  “Humm,” he quietly hummed as her inhibitions began to recede and he could feel her body respond.


  She liked the way he hummed and the way he pulled the towel away so their bare chests met and the liquid on her body fused them together.


  He placed his hand along her pubic mound, cupping his fingers against the silky hair, allowing one to snake its way between her labia until it found her clit. He wondered how much of the wetness there was bathwater, and how much was the product of her sexual arousal.


  “You’re not gonna get weird if we fuck, are you?” he asked.


  “Weird, how so?”


  “Indignant, angry, uptight. I don’t want to lose a friend if we make love.”


  “We’re already friends?”


  “You took off with me on my Harley for two hundred miles. We got to call it something.”


  “How about anonymous lovers,” she suggested. “I like the way that sounds.”


  “Okay, lover,” he said with a teasing smirk, “let’s live up to the name.”


  Johnny abruptly picked her up and carried her to the bed, where he filled her cunt with his pressing erection and they both came in hardly more than a minute.


  She marveled at her exhilaration… so different from fucking one of Christopher’s friends. For the first time in a short life with a long sexual history, she was completely free to enjoy herself with a man.


  She wanted to explore him, every square inch of his flesh. His eyes, his throat, his armpits, his chest and sides and belly and the fragrant crotch that pulsed before her like a beckoning treasure. She poured herself on his body with kisses as if she’d never been with a man before, finding herself amazed by the way his weighty ball sac felt cupped in her hand, and the way his cock tasted with her cum juice coating the surface, and the way he could touch her gently and still transmit the masculine firmness she loved. She had his penis rising again in just fifteen minutes. When it came time to enter her again, she lay back against the mattress and raised her arms above her head. He got the message that she wanted to be held there; she had a fondness for a little restraint. As he grabbed her hands, she seemed to swoon under him. Sliding his erection into her again, Johnny Gold held himself above her and gazed down.


  “Don’t you want me to touch you?” she asked with a sheepish grin.


  “No. You look pretty this way with your tits all stretched out. He leaned down and plucked a nipple with his mouth and sucked for a while, then moved to the other where he did the same. He could feel her pussy tighten against his cock the more he drew her sensitive nipples into his mouth and grazed his teeth against that swollen skin. As his organ responded to her clenching pussy, his desire magnified like a cloud of smoke billowing around them. This long slow tease evolved wordlessly, as they kissed, as they stared into each other’s eyes and wondered, as their bodies moved, his freewheeling, hers restrained.


  For the first time in her memory, Jillian’s body spiked with sensation and she didn’t come down from that high plateau. Waves of pleasure continued to surge through her belly and downward, as if they’d never stop. She fought against his confining hands for a time, desperate to touch him back, to run her palm across his face and her fingers along the firm muscles of his chest. She wanted to grab his round buns and squeeze them as his cock moved inside her and the spasms increased. The more he moved on her, kissed her, pinched her nipples and fed her lust, the more her longing increased.


  Jillian could feel that longing in the way she strained against him, but he remained unyielding, holding her hands in place with an iron grip.


  There’d be a time for touching him later, she was forced to conclude and forced to submit.


  Her submission finally brought him to a crashing climax, and Jillian to the peak of pleasure. At the end, she never wanted to move again. She wanted to remain there forever and think of nothing but this present bliss.


  The spent lovers lay in a tranquil heap for a time, silent and thoughtless as their bodies recovered and their breath returned to normal. She didn’t want to think; that would only bring her mind back to reality and the fact of her unexpected rescue from Christopher’s grasp. If only this would last. If only Johnny Gold were this perfect forever.


  Before they slept that night, he burrowed between her legs for oral sex. The instant he began there she was shocked—this was not supposed to happened, not the way it was between men and women. But he lapped at her pretty pink cunt as if he relished every drop of her sexual juices, as if he adored her responsive clit and wanted to see her come again—this time on his mouth and tongue. She’d never had oral sex performed on her, not ever in her sordid past. That thought chilled her to the bone. She didn’t deserve this much kindness, this much attention, this much care. Why? Why would Johnny Gold want to love her this way when he hardly knew her?


  


  

  
Amid The Dust Of Fallen Leaves


  Photographs


  


  I’d been with them three days. It was morning, and I was sensing some routine. Waiting in the living room, I expected Laura at the piano, Edward and Celeste writing in the den. For me, I’d wait until afternoon for a session with my camera and their lives. For the moment, I enjoyed the quiet of the house.


  Laura chose my time of calm reflection to bounce down the stairs from the loft. I looked up to see her voluptuous breasts wiggle and jiggle loosely inside a blue knit sweater.


  “Stop,” I called to the sumptuous blonde, picking up my camera.


  She leaned over the rail, the sweater pulled tightly against her, a smile danced across her twinkled face. She was rarely so exuberant, rather melancholy for reasons never explained. A half dozen melancholy filmings of rapturous moments at her grand piano playing Chopin, Bach, Scott Joplin and her own sometimes sappy pieces, and not one smile like this. I was told she never smiled during concerts. That was too bad, she was beautiful smiling.


  I snapped three pictures of her leaning over the railing and then she bounded down the remaining stairs.


  “No Chopin?” I asked, as she whisked past me.


  “No, a day off. Can’t you see it’s Indian Summer,” she exclaimed.


  I followed her into the kitchen where she popped three green grapes into her mouth.


  “You know wine grapes, the ones with seeds have the best flavor. These are sweet but not full. I like a little tang, don’t you?” Her eyebrows knit up expressively.


  I realized listening to her that this was the first time I’d really noted the sound of her voice. She spoke so little. It was tuneful and resonant like her music.


  She was pulling food from the refrigerator and bread from the breadbasket. With a butcher knife, she whacked off a piece of salami from a foot long stump, then tore a loaf of French bread in half and washed several apples. Wrapping the food in plastic, she stuffed everything into a denim backpack.


  Celeste, droopy eyed, walked in, her red hair scattered sexily about her shoulders.


  “A picnic,” she stated as she watched Laura’s busy hands. From behind the blonde, Celeste surrounded the woman’s torso with her arms, laid her head on her back and closed her eyes. She remained there for a moment, and then with her teeth pulled the sweater away from Laura’s neckline.


  “Wait!” I charged in, raising my camera clumsily, still not having the finesse to be ready when the right instant arrived, knowing that it could be at any moment. I didn’t want the perfect picture to pass me by and already I’d missed thousands. I was content to know that there would be thousands still to come. The two glanced over their shoulders, with similar lust-filled eyes, twin eyes. And then in the fleeting instant as Celeste pursed her lips and completed the kiss to the back of Laura’s neck, I snapped another picture.


  “You’re agitated,” Celeste told Laura, as the two broke away from the embrace.


  “I need you and I need this picnic,” she asserted. I saw some faint longing in her eye, but was not quick enough to film it.


  “Then you’ll have one,” her redheaded lover returned with a loving smile.


  By then, the camera was ready again.


  I watched as Celeste removed a brick of Swiss cheese from its wrapper and carefully shaved several perfect slices with quick neat movements of a paring knife. One she popped in her mouth, the rest she gathered into a ziplock bag, squeezing the top until it was sealed. She tossed the cheese into the backpack with the rest of the food and a half-used roll of paper towels.


  We were down the stairs seconds later, the three of us breaking free into an effervescent day, as blue a sky as blue can get contrasted with the thousand oranges winking down from overhead. Indian Summer, the temperature was nearing eighty degrees, the musty smell of leaf dust rose as we hiked deeper into the wood.


  “Where’s Edward?” I asked, to break the silence.


  “Writing,” Laura answered.


  “Writing what?” I asked.


  “Poetry,” Celeste replied.


  We hiked silently from then on. I could spend weeks in the heaven of senses around me, shooting nature shots; though on this go round I was resolved to shoot passion and lust. Celeste and Laura vibrated with it. I could sense it building, fires lighting in them and in my loins. I watched them as I walked behind them, taking pictures of their rear ends as they disappeared and reappeared in front of me. Their tight jeans outlined perfect curves. Laura’s hair flew wildly behind her, the redhead’s tousled locks bobbed, flashing brilliantly when the sun caught its luster.


  We ate in a clearing, the two giggling and spatting about no mustard with lunch, and whose fault it was. They didn’t decide before they began to make love. This time the camera followed them naturally. As they kissed I snapped picture after picture, and they seemed, at least at first, unaware of my presence—only an occasional coy glance between us. But it was not for the camera that they behaved.


  They whispered to each other things I couldn’t hear. But that was no matter, I didn’t need to hear their words to know they engaged in love talk.


  They reclined down in the leaves, forgetful of anything but the long constant gaze into each other’s eyes. Their lips met with tiny open-mouthed kisses, and then pressed together, their tongues exchanging back and forth attentive explorations. Celeste pulled the blue knit over Laura’s head and pushed it away. The blonde shivered, almost as if she were nervous. Laura’s breasts, full bountiful orbs, drooped against each other until Celeste held them in her hands and buried her face between them, sniffing, absorbing the textures there. She pressed her face against their softness and the flesh gave way. Laura’s responding wistful gasp, with her mouth slightly parted and her head tilted back, was the perfect photograph of pure lust that I required.


  I liked the way their bellies met once they were naked in the dusty leaves. Pressed together, I snapped a quick roll of film in measured shots, to chronicle the gentle rolling movement of their loins in unison. Were there a cock between them they would “get off” easily, I thought. Was I chauvinist to think they needed the male instrument to pleasure themselves?


  Fingers would do for this occasion, their hands groping between legs, between succulent lips, between tender labia for pleasure places. My camera and my eye penetrated with them into those folds where their adept rhythms caused them both to jar, to thrust their chests against each other, and jerk their thighs back and forth, as if they were grasping for more, for that last little gesture that would plunge them over the edge.


  Their moans were small, but insistent, not capable of being captured on film, though I knew a reflective eye would imagine the sounds as they gazed at the stark black and whites appearing in the pages of my book.


  I paid attention to their hands, the ones that played in the quiet jubilant places of their carnal anatomy for the fleeting rush of orgasm, and the ones that caressed as they rested on buttocks and thighs, that with tender affection continued to caress even as their jerks and moans died away.


  I heard Celeste cry out first. Then watched the redhead turn to her lover with the same intentions that had just been paid to her. Her hands and fingers continued to roam Laura’s body, but there was a little wince that issued from the blonde woman’s face and mouth, no full-throated passionate cry. Was it orgasm? I wondered.


  “It’s all right love,” Laura murmured, “I feel just fine.” She sounded as if she had to explain herself. Celeste whispered something in her ear, and Laura smiled, settling back in the leaves the sex play finished. Their faces were peacefully lit in the luminescence of the shaded flickering glen. Their bodies sweating, stuck together, and to the leaves and the dust.


  After the clicking of the camera ceased I sat back against a tree and watched them hold on, hold with hands that gently scratched the surface of the skin with their manicured nails. Celeste’s bit into Laura’s flesh, and tracing lines down her thigh, red streaks appeared—streaks that would fade in seconds. Laura, opening her eyes again, smiled.


  “I could sleep here,” she said.


  “So could I,” Celeste affirmed.


  “I’ll go,” I quietly asserted.


  “No, don’t,” Celeste whispered, holding out her hand to stop me. I didn’t realize she knew I was still there. “Intimacy doesn’t stop with orgasm, it begins there, it opens the heart to itself.”


  “But I’m intruding.”


  “But your expose is on intimacy,” she countered. “You’ll never capture it unless you’re here to see it.”


  She resumed her caress while I sat back again and pondered her assertion.


  I was uncomfortable in the presence of what I saw. Uncomfortable with tenderness, with quiet naked bodies lying in the repose of autumn sun, together, treasuring after sex. I questioned myself. What was sex, and what was love and what did intimacy mean?


  I knew my detachment wasn’t intimacy.


  I snapped another half dozen pictures, thinking I might see something in their eyes, in the developed photographs that would spell out my answers in bold configurations, so I’d know. I reflected back to hours before in the kitchen and Laura’s agitation. She was now much more subdued, and yet there was still a disquieting aspect to her countenance that I could not explain.


  I forced myself to stay until they were ready to leave, then we returned together. As we approached, the house Celeste looked up to the long bank of windows that went from end to end across the back. Edward was standing in the middle window looking down on us. Celeste waved.


  I thought I could see him smile, but he quickly turned and disappeared into the shadows of the house.


  


  
THE DARKROOM


  


  I wasn’t certain what I was looking for in the shots. But then I knew exactly what it was when I found it. They were lying side by side in the leaves, naked. Black and white, their bodies were distinct and indistinct on film.


  It was the expression on Celeste’s face. First surprise, a wince of pain, another wince, then the lines in her forehead, the worried furrowed brow disappeared; and though I could not understand how it happened, it appeared that the lines between the two of them, and between them and their surroundings, had blurred. No lines on her brow, Celeste looked younger, a weight lifted as she softly rested against the leaves and her lover.


  On Laura’s face there was no such peace, or weight lifted. I questioned again if their sex play had brought her to climax. The disquiet even more obvious in the photographs, I decided that she’d not and I wondered why.


  


  I’d chosen sex as the vehicle to portray my chronicle on intimacy. It was a backwards way to choose, but I didn’t know that at first.


  Maybe my perspective as a male requires me to believe that intimacy is sex. Maybe women have never seen it that way. In my most enlightened persona, I have this notion that the instant of orgasm is the paramount of intimacy. But I digress to wonder if orgasm is intimacy at all; it seems like too selfish a moment for any cosmic oneness to be realized. Partners aren’t even necessary. (The only thing I’m intimate with as I ejaculate is my own body.)


  When I looked at Celeste in the photographs and saw the serenity, it was in the afterlife of the orgasm that the serenity occurred. Until that point there was tension, apprehension, anxiety, and, at the moment of greatest ecstasy, a painful wincing. Looking at the shots I took after she’d climaxed, it seemed the sex was more like the prelude to awareness, orgasm the cleansing before openness.


  When I gazed at Laura in the photographs, it appeared the opening had begun, though it was not fully realized; something was still lonely and missing in her aura. I took it to be the lack of completeness, not quite getting to the finish line. Yet despite my critical eye, despite the facts the camera unveiled about Laura’s falling short, the two had completed to each one’s satisfaction an escapade in loving, filled with relief and joy and tenderness.


  What more could be desired? Perfection seemed like an unnecessary and petty requirement.


  


  As I reflected on my own state of being, eyeing these incredible photographs, two streams of consciousness rippled through me: the one a the chaotic bewildered understanding of my subject still clouded by naiveté and fear; the other, an awareness of my own body in the midst of its clamoring need.


  I grabbed my cock without thinking and before I realized what I was doing, I was spewing cum into a handkerchief suddenly aware of how tense I’d been, as if I’d forgotten the natural way to let off steam. I’d never had trouble masturbating before but it seemed for three days I’d forgotten all about it. That appalled me.


  In this house where sex was the paramount pleasure, the defining activity, I’d forgotten my cock! It didn’t seem possible.


  


  

  
It All Began In A Stairwell


  Rendezvous With A Stranger


  


  As I walk through the city now, I feel autumn in my bones and between my legs. That unique dust is in the air, suggesting this decaying time of year. Something alive is about to die as the last blood of summer slips through scarlet veins. My thighs pulse in an undulating rhythm as this old season slides down those slippery sweat-covered slopes of fall, soon to freeze in the cold hands of winter—but not yet.


  I’m sticky now between my legs letting a warm breeze move between my fluttering skirt and my quivering legs. Crossing the street just past the university, I walk into old-town where there are trendy boutiques freely mixing with derelicts, where the wine is either chic or drunk out of brown paper sacks, where I can stare into shop windows and wish I had the money to spend on black leathers, or offer change to a wrinkled hand extended in my direction.


  I see him again today, the stranger. The man with the long, black ponytail and the trimmed beard and the physique of concrete and steel. He has the eyes of a conquering hero. I’m not sure he really sees me, or takes notice of who I am, or what I appear to be. But I see him clearly, a virile man who moves with grace—with feet anchored and eyes that know things. Again, my sex quickens seeing the way his mood plays confidently along this street. He’s got a boy’s tight ass and the bulge of a man in front. I’d stare but I’d be embarrassed if he caught me looking so I simply imagine what he’s like beyond his clothes. Arms like a truck driver, thighs like a wrestler, though he’d be none of these, just naturally powerful for power’s sake alone.


  Too aroused to wait until I reach Isaac’s flat and its privacy, I duck between two buildings, into an alley, narrow but passable, until it opens into a deserted courtyard. Under the cover of a secluded archway, I pull up my skirt and rub my hand along silk tap pants. The aroma of my female body wafts upward. And there, under the folds I feel myself damp. Prodding one finger, silk and all inside the wetness, it’s a quick finger-fuck, but it’s not enough. I think of the stranger, his hold over my mind—and I’ve only seen him twice. If he were with me, I’d be naked now. As it is, I have one hand under my sweater fondling a tit I’ve freed from my bra, while the other hand manipulates the hard clit through silk. But when that’s not enough, I pull my tap pants down over my hot hips. In my hand, I press them to my nose and draw a deep breath. The sex aroma is stronger still—of autumn and decay and my own ripe musk. Breathing is drinking that fine seasonal wine. Fissures and flesh so enlivened claw at me as though something needs to be freed.


  Getting closer to a cum, I can’t stand the confines of the sweater’s heated wool. Quickly drawn over my head, I toss it to the ground at my feet. Both tits pop from their lacy confines and I start getting shivers thinking that my stranger is about to turn the corner into the alley and confront me with those eyes. Enormous spasms of relief are so dizzying I want to fall in a faint, but the concrete beneath my feet would never comfort me the way my own hands can now that I’m cumming. Grinding my hips into the wall behind me, I feel the brick scratch my ass as the cum goes on. Moving on the wall as though it’s a lover’s hand, I press the sensation to a peak, gliding over the top. Bucking hard at the very end until it’s over.


  I believe I’ve been silent, but gazing upward, I see an open window and a face staring at me curiously. She’s older than I am, dressed in jeans, looking dykish but interested—at least until I pull the sweater back over my sand-colored hair and she turns away. I’ve embarrassed myself, but decide to step out of my shame back into the autumn day.


  It’s quiet on the street, cars moving by lazily as though they’re in slow motion. Just two blocks to Isaac’s, I’m there in minutes, climbing three flights to his book-lined living room and study and the tiny guestroom where I sleep, and the cat he calls Smithereens—I didn’t bother asking why the name.


  Isaac’s gone for the year, a sabbatical in Greece. He’s there while I sweat at home, or rather in his city home away from my real one over the bridge and thirty miles south. Robby, the guy I married last year, thought it practical to housesit Isaac’s cat for a free room and no commute during the week. I suspect this makes it easier for him to have his other life, the affair with Chelsea and her mop-top curls. Robby and I did all the right things because we both wanted to feel safe, I suppose, being able to say “my wife,” or “my husband.” But this is no one’s idea of a real marriage. Still, I love the house and the lake on summer weekends when it’s hot, and Robby’s great company after he has his fill of Chelsea’s thighs and the spicy perfume at her neck.


  Now, away from all that, I can imagine something extraordinary happening in this marginal part of town. That was the real reason I took Isaac’s offer. I can imagine I’ll get an answer to what’s aching in me.


  


  ***


  


  It’s the end of another week. Friday, I tell Robby I’ll be staying in the city for the weekend. His words suggest he’s disappointed, but I can hear the pulse of excitement as I give him the news. He can have Chelsea in our bedroom is what he’s thinking. I suppose just for good measure, I should show up anyway and catch them there. I wonder what it would be like to watch her tanned thighs moving with my husband’s cock between them. He’d have her haunches up, ass wagging like a dog. I think he’d fuck her on the floor, the hard pounding variety. I’d juice just watching them perform with her athletic body going on for an hour before she finally gets exhausted. It’s not hard work for Robby, though—he wouldn’t have to get her off. She’d be into multi-orgasmic frenzies all on her own.


  I’ll find something as good for myself, but it won’t look the same as their brand of sex.


  The bar’s crowded at four just as work gets out, and at least until six, until the dinner hour when the patrons desert this part of town for better restaurants and better beer. I’ve talked my way through three Bud Lights and am waiting for the fourth when I see the stranger. The telltale sign—his ponytail swinging against his back as he leans into the bar. Instinct must tell him that he’s being stared at because he starts to move. Instantly, my body contracts, and I have to turn away, except that I’ve caught his gaze, and he mine. Finally breaking eye contact, I reach for my purse as though I’m about to leave.


  Suddenly, there’s a hand on my hand as I reach for the floor.


  “Haven’t you ordered another beer?” I hear his voice for the first time. I know it’s him long before my eyes confirm the fact.


  My pulse is rapid, the beating of my heart twice as fast as I remember normal, and I can’t help squirming my crotch against the wooden seat. Looking him in the eye, I start to sit up straight, forgetting my attempt to flee. I couldn’t now if I wanted to with his hand clutching mine.


  “What’s your name?” he asks as he sits all his virile masculinity into the chair across from me.


  “Ellen Laurey,” comes out without thinking. Instead of Carolyn Cauthen, I use the name of a poet I met in college before she died in a car accident. I remember Ellen as someone who took chances, just as I know I’m taking one now, allowing this man to apprehend me with his grip of steel.


  I see that his eyes are blue, cornflower dark, looking almost eerie coming from his face. His hand, tight on mine, generates heat and tranquillity—peace with his gentle caress, and I feel as though I’m sinking into the fabric of his clothes and the scent of him—scotch, cologne and bar smoke—and what appears to be the trace of a smile.


  “So, Ellen Laurey, I’ve seen you haunting this neighborhood before.”


  “Is that a crime?”


  “To stay here past happy hour suggests you’re waiting for someone.”


  How could I tell him that I’m waiting for him? Maybe he already knows, one of those people with a sixth sense that you bond with instantly, that you can’t let go of no matter how dangerous you believe they are.


  His hand moves over mine. “A boyfriend?” he pursues the question.


  “No, I have …” I was about to say husband but I stop myself. “I have no where to go.”


  “And nothing to do,” he adds.


  “And nothing to do,” I agree with him.


  “But you want sex,” he concludes.


  I don’t confess or deny my desire, but we both have this figured. Maybe he’ll ask to go home with me, and I’ll let him, fucking him in Isaac’s bed long into the night, then saying goodbye to him forever sometime before dawn. But no, the stranger has other ideas.


  “I’ll eventually have you in an alley since you enjoy them so much, but you have a choice tonight, the last one you’ll ever have with me. Here in the bar or outside the back door?”


  “You’re going to have sex with me here? Now?” I whisper.


  “You want anything less, Ellen?”


  “No, no.” I’m almost out of breath. “But how did you know?”


  “About the alley?”


  “And me?”


  “I saw you walk into that alley and then leave looking like a different woman. Everything else about you is as obvious as your wet cunt.”


  He’s never let go of my hand, and doesn’t when he rises. I don’t remember telling him where I wanted this first fuck, but I suppose that shouldn’t concern me, the hallway on the way to the restrooms will do.


  


  The corridor’s a long one, well past the bar and the few people still milling and drinking, beyond the laughter, guffaws and chuckles and the occasional giggle of a woman. I hear my heels tapping against the wood, and the sound seems to roar inside my head. The stranger guides me with a hand pressed against my back. When we reach the end of the long hall, it makes a sharp left and I feel him push me against the wall ahead of me. With his hand at my neck, my face is mashed against the stucco. First cool, the surface is quickly hot from my breath. I grow dizzy, disoriented by his force and the humiliation.


  Ripping up my skirt the stranger grabs for an ass cheek and squeezes hard enough so, I feel his nails. I swallow the shriek that’s stuck in my throat. He backs off and I breathe, for an instant feeling fresh air rush into my lungs. Though the alcove is quickly stale from our body heat and the fumes of passion from my crotch and his.


  Running fingers over my behind, I sense he’s inspecting me for flaws. There won’t be any on my ass—not yet. Just cream-colored skin, milky, appearing translucent because the light around us is a dim, warm yellow glow.


  I feel a finger on my clit, having reached deeply between the flesh of my legs. He squeezes and I gasp, my breath is short again.


  I imagine him sneering at me, but when I look back, I see just the intent look on his face. I can see he’s hot, especially as he withdraws his belt and I glimpse the pouch at his legs growing more robust with each second his eyes feast on my pushed-out ass.


  I think he’s going to whip my behind with his leather, but find that he has other plans more ingenious. The door to my left opens into a stairwell and he jerks me about, forcing me through. Pulling my hands behind my back, he confines them with the belt wrapped three times tightly so they’re out of our way. With the door closing behind us, the light around us vanishes into darkness—not the darkness that eyes become accustomed to, but the dark where there’s no trace of light, where staring with eyes wide open nothing penetrates the black. We’re flesh to flesh in all this black.


  My knees hit the stairs and I’m bent forward. My torso rests on the steps above, my cheek now pressed into a hardwood step that’s covered with broken non-skid rubber, smelling old, like damp clothes and dust. There’s no sound but the sound of my anxious breath.


  I’m all touch and smell, my other senses unnecessary now. His flesh is seething, his heat fusing with mine and with my need. His cock parts my ass cheeks and rubs along the cleft. With one hand, my hair becomes the handle to steady his hold. His first thrust hits bottom so that a leftover shriek escapes.


  “Not a sound,” he whispers in my ear, “unless you want the world out there to see you screwed.”


  Diving back into my body, I’m immersed in sensation—in the driving passion of his rod within me, the painful hand tangling with my hair, and the feel of his chest hot on my back. He slides freely—my cunt wet. I’m swallowing him whole, like he might disappear in me. The pain’s not angry, but mesmerizing, a constant dull roar of sensation that’s hardly dull at all. I take it in, let it play with my fantasies and my fear. This stranger, fucking me like a cheap slut with absent virtue, can have anything I have. And despite all the reasons not to enjoy the rape, I’m preparing to cum. For an instant, the heavens are opening and my body is the new angel exalted, and then I’m back on these rickety saloon stairs getting breached from the rear by a man I’ve never met. That’s enough to have me ecstatic, writhing with a drunken, good-natured willingness. He’s not what I imagined, but something more crude and absolute. This stranger rips the threads of decency from my cloak of honor, slashes through the jungle of self-doubt where I might be mired in shame or guilt. He’s taken those options and tossed them into the murky waters beneath us both. I’m cumming without an ounce of regret, and I won’t repent this night.


  These thrusts, this cock in and out, this wetness flooding together, his and mine mingling, this moment divine. He catches my clit every time he moves. I’m sure I’m screaming, but I know he’ll hold my mouth quiet if I do. I tingle everywhere from pain and the fine-tuned peak of a spasm that builds and builds and builds, until…


  Like it’s raining down on me with fire and water, I tighten on him and hear him gasp, and await his final surge as my cum dwindles quietly away. When he withdraws, I sit on my step and feel his erection at my lips. I wish I had my hands to hold his thick meat, but they remain bound behind me. I open my mouth and his prick is inside without much effort. He fucks my face with his hands in my hair, until he spews. Then the cum is everywhere though I have no idea where it’s landed.


  


  The stranger backs away as the darkness surrounds us in its blanket of emptiness. The quiet’s deafening, but if I strain, I can hear the bar sounds coming from down the corridor. I think it’s safe with them that close. As his hand reaches around behind me, I cringe waiting for the deathblow to land, but he’s only undoing his belt, and in the darkness, I sense he’s putting it back in his pants. Moments later the door opens and my lover starts to walk way.


  “You’re going to leave me here?” I wonder aloud, and he turns around.


  “What more can I do?” he asks.


  He ends it there.


  “Will I see you again?” I ask, anxiously, as he’s almost around the corner and out of sight.


  He turns again and shrugs. I’m left to ponder the answer as his tight ass is the last piece of him to disappear from sight. The stairway isn’t lonely without him, but it’s cooled with the lack of his presence and it seems like more than just his body heat has vanished.


  


  

  
Throwing Off The Boy


  The Red Door


  


  Ravel comes by my flower stand every day at three o’clock and buys a lily, each day a different kind. After kissing its petals, he hands it to me as a gift. I blush and bite my lip embarrassed, and then smile like an innocent coquette. He’s honoring me and my name, Lily.


  I can only think of sex when he’s nearby.


  I watch his eyes, how they comb my body as if he adores me, though I often wonder why. So slight of build, my breasts will forever be pubescent, mere handfuls in a man’s grasp. I never wear bras. When he stares at me, I know my small nipples contract and press against the softness of my shirts like tiny pebbles poking through the sand. I can’t imagine what he thinks of my slim waist and hips, though I often suspect he strips away my clothes in his mind to view my pubis. I’d shudder to think he sees my prominent labia and the snippet of purple flesh that appears between them—or that he imagines me wet there, when I certainly am.


  My heart flutters every time he appears walking up the street toward the kiosk where I work. I wonder at his broad smile, his jaunty step, and the grand twinkle in his pale blue eyes. He is a man of leisure, I think. Mr. McCauly, my employer, has told me he’s a man of means, a dealer of antiques, who combs Europe for months buying treasures he sells in his shop down the street.


  I haven’t been brave enough to step inside his odd place of business, though I’ve stood outside and peered into the windows where gold gleams on gilt picture frames, and the crystal is polished like pieces of stars fallen to earth, and the tainted metal of ancient swords glows with a dull luster from the dark deeds of their past use. I confess that it is the other door to his shop that intrigues me even more than his front entrance. This one off the alley I can see from the sidewalk, painted with Chinese red enamel, sometimes dusty from the street, sometimes radiant when it’s just been washed. I suspect this door leads to Ravel’s private quarters and I wonder what women he’s had there.


  Such a dashing fellow, enough charm to woo any female. I see his women as languid creatures that spend their afternoons reclining naked on his bed, the curls between their legs moist, their enormous breasts swinging in unison against the creamy skin of their torsos. My own skin would be flawless if it weren’t for the pattern of freckles that are scattered down my chest and thighs, like tiny stars flung into the sky. I had a lover once connect them with a purple felt-tipped pen until I looked like a child’s drawing. He kissed each one—so many kisses that day …


  Ravel cherishes my name. When he says it, I think it will float into the air and me with it, and all the lilies in my street side stand following along. My surname, Matisse, he says belongs to a famous French painter. And one day he brought me a beautiful book with pictures of this artist’s work. The colors that man used remind me of my flowers. Ravel assures me that one day I’ll see an original Matisse because he has one hanging in his shop.


  I was shocked the day he asked me to join him for coffee, shocked even more when I agreed to accompany him to an open-air café down the street past his storefront. He talked to me of his latest trip to Italy and his visits to the countryside where the landscape defies any painter to render it with as much passion as it has naturally. While he talked, he fondled my thigh, his hand never straying higher than mid-way up. Running a finger down my inner leg caused my body to breed wild thoughts—of Ravel taking me home, past the red door, to the room where we’ll find his bed and lie together with thighs entangled.


  Every day, after he leaves my flower stand, I imagine our making love, how I’ll fit inside his muscular chest, how my fragile form will melt to his will, how his forceful erection will spring from his groin, how I’ll take it in my mouth then inside my cunt. I think of our bodies fused as one, my hands exploring his skin and the hair on his chest, the gentle sway of his belly and the spongy softness of his genitals.


  


  I missed Ravel one day at three. By four, I assumed that he’d taken another trip so I wouldn’t see him for several weeks. But when the clock on the Episcopal church across the street chimed five, I saw him come from his antique shop and walk my way.


  “You’re late,” I told him, as he paid for the lily. Venturing a small reprimand, he wasn’t annoyed.


  “Only because I have plans for your evening,” he told me as the lily brushed my cheek.


  “And what are those?” I wondered, grinning like a child.


  “A glass of claret in my studio.”


  I trembled nervously. The heat of the summer day was most intense at five. I could feel sweat on my brow and a ready dampness between my legs, the silky hair beginning to itch.


  “I should turn you down,” I replied, thinking of my boyfriend and the plans we’d already made. With Todd a mere boy in my eyes, and Ravel a man, I knew I’d cancel whatever we were going to do in favor of a glass of claret with my more gallant suitor.


  Ravel watched me as I drew my flowers inside McCauly’s shop, then pinned up the sides of the kiosk until it was nothing but a simple square box. Feeling his gaze on me, the hairs on my body stood on end, prickly with anticipation of my daydreams coming true. I scurried as fast as I could to complete my task, aware that twice I practically stumbled over my feet out of nervousness. My pink high heels, that men say sway my ass end provocatively, wouldn’t move as fast as my feet desired to go. Twice I looked at Ravel with a sheepish grin, his broad one forgiving to a fault.


  “It’s permissible to be nervous when you’re going to a man’s room,” he said, as we finally walked arm and arm from the corner flower shop toward his home.


  “And it would take a blind man not to notice my anticipation,” I replied.


  “That’s why the claret, to put you at ease.”


  


  Once we crossed the street I could see his antique shop, how the three-story house with the tall gabled roof looked strange wedged between five- story brick buildings on either side. There, a few feet down the narrow alley, was his red door, and the entrance to his world. My imagination so acute, having envisioned what lay beyond that door a hundred times, I was flustered when there was nothing but a stairway inside—that and a padlocked door to my left that would have taken us into his shop proper. At the top of the stairs, a second door opened into an enormous loft filled with dozens of Ravel’s precious finds. Walking amid old mirrors, dressers and lavish armoires, the loft soon gave way to a cleared corner where there was just a bed and a table and two wooden chairs.


  Simplicity of form, I thought, seeing the way he’d arranged that small space, like the furnishings from a painting are arranged into a perfect order. There was nothing hanging on either wall, but there was light from the adjacent window throwing the shadows of trees against the plain surface. I hadn’t remembered there being such a tree in the middle of the city, but there it stood outside his window, tucked between these tall structures, resplendently green. As the shadows danced in the fading light, we watched them, sitting at his table drinking the claret from wine goblets he said came from Germany.


  The wine was bitter to my tongue and the dark wealth of its aroma tickled my nose. A third and fourth sip, and it was sliding down my throat more easily; and with my stomach empty, the alcohol went to my head, quickly making me dizzy.


  There was a plate of brie and crackers between us, but I preferred the feel of my empty stomach, how it pulsed sexually in an excited rhythm, waiting for Ravel to take me to his bed.


  “I should like to see you naked before we make love,” he said.


  The nervous twitters in me augmented. From somewhere else in the building, I heard the sound of a tenor voice rising in an operatic aria. To remove my clothes before Ravel, accompanied by such sound, felt almost holy, as though what would happen would be a consecrated act not something carnal. Then, as if to mock my feeling of holiness, the church bell across the street chimed the half-hour. That quick sound only lasted a few seconds, and I was in my opera again and my sensuous reverie, my sex coming alive.


  Rising from the chair, I stood before my suitor and grabbed the bottom of my knit shirt. Pulling it over my torso, I stood for some seconds waiting for his response. There was only his gentle smile. Unzipping my skirt, conscious of every move I made, I wiggled the short piece of fabric over my hips and let it drop to the floor at my feet. Ravel picked it up with a swipe of his hand, his head coming within inches of my crotch. Feeling the heat in me rise, I lifted the edges of my white panties and drew the silk down over my groin. Letting them drop to the floor, I was naked except for the pink high heels.


  “Come to me, Lily,” Ravel beckoned me with his voice and his hand. Just two steps until I was between his parted thighs, it was easy to traverse even as nervous as I was. Laying his face against my belly, I felt his hand at my pubis, there with fingers prodding between the plump folds of flesh finding my clitoris hard, my whole snatch damp with sex.


  I jerked against his hand, sure to orgasm with ease. Finding my vagina, my anus and my pulsing clit, he journeyed at will until he heard my gasps and felt my weak body nearly faint in his arms. At the moment of climax, he backed me off a step, held my hips in his hands and leaned forward to press his face over my pubis. With his mouth feeling the juices spurt and his tongue lapping freely, I let go with a shower of lightning raining down through my body, shudder after shudder greeted happily by his attentive mouth.


  I remained on my feet in my pink high heels as he massaged me. With his hands combing my satisfied orifices, then kneading my youthful breasts and grabbing heartily for the meat of my ass, he forced another desire from me. How I longed for his cock between my legs.


  Overcome with such need, I dropped between his legs and madly dove for the prick I saw swelling beneath his pants. With the zipper finally open, I nearly melted into the throbbing organ, wanting to swallow the man whole. Forcing myself to let it slide down my throat, I took him deeply inside me and mouth-fucked him until he took charge again.


  We’d use the bed. That had always been Ravel’s plan.


  When my suitor pulled me off of him, I landed on my back against a velvet comforter. My legs wide and raised, he entered me with his stiffness, driving it as deeply as he’d been inside my mouth. I gasped, at first because of the pain, and surely because of the intensity of the screwing. I realized that he was as pent-up with need for me as I was for him. Months of courtship ended on his simple bed, with my legs flung far apart for him, my body wrenching wildly to satisfy his raging cock. I thought I would die with him firmly thrust inside me.


  


  When he pulled away from my perspiring body, I saw his smile, easy and genuine. Then, from a half-full bottle of claret, he cooled me, pouring the liquid over my skin. Licking the wine with his tongue, I found another orgasm ready to peak somewhere between my bellybutton and my pubic hair. All wet with cum and satisfaction, with wine and sweat, every lick of his tongue sent me closer to the outer edges of my bodily lust. A second time with his mouth at my clitoris, I could take no more. The spasm didn’t want to die away and Ravel’s fingers continued playing until everything in me released.


  


  We lay like old lovers on the bed. I would have died for a cigarette, the look and smell of the smoke rising above our nakedness. But Ravel refused me. He said another glass of claret would do, the other was bad for my lungs. I drank from the glass he offered feeling a little more woozy with each sip down my throat. Begging for a bite of cheese, he fixed a cracker with some brie and my head settled.


  “When you come again, Lily, things will be different,” he said.


  “And how is that?” I asked.


  “I want to show you the insides of your fantasies.”


  His desire confused me.


  “I want you to understand your sexual self, for you to nurture your body with the sensations it needs. And your mind—that I will fill with the romance you court so many hours of the day.”


  I thought it was uncanny that he had such knowledge of my heart and mind. At the moment, however, it was just the feel of my body that intrigued me.


  “So, when do I return for this?” I asked.


  “When you’re ready.”


  “And it won’t be like this?” I asked.


  “Would you like all lovemaking to be the same?”


  Pondering his question, I could concede he was right.


  “Then I’ll come back soon,” I said.


  How he smiled adoringly. His sandy hair was in such disarray that I pushed it back into place, combing it with my fingers. His skin, tanned and youthful for a man nearly twice my twenty-three years, felt foreign to my touch. I am experienced with young men, but his maturity scared me still, even though I desired it for many months.


  “I should warn you of this place behind my red door,” he said. Seeing his eyes narrow, I knew he was serious.


  “Warn me from what?” I asked.


  “I cannot control what happens here. Some things might shock you.”


  “How could being shocked be bad?” I said. “When you’re here I feel safe.”


  “Then safe you’ll be because I’ll not leave you.”


  Though I had every reason to fear this place, he said no more to make me fearful. I could leave that day, a woman beyond myself in lust, glad to throw off a boy in favor of a man.


  


  

  
Taffeta


  


  The color of my dress was green, the color of my eyes. That first time, I remember dressing myself for hours. Like I was a bride. I prepared myself well, if not nervously.


  The day before I shaved my legs, my underarms and then I took bold strokes with my pubic mound. One stroke led to another, and what I usually did so I could wear a bikini… well, all the rest came off too. There wasn’t one lock of silky hair remaining between my legs. I liked the look. Taut legs, a firm belly, enhanced breasts to a full “D” cup, and now a shaved pubic mound making me look almost virginal—almost. I was any man’s dream, so I thought.


  On the day of my daring new venture, I prepared with a scented cream, every inch of me covered with a confection that would taste as good to the tongue as its aroma was to the sense of smell. Dressing, I thought that traditional black was only appropriate. Black garter belt, black silk stockings with lace trimmed tops and a black bra that pushed high my full “D” breasts into an impressive cleavage.


  I strutted for awhile before the mirror, watching the way my nipples without encouragement, seemed to pop right out. They wouldn’t do that in the dress, but then again, I didn’t expect to be wearing the dress all night.


  My just washed red hair curled by itself. Shaking it out a little more vigorously than usual, the brilliant auburn framed my face with sassy abundance. Lipstick, blush, mascara and a few wild colors at my eyes lids—I let the tawdry woman in me awaken, not realizing until that moment how honest I was being with myself. The more I gazed at the transformation before my eyes, the more real the woman in the mirror became.


  Taffeta, there was just the green taffeta and the black spike heels left to make the picture perfect.


  


  I thought of Michael, what he’d think of me if he knew. How many nights I’d laid awake waiting for him, listening to the sound of the computer keys clicking madly long into the hours after midnight. While I was only half-awake, I hoped I’d find his body next to mine, moving in behind me like he once did when we were first married. But with the sound of the keys still clicking in the other room, it was clear I’d be spending the essence of the night alone.


  I wondered what was so fascinating about his games and the net surfing that could capture his imagination for hours on end. “Just a minute,” he’d tell me if I called to him. But that was all the response I’d get.


  It was all those nights that brought me to my indecent choice. That, and a chance peek at his covert activities one late night when I got out of bed for a drink of water. He should have heard me, but apparently, he was too enthralled with the computer screen to notice that I was watching him from the doorway of his office. When I saw that his hand was in his lap, fondling his prick, I suppose my eyes opened like a green-eyed dragon’s. I gazed at the monitor surprised to see that there were pictures on the screen, images of women in full Technicolor, body parts displayed like a porno movie playing with my husband’s mind. Michael’s penis was erect, close to ejaculation. The way he his breathing took up that familiar rhythm I’d once known so well. No wonder he didn’t need me for sex anymore. Though I could hardly believe that this box of nuts and bolts and electronic wizardry gave him more than my warm womanly body.


  


  ***


  


  “I don’t want an entanglement, I don’t even think I want an affair,” I explained to my friend, Diana, two weeks later as we shared a causal lunch at a downtown cafe. “I just want sex.” It sounded so bold saying that, but I relished the words for the power they seemed to have.


  “You’re a woman of your times, Kristin,” Diana replied without wincing at all.


  “And I’m hurt,” I added.


  “Of course you are,” she said kindly. “Replaced by a computer?” Then she winced. I winced too, feeling about two inches tall, and much less a woman than I’d ever felt.


  “I want to hurt him back, if I could,” I said. “But then, I don’t do computer sex. I hate it over the phone, and I’m not sure I have it in me to pick up guys in bars anymore.”


  “Who does?” she agreed.


  I sighed. “So, I suppose I’ll find some lonely man to moon about. Have the affair, go through all the wrenching drama, and hope that when Michael finds out he’ll be kind. If I even care anymore.” I was totally sarcastic.


  “Either that, or you could …” she hesitated, her thin lips making a half smile, her eyes dancing naughtily. “You could sell yourself,” she suggested.


  “Sell?” I suppose I was too naïve to get her message right off.


  “Turn tricks, darling. Have your sex without strings and make some money on the side.”


  I laughed, and shook my head, remembering how Diana liked to tease.


  “You don’t think I’m serious, do you?” she said.


  “Of course you’re not,” I said.


  She was a corporate lawyer like myself, respectability written all over her wise face. She dressed in tweeds in winter and plain worsted cotton in the spring and summer. She was not a slut—the last woman in my life with scandalous secrets in her closet.


  “But I am serious,” she countered me.


  “Like you turn tricks when you’re not winning cases in court?” I still did not believe her.


  She smiled: one deeply warm, and very wise and very obvious the message it was intended to communicate “I started in college because I ran short of money. I do it now for fun.”


  I couldn’t contain the way my heart beat, or my crotch pulsed. As her revelation sunk in, I could feel myself release a little stream of sex juice, as if I was actually aroused by the picture of her “other” life.


  “Truth is,” she continued, “my case load is a little heavy this season. I’d love to pass on a couple of regulars to you until the work lightens. Besides, these guys will love you. They’ll love the change. I give them good sex; but you’d give them something new. Most of the time it’s just down and dirty groveling. These are not lonely hearts looking for a wife. They want real lovers, sexual goddesses.


  I couldn’t believe what I heard. And if she hadn’t been one of my best friends for nearly ten years, I’m sure I would have fled—not from judgment, but from fear. I was trembling everywhere as though she’d opened wide a door in me I never knew was there. Peeking inside, I was stunned by what I saw.


  “Me? A goddess?” I gasped.


  “Ooo, you know you are,” she purred.


  I couldn’t reply. Every bit of me tingled with a thrill I hadn’t felt in months.


  “Think about it, Kristin,” she counseled me. “They’re good clean johns, upright kinds of men who simply like their sex a little more…” she paused, “primitive than most.” She looked at me cool as a cucumber through her clear brown eyes. And for a moment, I sensed she was seducing me. And there I was, feeling as though the rightful order of my world had been turned on end.


  Diana shrugged when I didn’t give her an answer. Truth was, I could hardly speak. We went on to talk about a dozen different things before the conversation lagged; and we finally parted with a sweet peck on the lips and a warm hug, her offer lingering between us so that we’d never talk again without thinking of it.


  


  I think the word “primitive” was what remained in my mind, the word and the images of primitive playing a non-stop erotic masterpiece in my head for days. I’d never thought of myself as a commodity for purchase, though the instant that idea swept my brain, I couldn’t live without the luscious sensation that it raised.


  Masturbations, daydreams, nightmares and fantasies—none could substitute for what I knew eventually I’d dare to try. I was haunted for days, pissed as hell that Diana had made this proposal; but realizing the effect it had on me, my choice was clear.


  


  When I finally told her, I’d take one trick off her schedule, there was silence on the other end of the phone, while she considered my decision.


  “I don’t think you’ll be satisfied with one, dear,” she said. “It’ll get in your blood.”


  I didn’t agree. Surely one would be enough, one to take the edge off my sexual fury, one to let the desire have its night, so then I’d be done with it, one just because I couldn’t imagine my life without it any longer.


  “You can start with George,” she interjected in the middle of my musing.


  “George?” Sounded old and weathered to me.


  “He’s not what you think,” she said, reading my mind. “About forty, great build and terrific sandy colored hair. He’s really exquisite and very discreet, and… “ she sounded aroused herself just thinking of him, “a lion in bed. If your cunt needs a workout, he’s the one.”


  “That’s exactly what I need,” I answered her pleased.


  


  ***


  


  Taffeta. I chose the fabric because of the sensual swish when I walk. Green. I picked green because it naturally works with my red hair. Tight. Because that’s the way a whore would dress. I admit, it was a little over the edge when Diana had told me to keep it tasteful; but I needed a costume that spoke to me as clearly as it would to the man that paid me.


  


  “You say you’re going to a cocktail party, where?” Michael asked, noticing how I looked leaving the house. I think I shocked him, all dolled up. He hadn’t seen me like this in months. I wonder if I looked at all like the buxom women on his computer screen, and if for just a moment, he wished I’d stay at home.


  “Diana’s law office,” I answered him.


  “That fancy, huh?” he wondered.


  “She said she was getting an award, and as her friend I need to make a good impression.”


  Michael nodded. “Have a good time,” he said lightly. “I suppose you’ll be late?”


  “I suppose so,” I agreed. And that was it, not even the slightest indication that my attire had turned him on or that he had any interest beyond his offhand remarks.


  As I walked out the door, the reality of my marriage stung, while the reality of my night suddenly loomed in front of me like a beckoning vision. To my despair and my satisfaction, I had yet another motivation for being hired that night for sex: it was time to feel desired again, to bring on the allure and the sexual heat. It was time to feel like a woman. It was time for sex.


  There was a cocktail party at Diana’s office, just like she said, and George was there. Easy way to meet—like any old date, was my first thought.


  I saw the “once-over” in the handsome man’s perusal of me when Diana introduced us, like he was giving his approval. “She’ll do just fine.” I could almost read his thoughts, though it made me nervous, like a girl at a seventh grade dance, at least until he took my arm and gave me one appreciative smile.


  I remember nothing of the small talk, the interminable hour before George finally suggested that we go to the boss’s lounge so we could be alone. (George was great friends with Diana’s senior partner, so I’d learned. How convenient.) I nodded, grateful to be getting to the gist of our relationship. I was too nervous for anything else but sex.


  “She told me to go easy on you, your first time,” he said, as we rode the elevator to the eleventh floor.


  “Easy? Is that really necessary?” I replied, certain that I didn’t want “easy” at all, not after days of waiting for this man’s hands on me.


  “Exactly my thoughts,” he replied. “After all, I do plan to get what I paid for.” He was haughty, self assured, not exactly the kind of man I expected, though there was a sexual charge in his manner.


  Moments later in the privacy of the plush paneled office, I felt his hands on my skin, the first in what seemed like years. It was probably only months, but the way my body suddenly jolted excitedly, I felt like a century’s worth of sexual energy had been stored in me and was about to burst.


  He tore into me, practically tearing away the dress leaving me in my black underwear. He fondled me hard, kneaded my ass and slapped it, then did the same with my breasts. I’d never been made love to like this before, and it was nothing like my imagination pictured. Yet it was exactly what I needed: the kind of sex that I’d never forget. He was paying for the merchandise and I would perform, our bargain was as simple as that.


  It wasn’t five minutes of vigorous groping before George had me bent over the boss’s desk, my legs apart, his dick fast inside my pussy. Five minutes and he was thrusting hard. His dick was so firm, I assumed he was tearing me apart.


  “You’re going to make a great whore,” he declared.


  I heard the words and began to feel a little more like myself again. Getting into the rhythm, I wriggled my groin into his, so he fucked me faster and didn’t stop for a second until he ripped off his orgasm with a tuneful groan. Once spent, he withdrew, turned me around, and pushed me to the floor, where I licked his half-limp prick, tasting him and me on the long droopy shaft.


  “Good start,” he said at last. “You’re going to work out okay.”


  “You’ve got more in mind?” I asked, being pulled to my feet..


  “Oh, babe, we’ve only started,” he answered. “The night is young, and your ass is mine until three a.m..”


  “Three?” I looked at him amazed.


  “Diana figured you’d want to be in your bed by morning, otherwise I’d have paid for the night.” He was brusque, assuming, totally undaunted by the fear that seemed to take its grip on me. I’d signed up for the night, and at midnight I had three hours to go.


  “Go freshen your make-up,” he ordered as he gave my ass a good whack and tossed the green taffeta my way. He pointed to the executive bath at the other end of the office, and I dutifully obeyed.


  


  An hour later we were in the midst of another party on the other side of town. Up three flights of stairs to a fancy penthouse loft, I found myself surrounded by women of the evening, all like me with hair and clothes and the make-up to allure, and the men about to screw them. Was this me? Dressed to kill. Body lush. The energy of the erotic night taking all my decency away? I had only moments to consider until a couple joints and a little liquor, and I was like all the other whores, flying high.


  Then, before I could think, before reason could call a halt to my crimes, there I was with the taffeta gone, strutting about the palatial rooms in nothing but my garter belt and stockings. My bra discarded too, I paraded topless, letting any man who approached me, sample my flesh as if they were picking a peach from a bin of fruit.


  George was gone, off in another woman’s arms. And while he licked that woman’s breasts, I was taken to a bedroom and screwed again, this man’s dick as full and steady as the one that took me earlier that night. And all I could think was, how many more?


  Diana might have said that I was ripe. I contend it was justice. George just thought of it as what I was destined to be. Regardless of the opinion, however, there was just one result—I worked the night on my back like a pro, serving up my female wares like any respectable whore off the street.


  


  When George dropped me off outside my apartment, it was nearly five a.m.. Was Michael worried? Had he stayed up half the night wondering where I was, or would I find him sound asleep in bed, or better yet, bent over the keyboard, his head resting on his arms?


  “You’ll be free Saturday?” George said as I got out of his car.


  “Saturday?” I wondered aloud.


  He had my hand in his, squeezing it so hard it hurt. “Yes, Saturday, Kristin. You’ll be ready for it again, don’t worry.”


  “I thought Diana told you?” I said a little confused by the way he assumed so much.


  “That you were going for a single trick? Yeah sure,” he chuckled. “And we’re both going to sprout wings and fly.”


  “But…”


  “But nothing, Kristin, you’re Tina now. And you’re my whore and I’m you’re pimp, and you’ll come when I call.” He saw my jaw drop to the ground, and he smiled.


  “Surely you didn’t think Diana did it alone?” He looked so amused and I so stunned. “Don’t looked so shocked,” he jibed. “You got the looks, you got the moves, you got the cunt of whore. Just come when I call, and we’ll do just fine.”


  “That’s what Diana does? You’re her pimp too?”


  “Why of course,” he replied. He threw several hundred-dollar bill on my lap.


  I was on the street seconds later, George speeding off into the approaching morning.


  


  Yes, I was in green taffeta, stocking, heels and lots of make-up the night I became George’s whore. He’s now my pimp, and I’m his girl. And when it’s George—I fuck because I owe him that much—I wear the green taffeta like I did that first night. Like paying homage, a respectful ritual to the man that’s made the happy slut of me.


  I thank god for George, for Diana, the taffeta, and even Michael’s computer. If it weren’t for these strange pieces of my life, I might have never known myself.


  


  And Michael? Well I’m not with Michael now. He never did get the message, never bothered to take a real look at me. What does he do now to get his jollies? I suppose what he did before. I can still see him there in front of the monitor looking at his moving pictures, his dick in hand about to shoot, his other hand grabbing for the Kleenex before he ruins the keyboard with his cum.


  Funny, how I heard the other day, that pictures of me are being posted on the Internet. Can you imagine that: a film of my finest hour, in all my raunchy, naked, next to nothing glory going out worldwide to a web of horny men? It makes me wonder, if someday my ex will see my body swaying before his eyes. I wonder if he’ll recognize the face, the “D” cup breasts, the naked cunt and the lure of my eyes? Will he recognize me, or will I just float past his senses, just another woman in stilted moving pictures on the screen, one that makes his dick hard, and his cock shoot in a passionless sex with no names, no heart-beat and no warm, wondrous, mellow cunt to soothe the ache between his legs.


  


  

  
The Night Shift


  Nurse Nancy Misbehaves


  


  “Oh, Mr. Tatum, you really shouldn’t be out of bed at this hour!”


  She sashayed into the room, wiggling her cute behind and smiling prettily. Her springy blonde curls bobbled like a golden halo in the dusky light, her bright eyes shining like sapphires as she indignantly watched her patient climbing from his bed.


  “Can’t stand it anymore, little lady,” the man announced grimly.


  Nurse Nancy pushed him back on the bed, kindly but firmly. “You want to use the bathroom? I’ll help you,” she said, feeling like a mother hen, though she hardly looked like one. “That ankle of yours needs to be babied, or you’re going to be here a lot longer than you planned.”


  Feeling the touch of her sensuous hand, his sour expression warmed to a grin and his limp penis began to stir. “I’d rather baby you, darling.”


  “Oh, you are so sweet,” her eyes sparked naughtily.


  She stood right next him, all one hundred and fifteen pounds of lush sweet-smelling flesh. He drank in every drop of her fresh-faced Southern charm, and taking her warm hand in his firm grip, he guided it down to his crotch. There was just the thin layer of his hospital gown between her fingers and his swelling cock, and the heat from him poured out all over her like honey from a jug.


  “Mr. Tatum!” she jumped back, “you behave yourself!” But she couldn’t break his grip on her hand.


  



“Oh, no, little girl, you’ve been teasing me for three days, and men like me jus’ don’t take kindly to being teased with nothin’ to show for it.”


  She smiled, feeling the pulsing warmth of his growing erection send rivers of delicious sensation all the way up her arm. They spread to her chest and down to her softly undulating belly, making her spasm in a most erotic way.


  “But, really, sir, I can’t do anything like that for you here,” she said in her sassy Southern drawl.


  “Oh, sure you can. Who’d know at 2 a.m., anyway?” His sour expression transformed to a sly smirk, which made her want to giggle.


  Men were always making a play for her, and she knew just how to bat her blues eyes in reply, while brushing them off in her next gesture. But this fellow was a bit too delightful to ignore. He had a cowboy’s rugged look, a craggy, tan complexion and green eyes that flashed both cold and warm. And muscles. Taut, sinewy muscles—not an ounce of fat on his lanky build.


  “Little sweet talk, little sweet cream,” he moved his other hand under her short, white uniform skirt and let it amble up between her thighs as if he was getting set to stay there, “Best way to cure this backwoods boy and get me back in my boots. Whadya say?”


  Ooo my! How he tormented her—her hand on his fat erection, his hand snaking its way inside her panties—what could she do but let her body speak?


  “You really can’t,” she purred breathlessly. Her heart began to pound hotly, and she couldn’t stop from wriggling on his exploring fingers. He didn’t have to hold her hand to his crotch; the desire bounded through her, so that she finally grabbed his erection and began to jack him off.


  “Yeah, baby, that’s it.”


  “Oh, but we really shouldn’t…” she warned herself as much as she warned him, although she already knew she wouldn’t, couldn’t quit. The only off switch she recognized was that powerful physical rush that erupted in climax.


  “Of course, not? But who’s to know?” her cowboy stallion urged her. His free hand went around her waist, while his fingers continued to probe between her thighs. They’d insinuated their way into the moist treasure beyond her sex lips, into the place that made her quiver; that made her inner muscles constrict, and excitement flood the area with urgent spasms.


  The sly lothario’s smile was positively sinful; his green eyes danced with glee.


  “Oh, you are terrible, Mr. Tatum.” In a last attempt at proper decorum, she tried to pull back—but that’s not what she wanted, and that’s not what happened next. He pulled her to him harder and made her stay, where his hand couldn’t quit its feverish playing anymore than hers could stop squeezing his vigorous muscle. As precum oozed from the tiny opening of his penis, desire pored from her wet lips.


  “You want to suck, baby?” he asked.


  “Uhuh,” she mindlessly responded.


  Pulling his hand from her crotch, he pushed her between his legs and presented his eight hard inches of tumescent might to her waiting mouth. She licked it first, her tongue riding round the head like a wave, while her round blue eyes seemed to darken and melt away with her lust. Just licking him made her pussy ooze with juice. It ran right past her panties, and drizzled down her legs. When she zeroed in on his thick meat, her whole mouth seemed to swallow him. She drew back sucking, her tongue and cheeks coiling around the stalk the way a pussy would fuck.


  “Damn! You are somethin’ else, little girl!”


  In the back of her mind, she imagined with horror the stir his exclamation could cause on the quiet hospital floor. She backed off and placed a finger over her lips, “Shush! Or I’ll have to stop.”


  He replied, winding his fingers through her hair and shoving her face back to his cock. “Sorry,” he said. But he wasn’t sorry at all.


  Back to her play, her eager mouth dove for the throbbing cock and devoured it again, and again, and again, each time sucking harder with her tongue curling about the shaft, while her mouth and lips slurped in a frantic, explosive motion. She could feel the cum in him start to rise, so there was no use stopping, no matter how loudly her patient moaned. Mr. Tatum leaned back on his bed while she worked him, his hand still clinging to her hair. She could feel the urgency, not just in his cock, but though his grasping fingers.


  Then suddenly he groaned, “Gawd, yes, baby yes!” and Mr. Tatum shot all over Nurse Nancy’s face, spewing a load that suggested he hadn’t come in some time—which was probably true.


  “Oh, dear!” she said, as she sat back on her heels. He’d let go her hair and was reclining against the mattress.


  “Now that’s a cure!” he said, when he had enough breath to do so.


  She jumped to her feet and grabbed a Kleenex from the box beside his bed, frantically wiping the mess away from her face. “Oh, dear!” she repeated.


  “Everything all right in here?” Nurse Willet was at the door asking.


  “Oh! Everything is just fine,” she turned briefly toward the woman, smiling. “I was just helping Mr. Tatum to the bathroom, and he was having a bit of a problem. But I think everything is taken care of now. Don’t you think so, Mr. Tatum?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be just fine. A fine nurse here, Miss Willet.” Mr. Tatum pulled himself upright with a little help from Nancy and grinned broadly.


  “Well good,” the inquiring Nurse Willet remarked. Seeing that nothing was amiss, she turned away and walked back down the corridor.


  “Mr. Tatum!” Nancy exclaimed in a hushed whisper, “You cannot do that to me again.”


  “Did I see you complaining?”


  “You don’t understand… I can’t help myself, and you certainly didn’t make things very easy.”


  “Made it easy for you to get me off,” he quipped.


  “You’re a very naughty man!”


  “As naughty as my nurse.”


  She smiled. “Just please, don’t do that again. Now, get yourself back in bed and stay there!”


  She abruptly left, slipping into an empty room to catch her breath. And yet, regaining her composure wouldn’t be that simple; her body was still too flushed with sexual desire. Leaning back against the wall, she reached under her skirt and inside her panties, where, with a few brisk strokes to her enflamed, wet pussy, she climaxed, coating her fingers with her thick, sticky cum. For sixty seconds, she thrashed back and forth, mouth open, silently screaming, until a merciful God blessed her with several quick, powerfully glorious spasms.


  Then she caught her breath… wiped her hands and crotch, straightened her clothes, and ran her fingers through her mop of curls. With a smile on her face, she re-entered the hospital corridor and started her rounds.


  


  ***


  


  Nurse Nancy had known Johnny Toliver since she was in kindergarten, roughly twenty years. He’d been as randy then as he was now; a spunky charming kid with a swarthy smile, even for a five-year-old, and a mean streak that made him cut off one of her blonde braids with scissors. He’d only gotten halfway through her thick hair when she yanked it back, but the damage had been done. Her mother repaired the mess, cutting off the rest of her long locks to match the shorter hair. She was miserable. The following day, Nancy threw the beautiful blonde remains on Johnny’s desk with a sassy, “There! You satisfied?” His mean streak had been only a brief aberration, so he was just a bit chagrinned to see a mountain of lush blonde curls covering his desk.


  Johnny was no different twenty years later, and no different when he landed in the hospital with an acute asthma attack. Nurse Nancy wasn’t one to hold a grudge, but she wouldn’t forget either. She kept her distance while efficiently taking care of her patient.


  “Hey kiddo, you don’t suppose you could give me a backrub, do you?” Johnny asked her, at the same time moving his shoulders and wincing with pain as if they really hurt.


  “And why would you be needing that, except to mess with me?” she replied.


  “The other nurses do,” he said with a wry smile.


  She looked at him warily. He had something up his sleeve—or his hospital gown to be more precise.


  “But the other nurses don’t know you the way I do.”


  “You still holding that hair thing against me?”


  “I haven’t grown it long since then because of you,” she retorted.


  Just the way she held her body was eye candy for a red-blooded guy. She walked, stood and strutted with her shoulders proud, thrusting out her generous bust line as if she were advertising the equipment for sale. And that lovely swell of her heinie from behind—the round orbs seemed to float as they pressed tightly against the back of her skirt. Was it really her cleft visible from that point of view? Or was it just the male imagination that made it look that way? What a profile! What a package! The guys exclaimed to themselves. Nancy was just that kind of girl. Just that kind of woman!


  “But I was only five!” he gesticulated expressively with his hands. He feigned a look as sad as a naughty puppy.


  “And you haven’t changed,” she quipped haughtily. She was rarely haughty, and truly, her smug retorts were just as much a way to tease as they were a serious judgment—though Johnny would never know that for sure. Had he known how he’d feel about Nancy at twenty-five, he’d have never cut her precious blonde braid. They would have hit it off in high-school, gone to the prom, smoked behind the bleachers, fucked hard, and generally run around as the two biggest sluts in their class. They deserved each other; everyone knew that. They were destined to be the perfect couple; everyone knew that, too. All but for one rash move in a childhood rage when Nancy refused to play tetherball on the playground and took off with her girlfriends laughing at him because he forgot to zip his fly.


  “I think it’s time to bury the hatchet…or even if you don’t, isn’t giving your patients backrubs part of the job?”


  “My job is to see that you rest and take your medicine, so that you can get back to work.”


  “I’ll rest better if you give me a backrub.” He batted his long dark lashes her way, pursed his lips and crooked his finger. His voice deepened sexily, “Don’t you think twenty years is long enough for your revenge? And I know you give massages; I saw you rubbing old Mr. Dwyer’s shoulders yesterday.”


  “He had muscle cramps,” she said.


  “And I don’t?”


  “No, you don’t,” she said pointedly.


  “But I would rest better.”


  She could remember wanting him in high school, thinking how she’d give anything to give up her silly game of revenge and do what everyone expected of her. While she listened to her friends whisper about his sexual prowess—the biggest dick in the senior class, ‘and he sure knows what to do with it…’ she pined for him silently, screwing other guys, while in her mind, she was dreaming about what Johnny Toliver could do with the biggest dick in the senior class. As he sweet-talked her with his lame logic, the old feelings came flooding back. If a back rub was all he wanted, that would be just fine. But she had a hunch that he had more in mind. There was an out-to-conquer look in his big brown eyes.


  “Well, as long as you behave yourself,” she finally relented, moving closer. “Just turn around and keep your hands to yourself.”


  “Oh, babe, I’ll do anything you say,” he said, scrambling around the bed.


  “Then don’t call me ‘babe’!


  “No?”


  “No!” she gave his shoulder a meaningful tap.


  “Promise, honey, I’ll be good as gold.”


  “Promise, honey, my eye. You’re a scoundrel and that will never change!”


  Nancy’s fingers worked their way into the hard muscle of Johnny’s shoulders. Ah! How his bare skin breathed with lust. It wasn’t seconds before she realized the feelings eating at her pussy. Oh, lord! she thought. “Just like old times!”


  The situation might have become more serious, but she managed to escape the worst of it when she was called out of the room.


  


  The next day… a repeat of the day before.


  Oh, why is Dr. Lyman keeping Johnny in the hospital? Nancy wondered unhappily. He seems perfectly healthy to me!


  Again, he begged her with his big, brown, soulful eyes, and she was trapped, massaging his shoulders, while her mind raced to erotic thoughts, and her body responded with anxious desire


  “You know, you never change, Johnny Toliver!” she exclaimed.


  “I’m still waiting for you, babe.”


  “Don’t call me babe!” she said. She worked her fingers deep into his thick muscles, while trying to ignore the delicious sweep of sexual energy rolling through her like a gigantic ocean swell. Her pussy tightened as if she had his dick inside it and her belly began to spasm. She jerked her hands away. “What are you doing to me!” she gasped.


  “Nothing, sweetheart, nothing…” He turned and stared her down, making it impossible for her to look away. “But look at you.”


  “What do you mean, look at me?”


  “You’re all flushed.”


  “I am not!”


  “I know a horny woman when I see one.”


  “I am not horny.”


  “Sure you are. Let me prove it.” Before Nancy could react, Johnny pulled her toward him, spun her around and pinned her to the mattress.


  “What are you doing!” she spit out at him in her loudest whisper.


  “Shush!” he quietly returned. “Let’s just say I’m making up for lost time.”


  Her dress was nearly unbuttoned to the waist. How did that happen? And his hands were searching inside, finding a handful of tit to squeeze.


  “Ooo, you are a terrible man.”


  “Am I?”


  “Yes, yes you are.” But her willpower was almost spent. She felt trapped, not so much by his strength but by the savage desire for fucking. Their legs scissored and his knee pushed into her crotch.


  “We shouldn’t be… No, please, I could get in… Oh, honey, that feels so,” she gasped in sensuous, breathy whisper.


  “Get in trouble? You really aren’t concerned about that, are you?” He covered her mouth with his for their first kiss, so she couldn’t answer the question.


  “Oh, gawd!” she exclaimed when she broke free of him, but then she went right back for more. Her hands eagerly drew his face to hers and her hips ground into his bare skin; while she felt the biggest cock in the senior class begin to swell against her tummy.


  He reached under her dress and snaked his finger under the elastic of her thong panty. “I knew you’d be available,” he purred, lapping her earlobe at the same time. He ran his tongue down her neck, and when he nibbled her throat with tiny bites, she was gone—too far-gone to bring her body back to reality. Her legs widened, allowing that big dick to move urgently inside her slippery channel.


  “Oh, my, yes,” she whispered over and over, as she raised her hips to greet his and the fucking began. “Lord in heaven!” Twenty years of sexual yearning burst free in fifteen minutes of sparkling exhilaration…her desire for revenge dwindled into nothing. With Johnny Toliver slamming his erection deep into Nancy’s tightly grabbing hole, the end was in sight. All her erotic womanly charms worked their magic, while he worked his magic on the sexy nurse. “You nasty man!” she exclaimed—forgetting the fuss she might create in the silence of the hospital. Her pussy bore down on Johnny’s shaft and he came, grunting—though not as loudly as he might have elsewhere. Afterwards, the two lay in a tangled, sweaty heap, until Nancy suddenly got her wits about her and jumped from the bed.


  “Lord have mercy on me! You can’t do that again!” she exclaimed, while she hurriedly adjusted her clothes.


  “Oh, yes we can, darlin’” Johnny looked up at her grinning.


  Their mingled juices were oozing from her crotch and soaking her panties. She was still breathing hard. And yet, her efforts to throttle her desire weren’t working. She still wanted him bad!


  “How about a date, after I get out of here?” he asked.


  “Oh, Johnny Toliver, you always mean trouble,” she sassed, because she had to be at least a little indignant. Otherwise, she was quite exuberant, her body still vibrating rapturous and gleeful. “But I gotta go now.”


  “Go then,” he ended it with a self-satisfied smile.


  


  

  
Of Roses & Sailors


  


  A man of breathtaking mystery to me, I was perpetually surprised by his gifts and how he bestowed them.


  On board the ship, sailing into the South Pacific, the seas were glassy, shimmering when we gazed out in the morning. How lured we were by the slow erotic pulse the ocean generated beneath our feet. I wore the thin cotton shift he threw over my body as I awoke at daybreak, when he compelled me to join him on deck. Pulling myself from sleep and dreams and the half-awake stupor of sensuous remembering, I found myself tiptoeing barefoot passed the other cabins to the ladder we climbed in our ancient reborn vessel, to the top deck. He wanted me to see the luster of the morning light at sunrise over the sea: to see how the water looks like jewels; how its sparkling surface makes one believe this beauty is what the moon and stars leave at dawn—a remembrance of the sky’s brilliance that fades in the more majestic light of the sun.


  My lover wasn’t moved by inspiration alone. No, he was purposefully aroused, overtly sexual. On deck at that hour, he supposed that our making love would only be discovered by a discreet crew, so he didn’t hesitate to engage my body in the same eager arousal his was feeling. As his hands moved over the flesh of my thighs he pulled up the shift and bared my lower half. More intimate still, he exposed my labia and its womanly center between. Laying me back against the rail, he knelt between my legs so he could breakfast at the river of potent juice that poured from me. And as if I was inebriated by some numbing elixir, I succumbed. All of me was in that place between my legs where his delicate strokes traced line after line to excite each atom, each pore, each thought in my mind. When I came, he was satisfied, and didn’t ask anything for himself. He returned me to my cabin after a gentle peck upon my cheek, leaving me to wait for the real morning to come when it was permissible for me to stir from bed.


  My real companions were the other schoolgirls in our small group, just four of us, lively nineteen-year olds and our chaperone, a sweet old aunt of Gwen, my dearest friend. Gwen said that her Aunt Dixie would look the other way if we were to find romance. Though, I sincerely doubt she would have overlooked my strange affair with the sailor who brought me such unexpected gifts.


  He had only made love to me once before he took me on the top deck at daybreak. Then it had been in the engine room of the vessel, against a wall. His penetration had been sure and brisk as he pinned me to the hard surface with his muscled chest. His lips comforted my lips, while his erection took liberties with my vagina, pummeling it rudely until he grunted, his pleasure taken.


  I was not a virgin, but I still felt that way, being in the arms of such an attentive and skillful lover. He put my two past encounters with sex to shame. It was a dizzying experience being romanced and loved by him—so suddenly, completely at his mercy.


  


  “Good morning, my sweet,” he said to me. He passed by my chair as I sunned on deck remembering daybreak with a delicious smile on my lips. “You must be dreaming good dreams,” he observed.


  My eyes shot open, though it was difficult to see him until he moved enough so he blocked the sun. I smiled looking at his mouth, recalling how it had made me feel just hours before. “Why would you say that?” I asked.


  “Because of the serenity on your face.”


  “It looks peaceful?”


  “Yes, but not completely satisfied.”


  I know I blushed, assuming that he read my thoughts.


  “We really should be more careful,” I suggested.


  “But why?” He was perfectly serious, and completely unwilling to entertain my fears. “Here,” he said, pulling a pink rose from behind him and handing it to me.


  I was pleased. The fragrance was pungent. “Place it between your legs and allow it to tickle your vagina.”


  “What!”


  “My greatest happiness is seeing you aroused,” he assured me.


  “But you know I already am,” I said.


  “But more, you deserve more.” He looked down at my crotch, covered by the sundress I was wearing. “I suppose you’re wearing panties?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then take them off and put the flower there. It will be our secret.”


  I was mindful that there were other travelers on the boat passing by, no doubt thinking me naïve and innocent. I liked the fact that I was not innocent at all. But still, I found his instructions a challenge. When I hesitated too long to comply, he sat down on the lounge—an act verboten for a sailor on his ship. But he obviously didn’t care about the rules. Without bothering to see if anyone was looking, he reached up under the blue, flowered cotton, and pulled my silk panties down my thighs. The slip of cloth ended up in his pocket, not mine. And then, as if he was replacing one garment with another, he took the fragrant pink rose from my hand and slid it underneath the skirt—high, until I could feel the petals tickle the hairs of my pubis.


  “There,” he said satisfied. “And don’t remove it.” That was a warning, his tanned face becoming quite stern as he spoke.


  I lounged for another hour feeling the rose against my vaginal lips. When I squirmed at all, it only seemed to drop deeper. I opened my legs just slightly to let it fall against the most sensuously aroused place. And then I’m afraid, I was wiggling on it at regular intervals, as if I might orgasm from its delicate caress. So heightened were my sensations, I began to sense them moving outward from those teased nether lips. My toes tingled. My head felt light. My belly swelled and my hands, now itching to touch myself where the rose remained, had to be restrained considering the traffic of people passing by my lounge.


  Just as I was about to retire to my cabin and vent some of the steamy heat bursting from my body, my lover returned, the same luxurious smile on his lips as when he left. He quietly bade me turn on my side, which I did, and I felt the rose slip out, a thorn prick my thigh. A tiny gasp of horror escaped my lips.


  “It’s all right, dear one,” he assured me. He sat again beside me, and in another furtive move, his hand was under my dress, taking the rose and caressing my behind with the soft petals. When he traced the cleft between my cheeks, running the rose from the top, down to where my thighs part, I found myself rubbing my legs against each other, the clitoris at my center the grateful benefactor of the stimulation. “Open, darling,” he purred to me softly. A slight move of my legs once again and the petals of the rose, like tiny fingers, grazed the place where all the sensation gathered. I jolted suddenly. Wanting desperately to buck hard against this soft intrusion, my rules of good decorum prevented it. My lover with a tender smile understood my agony; but that seemed only to please him more.


  “You are wondrous when you pretend to deny your pleasure. It reaches out and grabs me.” I saw darkness in his eyes. I knew that I’d stirred something in him, but he wouldn’t tell me more. And before I could make a date for another meeting, he was drawing away from me to return to work. He left me with my soggy, drooping rose caressing my nostrils. I’m sure that I wanted to cum right then, but I let the flood that tore through my limbs subside. He would be with me again, and I would wait for that.


  


  ***


  


  I watched that evening as my traveling companions danced with the polite gentlemen on board ship. I accepted several invitations myself from handsome and attentive men, who I suspect might have wooed me had I given them any encouragement. But I’m afraid my eyes were constantly riveted, not on these companions, but on the doors of the dining room where I hoped to catch a glimpse of the man who’d stolen my life these last several days. As long as the evening was—long past twelve before the music stopped and reveling travelers made their way to their cabins—my evening only began when the grand party ended. As I was finding my way back to my cabin, slightly drunk on wine, I stumbled into my sailor and his saucy smile. Reluctant to be found out of bed by one of my friends looking for company in the middle of the night, I insisted that he come with me into my private quarters. Small and cramped as it was, it would be all the space we’d need to indulge our passion. He was agreeable to my request, but only after he’d first taken me to an anteroom by the kitchen, where he bent me over a serving cart and entered me from behind. This determined and deliberate assault suggested a pattern to me, one where I could expect his tenderness and the impromptu sexual gestures, as well as his driving need to abduct me for his own lewd purposes whenever it suited his fancy. After the crude copulation that night, he did join me in my bed, and it was heaven six times, if I’m remembering correctly. And I didn’t even think it a remarkable feat, I was just being natural when my mind and body were in his grasp.


  


  It was a long venture into the south seas, and one day seemed to run on into the next—an eternity and yet only a matter of days. I’m afraid I lost track of time. It had no meaning for me anymore. After having been thoroughly seduced by this phantom sailor, my sleep was topsy turvy. I’d stay awake until four in the morning because that suited my lover one night when he dragged me from bed at midnight to be with him. I slept until noon the next day, only to follow that night with another long one when we were up until daybreak. When I finally fell asleep I slumbered until three in the afternoon, until Gwen’s Aunt Dixie woke me wondering “in heaven’s name what’s the matter that you waste all your time in bed?” I hardly considered my time in bed with my lover wasted, though I didn’t expect the old matron to understand. I didn’t even try to correct the situation. Whatever my friends and Aunt Dixie must have thought of my curious habits, it didn’t matter to me. There was nothing in my life but the sailor and me.


  


  When thinking in terms of true relationships, ours was just a short one, one I might easily discount for its brevity and the unlikely possibility that it would continue once the trip was over. We were sailing south from port to port, harbor to harbor, a vacation that was designed to take six weeks. It was a good length for a passionate love affair so my friends suggested to me when they’d found their own part-time lovers. I, on the other hand, couldn’t even think of this affair ending, even though I was mindful that my sailor might not be thinking the same thing. Perhaps I was nothing more to him than a six-week excursion into the life of a innocent American girl. If that were true, my heart would break. But even if that were true, my heart needed the exercise in breaking and it would be with my consent.


  


  ***


  


  We were reaching tropical shores, an island in the midst of the nowhere, where our vessel would be anchored for several days as the weary travelers ventured into the quaint foreign port. It was a place to sleep on solid ground, on granite, on something more than the foundation of water that was so quixotic and unpredictable. I wasn’t happy with the circumstances since I learned from my lover that the crew could not accompany the travelers on shore. I suggested, because I thought it might please him for its naughty connotations, that I stay with him as a stowaway on board. He chuckled at the idea, but told me I’d have to move along with the others. He promised to see me. And, with the most bizarre darkness in his eyes, he promised that this stopover would be more than I’d ever dreamt of. I couldn’t imagine what he had in mind, but I knew that he would never disappoint me.


  The first night in port we were plagued with a tempest. The storm raged about the island so fiercely that I thought trees were blowing down, and that the hut where I slept with Aunt Dixie and my friends would—like Dorothy’s house in the tornado—be blown to another land. I knew those fears were irrational and I could dispense with them when my reason caught up with me. Yet, there was one fear I could not shake. I was sure that in the morning, I’d find the glorious sailing vessel that had brought us here would be wrecked in the harbor, my lover lost to the seas. Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait out the nerve-wracking night wondering about my sailor’s fate. When I heard rapping at my bedroom door some time about three in morning, I recognized the sound as more than a limb scratching against glass. Grabbing my robe and wrapping it around me as if that would protect me from the elements, I clutched it tightly as I found my lover’s arms just beyond the door.


  “You can’t be here,” I let him know, looking toward the friend who slept with me.


  He nodded in agreement; but that would not thwart his plans. He proceeded to lead me out into the stormy night, where he found an old boathouse and a place where we could be together in private. Inside we were dripping wet to our skin from the torrent of rain, looking like bedraggled children with no sense to come in from the storm.


  “You are possessed,” I told him, quite sure of myself.


  He agreed, then pushed my mouth to his groin where I was expected to satisfy his throbbing organ with my lips. I took him wholly into me, knowing that we were more than just ill fated lovers, struck by the stars and the adventure of this wild journey. There couldn’t be an end to this, I was sure. He satisfied my fearfulness that very night before he led me back to my bed beside my friend. With declarations of love, he assured me that we held eternity in our grasp. And as if that was not enough, he presented me with a chain of tiny ivory rings to go about my waist. There was a loop on one end that could either dangle down or be attached back to the chain. He suggested that I let it dangle between my legs while I slept, that I let it catch in my hair and remind me that he was never far away. “Wear it always, my love, as though you are chained to me—my slave of love.”


  I already knew that I was; I didn’t need this chain to feel his presence abiding in me. And yet, as I felt it about me, the thought of him was even more powerful in my mind. Yes, I was a slave to the very thought of him. As I would sleep, I knew that he would be at the center of my dreams, dancing in the midst of my imagination and running wild in my nightmares.


  I remember his parting comment when he left me at the door of my hut that morning; I could hardly hear him above the raging storm. He told me this gift, the ivory chain, was only a temporary gesture, and that soon there would be a more permanent one.


  


  just a day on the island, it was clear that something was changing in me. For one thing, I was no longer bashful about presenting my changes to the world around me. I began to dress with an abandon that I would never have dared weeks before. Rather than wearing my Bermuda shorts and simple T-shirts, I was wearing silk all the time. Sarongs of thin material and wild colors that were almost transparent. Bikini tops with skirts that barely covered me. Most people would have assumed that the bikini bottoms were underneath those skirts, but I assure you there was nothing. And just as my sailor demanded, the ivory chain never left my waist, even when I bathed. Because it aroused me so, I let the end of the chain dangle to my pubis where it occasionally grazed against my clitoris. To complete my transformation, I let my long dark tresses flow loose about my shoulders, knowing how my sailor loved my hair liberated from any attempt to tame it.


  Bolder still, my love affair was finally discovered, as well it should have been by then. I know my traveling companions suspected something was surely at the root of my surprising changes, even though I’d said nothing of a love affair. Their suspicions were confirmed, however, when we were caught making love at a beach cove by Aunt Dixie and the least sexual of my friends on the trip. To see us shocked them both. Aunt Dixie has turned a blind eye to the sexual affairs of the other girls. But she was quite embarrassed to see the naked body of the sailor purposefully pounding my naked one with his erection, as his hands vigorously massaged my ass as I was crying out in exaltation. Aunt Dixie, a lady of manners, contained her shock and left us to our sexual interlude with nothing more than a startled gasp.


  Later, she did counsel me to protect myself from a rascal’s inclinations—I had the distinct impression that she knew of rascals from personal experience—but she also knew that I wouldn’t listen to a word she said. She offered no other advice and left me to my love affair. I found it quite amusing, however, that my friend accompanying her could not look me in the eye after that day without blushing. The blush I was feeling on my cheek was not embarrassment but complete elation.


  


  My lover gave me flowers as often as he could find blooms that inspired some way of using them to arouse me. The tropical varieties were particularly pleasing to him, even those that left their colored pigments on my skin. The stains on my thighs and labia were like sexual badges of honor. He loved decorating my hair both above and below with petals and leaves. And one day, while he was trimming me like a Christmas tree, he inserted a vine inside my vagina and pressed it deep. The vine hung out between my legs, and he told me to wear it that way. All day the ticklish foliage would fondle my private places not unlike the way the ivory chain continued to work its magic on my sexual arousal.


  My lover was quite right about this body accessory. The dangling vine kept me stimulated. That afternoon and through the evening, I had the distinct impression that his fingers were there fondling even when my reason knew otherwise. At the end of the day, he withdrew the vine and sucked me there as though in addition to my normal brew of tastes, there was something else, something quite delicious that had not been there before. He told me as we fell asleep in each other’s arms that there would soon be something more permanent to tickle my clitoris. I didn’t question him, even though this was the second time he’d made that prediction; and I had no idea what he meant.


  


  After a week in our south seas port, my sailor moved us into a hut together by ourselves. I noted that his captain and Aunt Dixie, who’d been civil about our affair up to that point, were quite distressed about the matter. Neither of us cared however; we were becoming adept at taking each day as its own and letting inconsequential things not matter to us. He still had his contract with the ship that could not be voided, and he served his days well. He was a skilled and experienced man of the sea, and I believe an asset to the ship. The captain would not discharge him even on the grounds that he’d taken off with the morals of a young American woman. I was beyond the age of consent and a willing participant—who was there that could argue with reality?


  


  After a dozen days of perfection on the island, it was time to leave our love nest and sail again. I was reluctant to return to the ship, being afraid to move to another port since it brought us closer to the end of the trip. I was also afraid that on board the vessel we would be closely observed. My sailor could not move without watchful eyes inspecting his work and attempting to see some way he was faltering in his duties. Strangely, he didn’t share my fears of his superiors, or my vigilant companions. He seemed to be even more bold and eager to meet me for sex. We made love in the laundry room on top of the clean sheets, in several bathrooms, as close and cramped as they were. We made love in both my bed and his berth in the shipmate’s quarters, even when there were other sailors there. We were foolish perhaps, and not discreet. And still, in our cockiness we knew love would prevail, everything else that came after would simply have to adjust. And so it did.


  


  Despite my sailor’s declarations of love, made daily in my ears and confirmed in my loins with his erection effectively speaking when he did not, I was nervous knowing that my weeks with him were nearly at an end. We were as far from the origin of our travels as we could go on the face of the earth, in lands with strange smells and odd names. I think I was as unsettled by the places as I was by the fact that my lover and I might part and go our separate ways. Each of us refused to speak of the ending. We only talked about going on forever.


  


  One day when he came to me with a small package, I was gleeful, thinking the traditional things that women think when small packages come to them from their lovers. Rings, what else could possibly be contained in such small spaces? This box had no bow, no flowered paper or fancy wrapping. However, the box itself was beautiful, deep blue silk with gold threads and a Chinese imprint on the bottom. Opening it, I was stunned. For there was not one ring, but three inside, three rings not made for fingers but for piercing me.


  “I have been to lands where women display their bodies with ornamentation to entice their lovers and to make statements of fidelity to them,” he explained. “Rings and trinkets gleam on their body parts, showing off the places where they’re most aroused. I want you to wear these for me. There are two for your nipples,” he said, pointing to the matching gold rings with an onyx bead on each. “And one for your ….”


  I didn’t let him get the last words out. “The hood of my sex,” I said for him. The third ring was larger than the other two, its diameter almost looking wicked, even though my sailor assured me that it would not be painful to have it implanted in my body, permanently taking up residence as a part of my sexual nether charms. Already he’d purchased the small chains that would dangle from the loop to tease my bud below. They lay daintily below the rings waiting to be affixed once this ring was run through my flesh.


  “This way you won’t forget me,” he said.


  “Why would I forget you?” I was anxious.


  “When we part,” he said.


  “We’re going to part?” I could already feel my heart breaking, the devastation in my soul crying out.


  “Surely, you’ll be going back to the States where you’ll take up your normal life,” he said. “I’m a sailor, I belong at sea.”


  I was angry. “Then why would I wear these rings, if you’re going to leave me?” I was about to throw them at him I was so enraged.


  “I’m not leaving you forever, my love,” he said, trying to calm me. “But I will always be compelled to return to my sailing. And while I’m away, these will serve us both. You’ll always be bound to me. And I’ll think of you wearing them and let the thought keep me bound to you.”


  I looked at the open box that was almost falling from my hand. “I should wear these always in case we happen to collide again?” My comment was sarcastic.


  “You’re fearing too much,” he admonished me. “I was afraid you wouldn’t trust me. But don’t turn my sincere words against me, or I’ll correct your attitude with the palm of my hand on your behind.” I could tell he was quite serious, and even a little hurt that I reacted so angrily. “You’ll wear these for me, my darling, but mostly, you’ll wear them for the love of yourself, and the liberty you feel becoming the sexual creature you are.” When he spoke there was a dark aspect in his eyes that I’d seen only on rare occasions. That he was completely serious about this made me hesitant to protest further, even though my heart beat anxiously at the thought of adorning myself this way.


  And yet truly, I must confess that beyond my fears, my body ached to see these rings become part of me. I wondered of women who would wear such devices in private places. I wondered that there were women as wanton as I, that willingly submitted to these sexual marks. Curious pictures of jungle rituals and tribal rites appeared in my head. Was it possible that with these rings I was truly defining myself as a creature of such blatant appetites? Was it possible that there were no limits to the lust that burned in me, and the wicked ways in which it would display itself? These were horrifying thoughts, and ones that kept my mind captive all our last days together while the box of rings sat on my bureau inside my cabin.


  


  At our last port, we had three days together. On the first, he took me to a squalid section of the port town, to a tiny shop in the center of a row of shops. This one was distinctive because of the brick architecture that clashed with the weathered buildings around it. Inside, it was immaculately clean. An antique store, I surmised, considering the beautiful china and carved ebony and ivory that were displayed in cases on velvet and silk. The wood surfaces of the walls gleamed and the dangling turn of the century lights glowed softly, illuminating everything around the curious shop.


  The proprietor was a woman whose nationality would remain unknown to me. Her beauty was exotic and full of electric heat. Her dark hair was pulled back in a bun, gleaming luxuriously as though she’d spent hours combing the tresses. Her brown skinned face was without imperfection, and her eyes, with a haunting soulful gaze, perused me as if there were a hundred questions she might ask of me. Her lips were painted dark red, in a color that matched her long fingernails. I shivered as I watched her graceful movements that seemed to mimic some beautifully plumed bird.


  “She wants to be pierced,” my lover told her.


  The woman nodded silently, just the hint of a smile appeared on her lips.


  “Perhaps you could show yourself to her, so she knows that she’s not the only one.”


  Again, silently, the woman responded to my lover, stepping away from the counter where she’d sat demurely on a stool. Pushing away the folds of her flowing dress, she allowed her thighs and then her upper legs to come into view. Finally, I was amazed to see her entire groin from the waist down. In a manner of exquisite beauty, she’d been pierced as I was to be, only many times more. There must have been a dozen rings through her flesh, starting with two at her belly button, and then another at top of her pubic mound, three more in a dainty line above her clitoris—which I was surprised to see boldly visible. With a thorough study of the woman’s crotch, I could see that her outer labia had been pierced as well with large rings attached to chains on either side. The chains were affixed to a belt at her waist—one not unlike the one I wore, though hers was made of pure gold. Those twin chains pulled her labia apart, and so her most private place was distinctly unveiled for the eye to see. Dangling from her inner labia there were other ornaments, all making this woman’s dark pubis an elegant, and most erotic statement.


  Appalling, isn’t it?” my lover whispered in my ear. He could tell by my reaction that I was aroused by the display. “Shall I decorate you?” he asked me.


  “My lord no!” I gasped, even when I could sense the desire beyond my fears. I saw the woman lower her eyes as if she was ashamed. “Please, don’t think I don’t appreciate your loveliness, but for me ….” I hesitated… “it’s just too soon.”


  The woman understood and with a smile, she dropped her skirt back in its place.


  “Perhaps your breasts as well,” my sailor added.


  Without a moment’s hesitation, she parted wide her garments once again, this time the bodice of the wrapped silk, so I could see her breasts and the three rings—concentric hoops of gold that hung from each dark brown nipple.


  My body roared so that I felt dizzy.


  “You’ll have to step behind the counter,” were her first words, they startled me. Closing her dress, she motioned me to the back of the shop.


  


  I recall the next hour as if I was in a dream. After the exotic proprietress offered me a drink—and I do imagine it was some magic potion—I seemed to relax and my mind allowed the colors, smells and tastes of the antique store to blend together in a strange montage. I saw the needles that she used, the bizarre looking implements, and though I shivered at the sight of them, I really felt quite at peace. With my lover attending me closely, I followed the sound of the woman’s instructions, and lay back on a wooden table where she would do her work.


  Like a lover might, she carefully opened the silky blouse I’d worn, revealing my naked breasts. Her hands ever so gently caressed me there, as though that was necessary for her to understand them. She toyed with the nipples for some time, by her expression admiring them.


  “She rarely sees such pale skin,” my sailor suggested to me. Indeed, where my bikini top covered my chest was the creamy whiteness of my natural complexion.


  She pinched one nipple hard and it drew into a bud then dabbled it with disinfectant. And then without warning at all, I felt a sudden prick as a needle pierced the flesh. I gasped, and might have jerked had my lover not held me down. Then I gasped again when a second needle pierced the other nipple. There were tears in my eyes, relief, sadness and excitement all playing inside my emotions. I couldn’t look down at my breasts—not yet. I waited, in my hazy stupor, as the woman tugged and pulled at my nipples. I imagine she was adjusting the rings inside my flesh, but I was too much a coward to look. Only when she back off, finished, did I dare to see what had become as much a part of my physical body as my fingers and toes.


  “She could take many more on this flesh, she pierces well,” the woman commented to the sailor. And before I could even reason what she had said, I discovered her hands at my pubis, already having parted my skirt. My sailor stroked my face, his smile reaching down to comfort me. Never in my life had I felt so subdued and meek, but never so at peace.


  When I saw him nod to the woman, I expected that I would again feel a needle pierce me, but to my surprise, I felt her fingers begin to play with me. I was on an orgasmic peak almost instantly, unaware that my bodily desire had zoomed so wildly. With all my senses focused on this erotic ceremony. I could almost hear the tribal dances in the background of my mind, smell the flames and taste the smoke, as if I was part of a ritual before a fire. As each thought became more real in me, it drew me closer to an unplanned climax, and then again, without any forewarning, my body surged over the edge.


  An instant later something sharp stung me, then again and again. I felt as if each pore of my body had been pierced. For a second it was excruciating and then, without warning, the pain went away. What remained in me were the last vibrations of my orgasm and a collage of color in my mind.


  When I opened my eyes, I stared up at the sailor who was gazing down on me. He held a pink rose in his hand, his nostrils taking in the fragrance before he held it down for me to smell.


  “Am I finished?” I asked.


  “And duly adorned,” he added.


  I could tell for myself. Even lying down I could feel a heaviness at my breasts and between my legs that I’d not felt before.


  


  I didn’t see the woman again; but I did see the rings before I left her shop. My lover insisted that I view them in the mirror. My whole woozy body quaked at the first glance of the shiny jewelry that had been fixed to my breasts and the hood of my clitoris. I could see now that this was the finale of my initiation into my lover’s erotic domain. And such a stunning one. At once, I felt liberated and subdued. Such contrary thoughts abiding in me I didn’t despair, but simply accepted that was the nature of my life.


  For the remaining two days of our time together, my sailor and I remained in bed. I was horribly sore at times. My flesh where the rings had punctured it was so tender that even my lover’s gentleness could not soothe it. And yet, at other times I welcomed the sudden shots of tingling sensation. Regardless of what curious feelings I might enjoy or hate, I loved my new jewelry and could not imagine my life without it, any more than I could imagine my life without my dear man of the sea.


  


  He was gone three days after we’d anchored. His ship was bound for several weeks with another ship full of travelers while my companions and I were on a plane back to San Francisco where our trip began. I thought of him constantly, having realized what a devious man he truly was, making certain that there was little way I could forget about him. And when he at last sailed back into my life, some two months and dozens of letters later, I met him where his vessel docked, waving my hand for him to see.


  


  Hours later, after we’d checked into a motel not far away, I was practically cumming in my underwear, I was so excited to be with him again. I know he couldn’t wait to see me, all of me, including my well-healed rings. I knew from his letters how he longed to play and pull and tug at the trinkets; but before I allowed him even the slightest glimpse of my hidden treasures, I handed him a tiny key, with the instructions that it was his and his alone, just as I was his alone.


  He looked puzzled, not sure what I meant, until at last I let him undress me so he could see first hand the purpose for the key.


  After inspecting my nipples and giving both rings a good tug, he undid my skirt and did the same with the ring at the hood of my clit. And then, just a bit awed by what he saw, my handsome sailor dropped to his knees and peered closer at my private place. I accommodated him parting my thighs wide. For there he found a place for the tiny key to fit into a tiny lock—one that held together a pair of rings I’d boldly pierced into the labia on either side of my vagina. Locked fast as it was, the only way to penetrate my womanly home was to unlock the lock and let loose the—an act my excited lover accomplished in seconds.


  His lust was afire, as was my own, gone into places we’d been dreaming of for the weeks we’d been apart. And he knew, as did I, that it didn’t matter how far he sailed and to what shores, I’d remain his, and only the key that hung about his neck could bring out the woman of passion he’d unleashed.


  Now, two years since I made my illustrious journey into the South Pacific seas, I wait again for his return. There have been many journeys and many homecomings. Though, I’ve found that he sails less now, and remains in port more often. Not every time he leaves does he return to discover some new trinket adorning my body; but this time, as he looks out from the deck of his ship and sees my smiling face in the throng, he’ll know just by the sparkle in my eyes what I have waiting. Hardly before I can kiss his lips, he’ll be racing to take me home for yet another wild unveiling of my body’s lusty treasures.


  


  

  
The More Risky The Better


  Dance For Me Savannah


  


  The Spice House was probably the last restaurant I’d think of for a seductive date with Savannah. With the clanking china and silverware, the uproar of laughter, and the festive steamy atmosphere of a bawdy fish house, it was next to impossible to relate to another human being over the noise. To my shock, however, my date with Savannah in that place changed all my theories about creating a sexually romantic mood.


  We met in the entry of the establishment where there was a crowd of people waiting in line for the maitre’d to seat them. Unceremoniously hustled to our seats by a frenetic hostess dressed in the uniform black skirt and white blouse, we found ourselves in choice seats by the window overlooking the wharf. Savannah deliberately took the seat in our booth with her back to the rest of the room. I sat facing the crowd.


  She was dressed in a sheer blouse that draped between her breasts; under that, she wore a black bra that was easy to detect. Her blue miniskirt was so short that she must have been sitting on her next to naked bottom, though I couldn’t be sure. Her blonde hair fell lustrously to her shoulders. She was as breathtakingly glorious as every other time we’d met.


  “Can you take pictures of me in this light?” she asked.


  “I have the right film,” I replied. “You want some here?”


  “Yes. And any time it strikes your mood. The racier the better.” She spoke with such a delicious voice, I could listen to the mellifluous tones all day.


  I got the drift of her new assignment, no doubt dictated by her absent lover. He had a ripe imagination and obviously, an appreciation of her sexual needs. I noticed that she wasn’t as nervous as she’d been in my studio the last time. Perhaps this assignment was easier for her to follow; though, I still wasn’t quite certain where the game would lead.


  She pulled her blouse open so I could see the lacy push-up bra, her breasts jiggling on the top, her nipples practically poking out. The semi-privacy of the booth became a studio for my work; and I clicked off a half dozen shots of Savannah’s breasts while she made a brash statement of exhibition, cupping the mounds in her hands and even leaning down to kiss them with her mouth. Though our small space was relatively private, I was duly impressed by the brash way she went about exposing herself.


  The afternoon’s initiation over, she restored order so we could eat our lunch; though it was hardly peaceful for me the way the gnawing erotic quality of our meeting remained at the forefront of my thoughts. It didn’t help either that Savannah only closed her blouse enough not to get arrested for indecent exposure. I was left with a clear view, all through my chowder and salad, of flesh I’m not normally used to seeing in daytime hours, especially during my noontime meal. When she moved to one side, half of one breast would be bared almost to the nipple, the black lace making certain that I couldn’t take my eyes from the alluring sight. Moving the other direction, the other breast became unveiled. Even just the slightest sway kept the picture before my eyes changing as though I was to be baited, my sexual defenses subdued in the company of this vamp.


  At one point, averting my gaze at her taunting breasts, I stared into her eyes.


  “Are you sitting on your skirt or your bare behind?” I wondered aloud. I let myself be that bold with her, knowing that I wasn’t about to sit idly back and be wooed by her like some naïve schoolboy.


  “Why do you ask?” she asked back, her eyes merrily twinkling as she flirted with me.


  “Curiosity,” I said.


  Her lips drew into a coy smirk. “My naked ass is on the seat,” she purred her reply very quietly.


  “I should think it would be,” I mused. “Since you’re obviously out to exhibit today. “ I suppose you’re going to lead me around the city, snapping pictures of you in indiscreet poses?”


  “How’d you guess?” she said.


  I laughed—a little sarcasm in the delivery. “It doesn’t take a genius to figure this one.”


  “You know I am nervous,” she said.


  “You’ve been nervous every time,” I reminded her.


  “The more risky the better, Guillame told me.”


  “Then we’ll make sure you stretch your limits. I had no idea what that meant and imagined this afternoon could be quite an experience given Savannah’s eagerness to pursue her lover’s desires—which I assumed mimicked her own.


  


  After lunch, we were on the street, hiking several blocks until we darted into an alley between two brick apartment buildings. We were in a plush part of town, where alleys weren’t homesites for the homeless and filled with refuse and thugs lurking around smelly dumpsters for their next prey. The walls of the buildings were clean, the bricks looking almost scrubbed and polished. I backed Savannah against one wall and directed her to open her blouse wide and push up on her breasts as she had in the restaurant. A few photographs complete, I had other ideas.


  “Let’s just take it off,” I suggested to her in a way that she’d take seriously. I’d found that using a command in my voice netted instant results. It was what she wanted. I noticed how her eyes darted toward the street some yards away to see if anyone was looking. But in a residential neighborhood in the mid-afternoon, the prospect of people walking by on the street was minimal, of those that might, even less would bother to look. She wanted the risk, and though she trembled removing the blouse over her head, she took that next step. The body I’d become so familiar with in the studio exposed for me in a black push-up played beautifully against the red brick. I shot several pictures straight on, others as she moved in profile, raising her arm, and then as she pressed her breasts into the brick itself. All that flesh crushed into the immovable wall, it looked so fair, so soft, so like satin.


  “Take off your bra,” I instructed.


  That done, there were just the exquisite lines of her torso to view with my camera. I’d have her stripped completely before the afternoon was over, but I intended to wait for other locations for more revealing exposure.


  When we were back on the street, her blouse covering her again, we walked some blocks to the entrance of a high-rise apartment. On the corner of the block there was a threshold for the building that featured a fountain with water shooting from a jet, arcing outwards. I had the immediate image of her letting that arc of water hit her exposed genitals; but the possibility of enacting that scheme seemed even a little too remote for my creative mind. We opted instead for the parking garage adjacent to the building knowing it was much easier to play out my ideas in shadows and corners than it was in the glaring light of day. On the tenth level of the massive concrete structure, there were the fewest cars and the least likelihood of being discovered. And still there was that aura of doing something obscene in a public place.


  My eyes sought the perfect vehicle for our adventure, spotting a crimson Miata parked between a black Cadillac and a maroon Mercedes.


  “Take off the skirt,” I directed her.


  Savannah obeyed without hesitation.


  “And the blouse.”


  She did that too, standing in her underwear, sans panties, and high heels. On the hood of the sports car, she posed in a laid back, pussy-exposing position, legs spread wide. We could do an entire shoot on the hood of that car, on her side, her back and then lastly lying chest down, her feet kicked up in the black high heels, her voluminous blonde hair scattered around her and her lips grinning like a Vargas girl. She was a great tease with her eyes gleaming with invitation.


  “For art’s sake?” I heard a voice and turned around.


  So wrapped up in our scandalous work, we hadn’t noticed the visitor coming to retrieve his car: another Cadillac several cars down. Savannah had closed her eyes and rested her head against the hood as if she was hiding, letting me answer the question.


  “Yes,” I replied to the man’s curiosity.


  “Some men have all the luck,” he said, appreciating the view of Savannah’s glorious behind. Then with a wave of his hand, he climbed into his Cadillac and drove slowly past us on his way out.


  “How does it feel to be seen?” I asked turning back to Savannah.


  “Scary,” she replied.


  “That’s not all,” I said.


  “It makes me hot,” she admitted. “But I think our luck’s run out here.”


  I was inclined to agree, and didn’t object while she dressed, keeping a furtive glance around the place on the chance that we’d be discovered again. I kept snapping pictures of the task, noting what an interesting contrast it was seeing this exacting female ritual—getting dressed—being conducted in the stark desolation of the concrete parking garage. We walked out from the grey concrete as if we’d just made love, having stolen a lewd moment in the covert semi-privacy of this secluded shelter. I could see exhilaration on Savannah’s face, and felt the same on mine. My own desire demanded even more of this opportunity. I wanted to stretch the possibilities as far as we could carry the element of risk without doing something to get arrested for. I was assuming that Savannah wanted nothing less than that.


  Our trek took us a few blocks south into a seedier section of town. It was amazing how the neighborhood changed from street to street. From upscale housing, to reputable businesses, to something much more squalid, I liked the feeling generated between my legs taking my lush partner with me into a seamier place of exposure. I sensed her shudder after walking several blocks by ethnic grocery stores, beauty parlors and dry cleaning establishments. At an ancient barbershop, I darted in the door and asked the balding proprietor if we might take some pictures using his chair. He had a surly grin. An affable fellow, he was easily charmed by Savannah, and had no objections when she sat in his creaky chair, put her feet up on the seat and parted her thighs so I could get a straight-on pussy shot while she was grinning happily at me. In another pose, she turned around and leaned over, her skirt naturally rising high enough that I could see her naked ass. In a third, she climbed up on the seat, on her knees Looking back over her shoulder I caught the mischief in her eye and the smirk on her painted lips. She was wearing that same soft shade of pink she’d worn the first time I saw her, though now her lips were wet from being licked by her wet tongue.


  A customer coming through the door had Savannah on her feet and by my side scooting outside laughing uproariously. Giving me a brisk hug we were celebrating a degree of liberation that would propel us on to naughtier deeds, both thinking—while we didn’t speak a word of it—that we could flaunt her naked before the world and no one would ever object.


  We took several daring shots of her breasts and pussy in doorways and some small shops. But it wasn’t until we reached the wharf, almost where we’d started, that we reached the height of Savannah’s daring with the public world and her sexuality. Amazed by the way our venture seemed to increase her defiance of propriety, I was thoroughly shocked when she led me toward a park bench where two men in business suits sat at either end. She plopped right down between them.


  “Would you mind if I had my picture taken here?” she asked. Both men gazed at her curiously. “Exposing myself,” she added.


  I can’t say they ever responded. But when she opened her blouse to show off her breasts and I quickly took the pictures, neither man balked. I would have liked to have included their astonished expressions in my photographs, but my professional ethics kept the camera trained on Savannah alone.


  Her final pose came when she walked in front of me on a busy street and purposely dropped her purse. Stooping to pick it up, her fanny was waving naked, the shot of her cleft appearing as if this woman was completely unaware that she was offering her private body parts to anyone that happened to look.


  She was exhausted and so was I when we darted into the bowels of an underground coffeehouse to end our session. There were no more pictures, just alluring images of her feasting on the afternoon’s excitement. Her face was flushed with excitement, her eyes burning like stars lighting up the dreary decay of the coffeehouse. In the darkness of our private corner we sipped coffee and exchanged lust. Unrequited lust, so I figured.


  “You know it wouldn’t take much to bring you home with me,” she said.


  “Is that a proposition?” I asked.


  “I wish it were, but he’s very jealous.”


  “Too bad.” I was genuinely disappointed. “I’m not sure I could go through another afternoon like this and not have some honest relief.”


  “I’m sorry it has to be this way, Michael.” Oh, how she caressed the syllables of my name. I was hearing it as though it had never been spoken before.


  “Of course then, we really don’t know each other,” I offered as a reasonable explanation of why we shouldn’t go to bed together, all the while knowing that both Savannah and I had at one time in our lives landed in bed with other people we knew a lot less.


  “No, we don’t know each other very well,” she said, readily accepting my observation.


  “We’d have no business going to bed just for the thrills,” I added. “Why would we do that?” There was sarcasm behind the remark, but I don’t think she noticed. She was waving to the waiter for an order of scones, telling me she was famished.


  We were talking ourselves out of the lust, God knows why. How satisfying could a lover be when he remained so aloof to her real physical need, communicating with her only through letters? I’d only been with her three times, but I’d pegged Savannah as a very tactile person. This worship from afar, whatever it was, seemed ridiculous to me.


  “Thank you, Michael, for understanding,” she said, when she turned back to me with her powerful eyes turning soulful and almost sad. “You don’t know what this means to me. And you’re so without judgment.”


  “You expect otherwise?”


  She looked embarrassed. “I never really expected we’d get along this well,” she laughed chagrined. “Frankly, I don’t know what I expected.”


  There was a long slow build-up of energy between us, the kind that creates clashes of will and passionately throws away rules in favor of momentary gratification. I ached knowing that this would never end with us in bed. Not this day anyway.


  “By the way, you might want to come to my lecture this evening,” she said. There was a real invitation in her voice.


  “A lecture on what?”


  “Medieval women.”


  I thought her cute the way she smiled.


  “And where’s that?”


  “Silby Hall, at the university, seven thirty.” Forgetting the scones she’d ordered, she picked up her purse, tossed some change on the table that I tried to refuse. She left it anyway, and leaned down to peck me on the cheek, very sisterly. I already had a sister, I certainly didn’t need another one.


  


  

  
Lydia’s Lover


  Primitive


  


  After three weeks on the island, Lydia is off with Llewellyn several times. She’s furtive about her visits, leaves me at our bathing pool, which I heartily protest, though she goes anyway. Sneaking along the jungle path she finds his hut somewhere in a remote part of the island and plays with him in bed. I don’t want to hear about her sexual escapades, they disgust me. But I can’t stop her talking late at night, when she plops down on my bed, after I’ve already fallen asleep. She wakes me, my eyes opening, startled to see her staring at me with an infernal gleam I cannot trust. She tells me how they made love.


  He’s not a child, Camille,” she purrs like a cat when she speaks softly. “But a man. His body is strong, no flab for an old man, but so firm. He’s tan without a line, like me. He tells me he works in the nude, but I haven’t seen that yet.” She heaves this deep, self-satisfied sigh. “He says he wants a female model. I think he’ll use me. Wouldn’t that be heavenly, to be studied all day by a man of art? To be rendered in color lounging among banana leaves and ferns? Makes me wet between my thighs, thinking of it.”


  “Lydia!” I protest. “I don’t want to hear about your sex with the man.”


  “That’s only because you’re so envious.”


  “I am not. The last thing I want is a loveless affair with a man who is content to use me and then cast me off when he gets tired of me.”


  “Oh, you’re incurable. In search of a husband? Here? In this god-forsaken place? It’ll never happen, Camille. All we can hope for while father broods is to have some fun with our loins and a few potent stalks.”


  “Don’t talk dirty!” I try to quell her again.


  “I love talking dirty to you,” she snickers. While I lie in bed, she leans over me, her two hands on either side of my head, her face bending down to mine. Her lips are much too close. “You’re so easy to upset. You get all in a dither looking stuffy. Your rules are going to make you miserable, little sis. But that’s all right with me, because that means I’ll have the crème de la crème to myself. And let’s face it, on this isle, we can’t really be that choosy.”


  “The only man I want is a husband,” I tell her.


  “How naïve,” she says backing away smirking. The twist to her lips makes me fear her. But I’ve seen it before so I have no reason to be afraid. Yet, in this sultry savage climate I’m not sure that she won’t become more crazed than she already is.


  Rising, she stands beside my bed and looks down on me, her black hair gleaming in the moonlight, her tan skin glowing like embers.


  “You know, he has the largest cock I’ve even seen, certainly that has ever entered me. His balls are heavy, hanging low. But it’s his forceful way with me that intrigues me the most. When he presses into me, he rides hard and I scream carefree.” The way her body undulates as she speaks, I think she’s back in the moment, remembering so well that she’ll re-experience the whole scene before my eyes. I don’t want to see it, but I have no choice but to wait until Lydia finishes her testimony. If I look away, she won’t stop, so I allow my eyes to keep their focus, staying one step back from her in consciousness. I try not to think of how her sensuous body affects mine.


  She runs her hands over her flesh, down the sticky sides of her satin gown. Her thighs quiver and she moans quietly, her eyes drooping lazily until they close. I’m too shocked to speak. She has me hypnotized the way she moves before me. The slip of a nightgown drops to the floor and she’s naked masturbating before my eyes; though I don’t think she even remembers I’m here the way she looks lost in her sensuous reverie. I watch as she fondles her breasts while a hand remains at her crotch opening the thatch of silken hair to expose the purple insides of her pussy. Her middle fingers move directly to the hole deep in that cleft. One finger driving into the place becomes two, becomes three, until I realize that she’s using her fingers like a cock to fuck herself.


  I want to scream at her to stop, but I keep silent, curiously honoring the act that is both lewd and lovely. I find my own hand straying to that pulsing spot between my thighs. I’m sticky there and the bud between my labia is like a little rock. But just a few furious strokes, I realize what filthy thing I’ve be lured to and I pluck my hand from underneath the covers. Before I can say a word to stop my depraved stepsister, she’s bucking against the fingers she’s poked into her hole and a gasp of pure lust tells me she’s cum.


  How soft she is when she reappears in the real world, slightly shocked to see what she’s shown me about herself. With an odd purse of her pinkish lips she darts from the room and I remain awake long after unable to sleep.


  


  ***


  


  I am intensely curious about Lydia and her lover, though I try to shirk from the idea of their loins locked together. Unfortunately, the picture of them keeps returning to my mind. How I hate that.


  I’ve taken to spending my days without seeing Lydia at all. I keep to myself reading the books father finds for me and doing some exploration of the jungle in places I know are safe for me to go. I leave Lydia to her lusts, knowing that it’s not time for mine to bloom. They belong to a man I don’t yet know, and that is just as well. I’m only nineteen, I should wait before declaring myself. And Lydia is right, there are precious few decent men that happen by our port to choose from.


  One afternoon, I’m taking a new trail that leads to a more isolated part of the island. Father tells me it’s a safe trail that should suggest no special caution. It’s not as if there are dangerous animals here. The wildlife is quite tame, and the natives are gentle as lambs. I trek through a thick, dark growth of foliage for nearly a mile and then break out into a clearing. When I hear the sound of voices, I’m afraid, and squat down on the ground just in time to see Lydia standing in the midst of a spray of ferns on the jungle’s edge. She’s naked. Her breasts sway against her chest seducing the man she stares at below her. I’m sure it’s Llewellyn though I can’t see him. I creep closer wanting to see, obsessed with the prospect of seeing these nude people copulating. It would be my first time. When Lydia drops to the ground again, I move closer still, until I can peek through the bushes and catch glimpses of two naked forms writhing like snakes in the grass. I see his ass on top of her, the round globes gleaming in the sun, and his broad back and husky shoulders, even how his mouth with its black tattooed arrows descend to her lips. He has claim of her and she looks minuscule underneath his hovering form. Seeing the shaft of his cock glide in and out of Lydia’s cunt, I can’t take my eyes off of the pair.


  I wonder at his hands, how they comb the surfaces of her skin, how hands like that would feel on me … on my breasts and my ticklish sides and on my hips where such sexual sensations begin. Following his as they move earnestly to caress all of her with an honest passion, I fear I’m jealous of her and the liberties she takes with herself. When he drops down between her thighs and begins to suck at her snatch, I feel mine jolt hard. That tongue laps her like she’s candy, or an ice cream cone on a hot day. The smile behind his efforts makes me realize that sex is a game of pleasure … I have to restrain myself from my own and not let my hand stray to play with myself.


  Only when I realize that they are orgasming do I finally scoot away, afraid I’ll be caught. I hear their lusty laughter as I silently slip into a tangled thicket and hope they don’t notice the rustling bushes.


  I’ll have to guard against this happening again for fear this jungle and the atmosphere of heat will break down my walls of decency and I’ll descend into the same kind of animal debauchery that now claims my stepsister.


  


  

  
Scandalous Thoughts


  Girl In The Mirror


  


  Aimee sat quietly in her room, at the boarding house, pondering her new life, her day in the mercantile, and especially her new surroundings. She pondered Angelica too, thinking that she’d really have to put her foot down with that woman. She wouldn’t continue being led about like a found puppy. But that was another matter. She surveyed the space; it was decent enough and she should probably stay. Yet, the whirlwind of unexpected activity that occurred as she was swept from the shop left her confused and perhaps a bit annoyed… if not annoyed, at the very least, it ruffled the calm resolve that began this journey. She felt less in control of herself, more at the whims of those around her, particularly the divine Miss Angelica. Yes, she was divine! Beautiful, charming, glib, witty, sure-of-herself without any doubt, and sexy. There were few women she’d ever think that about—about being sexy—but there was no mistaking Angelica’s sexual character, even when she tried, well sort of tried, to mute it at the mercantile.


  Aimee wanted to be with her, touch her, talk to her, sit with her a while and soak up the atmosphere she created around her. While the boardinghouse frightened her for reasons she had yet to understand, she was least afraid with the vivacious redhead at her side.


  There was a knock on the door. What fortuitous timing!


  “I thought I told you to come see me!” Angelica burst through the door when she heard no response to her knock.


  “I was planning on that, but I was just wondering about this room and who lived here last?”


  “Let’s see…her name was Desiree. Cute thing; wasn’t here too long—a few months, but then she took off one day. No one’s seen her since.”


  “That’s too bad. I hope nothing terrible happened to her.”


  “I doubt it. Some girls fit in here and some don’t. They certainly don’t owe me any explanation.”


  “Were you good friends with her?”


  “No, not really,” there seemed to be something Angelica wasn’t saying, a bit of uneasiness with these questions, “she latched on to one of the men here and stuck close to him most of the time. I suppose they had a quarrel and she thought that it would be easier to leave than stay. But she’s gone now and you’re here … so, come join me,” she said, holding out her hand as a parent does for a small child, and then she gave the room a quick going over, adding, “You know this room is a bit small.” She smiled. Gathering Aimee like she’d gather her brood of young, she pulled the girl willingly into the big bedroom next door.


  For a moment, Aimee stared in wide-eyed wonder. This was exactly the kind of place she was looking for when she thought of moving to the city. There were big windows on two sides of the room, an especially fine one in the corner, which was part of the turret that ran up the side of the building. The wallpaper was yellow, bright and cheery, even in the dim glow of the antique gas lanterns that were lit about the room. The sumptuous feel of the room warmed her spirits and chased away the chill.


  Surprisingly, the bed was not the focal point of the room. There was an easel in one corner next to the turret window, a lounging settee, a claw foot table strewn with newspapers, and a mess of camera equipment scattered about. It appeared as if someone was perpetually busy doing important things.


  “Where’s Jonas?” Aimee asked. She could feel the masculine aura as if this Jonas were imbued in every stirring atom… and then in the sight of certain items—a shaving cup and brush left on the table, cigars on the mantel of an old fireplace, a leather belt across a chair, socks and underwear thrown in a corner, and a shiny motorcycle parked by the door. Her body suddenly responded with a renewed surge of sexual expectancy. If Angelica were the epitome of the female sexual animal, wouldn’t her lover be the male counterpart?


  “Jonas? Ah! He’s chasing down some story,” Angelica flitted toward the window and looked out. “Probably won’t be back tonight until very late. That’s why I want you here…” she returned to Aimee, “it’s a perfect occasion to get to know you, Aimee Wynn Bloom.”


  The redhead sat on the brocade settee and poured two glasses of wine. “Here, you could use some libation after the day you’ve had.”


  “You think I’ve had a bad day?”


  “Bad? That’s all perspective, don’t you think? Bad and good are just value judgments. I imagine your day was a challenging one, considering where you came from and where you’ve landed.”


  “I will agree with you there,” Aimee said meekly, while nursing the glass in her hand, running a finger over the rim and then dipping it in and swirling the wine. She’d never had a drink of liquor in her life and became self-consciousness of her awkwardness. She blushed, then childishly licked her finger and sat up straight in her chair—looking a bit like she’d been caught doing something naughty.


  While she deliberately adjusted herself, her new friend stared at her from were she casually reclined on the settee. Her gaze was careful, worried and questioning.


  “You just have no idea what’s going to happen, do you?”


  “Happen?”


  “With your life, silly. Do I have to lead you in everything?”


  “You don’t have to lead me anywhere,” Aimee answered right back, immediately wondering if she sounded cross. She certainly hadn’t meant to.


  “You beg to be led, darling, and I’m just the one to lead you. Doesn’t mean you’re weak or foolish, just that you’re new in a big place. Why, you’ve already proven to have extraordinary pluck just arriving here.”


  “And where would you lead me?” Aimee wondered.


  Angelica responded to the question with an impish smile. “Humm. Why don’t we start with sex?”


  “Sex?!”


  “And why not?”


  “Because… because… I don’t talk about sex with anyone.”


  “And why not?”


  She was all flustered, and her cheeks were suddenly blooming as pink as the pair of roses that had been stuffed into a vase right next to her—next to the shaving cup and the lather encrusted brush, and the newspapers that flapped a bit in a sudden draft of air.


  “Have you ever had sex?”


  Aimee’s blush continued to warm her cheeks… or maybe it was the wine making her entire body glow, and her head feel as if it would float away. “No,” she stated simply, “but I have had my thoughts.” She mentally told herself that she should certainly not be thinking these odd thoughts, let alone mention them to a near stranger.


  “Tell me.”


  Any other time, Aimee would never have uttered a word about her secrets fantasies, but the mood, the ambient setting and Angelica’s wide-open expression of acceptance created an atmosphere where self-revelation seemed easy. Aimee giggled for a moment, then she stared at the bed. “I suppose you and Jonas have sex a lot?”


  “Honey, we can’t keep our hands off each other,” the woman confessed.


  “Has he ever tied you?” It was the first thing on her mind and the wine made the question easy to ask—even though the subject seemed too naughty and daring to even mention.


  Angelica cocked her head, looking amused. “Why, yes he has, all the time in fact.”


  “And you like that?”


  “I love it! Oh, my, how I do love it! Feeling myself squirm with my hands and feet bound, being totally helpless. It’s quite a rush! Sometimes he blindfolds me. I have no idea what he’ll do next. I’m scared and shaking, but that only makes my cunt flood like a swollen river and my thighs tremble to take him in.”


  Aimee quaked at her blunt talk, then gulped a big swallow of wine. “I think about that,” she admitted in a small voice. This was so bizarre, confessing her deepest secrets, exposing herself so candidly to a girl she hardly knew.


  “But if you’ve never made love, why do you suppose you’d think that way?”


  “I don’t understand it. For as long as I can remember, I’ve had these funny thoughts in my head. Really terrible thoughts. They scare me… and oh, they make me weak.”


  “Then you must play with yourself…masturbate. See where your naughty, funny, scandalous thoughts lead you.”


  The heat in her body got worse, as Angelica’s blunt advice hit home.


  “I do. Some nights, I can’t go to sleep. But when I play, when that thing happens—” Her blush deepened, “I can’t stop. I just keep on until I’m exhausted. I’m wanting something that’s not there. What could that be?”


  “A cock, of course,” Angelica giggled, feeling almost overwhelmed by Aimee’s naiveté.


  “Is that it?”


  “Oh, darling,” she was exasperated, “you’re so adolescent, so untried, so pure.” She sat up on the settee, so that she could touch the girl. “Drink your wine, all of it. You need to get drunk and crazy.”


  “But I … ”


  “Drink!” her tone was commanding, but then her mood turned on a dime, and she quite gently caressed Aimee’s thigh. With a seductive gleam in her green eyes, Angelica continued the caress, carefully lifting the material of Aimee’s dress inch by inch, until she found bare skin. “Open your thighs for me,” she spoke in a whisper.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Making sex less empty for you.”


  “But I … ”


  “Shush,” she purred softly, letting one hand drift between the girl’s virgin thighs. The other hand cupped her neck from behind and drew Aimee’s head down, bringing her lips close enough to kiss. Their lips touched gently. Gently again. And then again, as Angelica’s fingers made their way beyond the lacy undergarments covering Aimee’s groin.


  “Ah, I…I can’t take this,” the girl tried to pull away.


  “No, you’re wrong. You can take this and more. You’re doing just fine. Don’t fight what you feel.” Angelica whispered so softly, so persuasively as they continued to kiss that Aimee could no longer resist her physical urges. They stunned her with an energy and force unlike anything she’d felt before. Within minutes, the buttons on their dresses opened and their clothes began to fall away, along with any hint of modesty.


  “I don’t know what to do… ” Aimee cried a bit. Her face became pained, though it was clear that the excited young woman could hardly contain the rapturous feelings of sexual heat that invaded her body.


  “Make love to me,” Angelica persisted, as she pulled her virginal new friend onto the settee with her and they began to grope.


  The touch of hands along her hips, about her breasts, and over the silky softness of her pubic mound extracted pleasure that was like torture to an innocent girl, who’d never unleashed her desires in a real physical form. Aimee’s belly groaned with need, while her entire being fell into the soft cushion of Angelica’s voluptuous flesh. Their urgent hands sought more with each grasp and grope.


  The redhead devoured Aimee with a shower of kisses to her breasts. She bit and sucked and lapped at her nipples until they became engorged and purple, hot, like two tiny furnaces of fire, that when pressed against her chest burned holes into the skin. How new this was for her to have an untried lover. Aimee was a feast of unanswered passion. With every move, new gesture, bite or kiss, a fiery surge of wanting desire poured free.


  Although the novice was erratic and unskilled, her instincts were sound, as if she were listening to the forces of nature for detailed instructions on making love. Relentlessly pressing on, her body led where her mind might be inclined to question or falter. Her inhibitions were lifted away from the restraints that had once been so tightly wound about her that she had failed every time a lover sought more from her than a passionate kiss. Perhaps it had been that interrupted kiss in the woodshed, and her aunt’s angry judgment that closed off her pleasure. She certainly wasn’t failing now…


  But with a woman! How unnatural, how vulgar! Although her mind tried to convince her this was wrong, her body found the intimate affection curiously natural. She craved this as much as she craved the kiss, or touch, or the hot breath of a man on her skin.


  As Angelica moved down Aimee’s body, the virgin quivered from deep in her core. Then the spasms began as Angelica’s mouth and tongue reached her belly, swirled about her navel teasingly, and then traveled further south to the gorge between her legs. The lusty redhead parted her outer sex lips and lowered her head to the purplish clitoris at the center. The throbbing thing felt as if it were about to burst. With an expert tongue, the redhead licked Aimee’s softest places long and hard, like she’d lick ice cream from a cone.


  Lost in the moment, Aimee fell back against the settee and widened her legs to allow her friend better access to her steamy crotch. Her ravenous body craved more, while her mind, loosened from its stringent rules by the potent wine, flooded with savage pictures of herself she’d seen only during those rare moments of physical glory when she dared to peer into her darkest dreams. The nasty pictures came to her now without restraint, without apology, and commanded her attention. As she laid herself wide open to the sexual attack, she grasped Angelica’s beautiful hair in her hands and pushed her more deeply into her crotch, with a fire and determination quite unlike her normally timid nature.


  The experienced teacher was hardly put out by the forward move. She was laughing inside at the debauched display this innocent made of her lust. She bit Aimee’s clitoris, while listening to the sounds of her hums and groans of reply. Her tongue delved into the shadowy opening, pressing itself as far as it would go, while tasting the pungent tang and drinking in the sweetness of Aimee’s fragrant sex. Soon, her fingers joined the exploration going deeper into the humid cavern. Her tongue proceeded further downward to the darker orifice below.


  Aimee’s muscles tightly protected her rectum from invasion, but the sudden feel of Angelica’s tongue rimming her anus caused such an immediate shock that she slackened the tight grip. Her entire body began to ease with another show of crudity having its unexpected effect. The passion gained on her, overtaking any attempt to halt what was inevitable.


  “Oh, my gawwwwwwwwwwd!” her lips repeated over and again, even as her lilting voice turned guttural. The torrid and spasmodic surges began to make her come. “Ah, yesssssss,” she heatedly answered the rude sensations caused by Angelica’s artful lapping. Mad with desire, her cunt rose up to meet that devouring mouth. “Yes, more, yes, in my ass!” she insisted. As her female lover poked her tongue into that forbidden territory, Aimee gripped the locks of Angelica’s red hair and rode that tongue and face. “YES, my gawd yes!” she nearly screamed, as her body freed itself of any remaining restraint. Her orgasm ripped through her groin and belly like waves splashing all around her in a choppy sea. But the climax didn’t end with one jolting orgasm; it continued for two, three, then four biting, powerful orgasmic surges.


  Angelica’s face was now awash in a bath of Aimee’s juices. As she continued to lick and suck the girl’s ripe crotch right through each of her grinding phases of rapture, her mind was filled with crude pictures of the virgin’s demise coming clearly into focus. What a find! What serendipitous luck to have stumbled on this innocent slut in the most unexpected of places! And what good fortune to have brought her here where she could tutor the girl in the joys of hedonistic pleasure!


  At the very end, Aimee slumped back against the settee, and Angelica pulled away from her.


  “My word, girl, you been storing that one up too long!”


  “Oh, my! What have I done?” she was in a drunken erotic bliss, still feeling the sensuous aftereffects swim pleasantly through her body. Every atom in her tingled, her head was dizzy, and her mind was a scattered and disjointed mess of paradox.


  “You’ve had sex,” Angelica replied, as if she needed to spell out what was clearly obvious.


  “Yes, I suppose so… ” Aimee could barely speak.


  “Come here, dear.” Angelica had popped up off the settee and was once again pulling her charge along, this time toward the rumpled mass of sheets on the big four-posted bed. “We’ll be more comfortable here.” Aimee slumped to the mattress as she was told, with Angelica curled in next to her and gently kissing her face. “So pretty you are, especially like this.”


  With the wine finally loosening its grasp, Aimee slowly came to her senses and she began to think more clearly. “Shouldn’t I … uh, reciprocate?” she tentatively offered.


  “Aw, you’ll get plenty of opportunity to do me. Right now, I think you need your rest.”


  “But I don’t want to rest,” she spat out like a petulant kid.


  “You need to rest, trust me, darling.” The redhead’s hand lightly danced over Aimee’s naked hip—hardly helping Aimee to relax.


  She suddenly stared down at herself. “Why, I’m naked! How did that happen?”


  “Yes, and I’m naked too! Isn’t that a surprise?” Angelica’s eyes glittered merrily. She soothed her friend with the tender caress of her hand. Though this one did not raise the girl’s desires again, but seemed to calm what fire remained. Aimee felt washed clean, even buoyant. And very much naughty. “I can’t believe this.”


  “But how lucky for you that we discovered your hidden secrets.”


  “Yes, I suppose so. But you’re…”


  “I’m what?”


  She hated to say anything that would ruin the mood, but her confusion had to be allayed. “You’re a woman!”


  “Yes, I guess I am, titties, cunt and all!” Angelica laughed.


  “It’s not what I expected.”


  “Oh, I don’t think sex ever is. The imagination is such a trickster, lays out all these beautiful plans, and where do they go? Get screwed up the minute your lover walks in the door, because he—or she—is not what you imagined him to be, and the sex takes all kinds of twists and adventures you hadn’t planned on. But the beauty of it is—if you drop your expectations—you get to enjoy the moment as it unfolds, with all the surprises, all the crazy, scary elements that make you explode. Just watching you discover that fact, darling, was the most exciting thing. But don’t think about it. You think too much! Your head’s too pretty to be swimming in the clouds or in a stew.”


  “Perhaps you’re right,” Aimee settled back on the bed, feeling the soft cushion comfort and warm her body, which had suddenly taken chill.


  Angelica drew up the covers and the two lay face-to-face casually kissing, then relaxed for a time in a dreamy slumber.


  


  “My God! Yes, that’s it! That’s the expression I’m looking for!”


  Suddenly awakened by the shocking sound of the male voice crying out in exclamation, the sensuous females looked up, Angelica looking over her shoulder at her boyfriend, Jonas.


  “What expression, darling?” she sleepily asked.


  “On that girl’s face. You don’t mind, do you… ?” He rushed toward Aimee. “I want to take your photograph.”


  “What? My photograph?” Aimee’s bleary eyes could hard focus and her mind remained in a blur.


  While she watched awestruck, the young man flew about the room, tossing this and that aside, looking for his camera. “Sit up,” he said, when he finally found it.


  “But I’m naked,” she protested while holding the sheet tightly to her chin.


  “So?”


  “But take a picture?”


  “Oh, go ahead and do it. No one’s going to see it,” Angelica urged her. “Jonas is a photographer, and this is art.”


  “Me? Art?”


  “Of course, girl!” Jonas was rushing forward, gently, urgently pulling her upright. While Aimee permitted him to fix her in the right position, she remained stunned by this stranger’s presumptuous behavior.


  Although she sat up, she refused to let go of the sheets.


  “Hey, ease up for me, girl. You look perfect,” he said as he backed away and grabbed for his camera. “Yes. Now just look at me over your shoulder. Don’t turn too much. Yes, perfect.” He snapped the picture he wanted and then another, saying, “That’s it, don’t smile exactly, just think about what you were just doing with Angelica. Yes. Yes,” his excitement crescendoed as Aimee’s expression evolved from stunned to one of wonder. She couldn’t think about anything; she was too flustered to put any real cognitive effort into the moment. Apparently, that suited this bold stranger for he was busy snapping pictures of her at various angles, while she followed him with her eyes.


  “Good. Perfect. Now just let go of the sheets,” he said, while with a quick tug of his hand, he pulled the sheets away.


  She almost grabbed them back, but she had become so mesmerized by the man himself that she couldn’t refuse him. She gazed at his amazed expression in wonder, seeing him almost swoon a bit dizzily as he viewed the roundness of her breasts and her pink, half-erect nipples. She blushed immediately, while at the same time feeling a surge of warmth spread through her crotch.


  “Just put your hands at your side… no, no, wait! Just one hand between your thighs.”


  Aimee instantly revolted. “No!”


  “It’s just art, darling,” Angelica tried soothing her ruffled feathers. The redhead was on her feet now, poised naked before her, considering Aimee’s pose just as Jonas was carefully surveying his reluctant model.


  Angelica’s twin breasts jiggled erotically before Aimee’s eyes, and a new lust was born in her. She’d never really gazed at a woman’s nude body and the picture left her breathless. All that bounty of pretty pink flesh quivered invitingly before her dazzled eyes. With Aimee so transfixed, Angelica moved forward, and with no objection from the girl, placed Aimee’s hand where Jonas wanted it. Then she backed off and stood behind him, while the photographer took two pictures. Thinking he was finished, Jonas turned away, but a brief glimpse of Aimee’s reflection in the mirror brought him back.


  “Ah! Wonderful!” he exclaimed with renewed excitement. “Sit still now and I’ll get your reflection too. Yes, and leave your hand where it is. Right, perfect, but just a little further down there between your legs … you know … ”


  “What?”


  “A bit more toward your pussy, like you’re getting off.”


  “What? Please … I’ve never posed naked.”


  “Of course, you’ve never posed naked. That’s exactly what makes you the perfect model.”


  Overcome by shame and lust, by desire and fear, she grabbed for the sheet again.


  But the photographer shocked her into stopping, barking a very commanding, “No!” that made her whole body quake with fear. He backed off smiling. “You’re doing just fine. Good God, you’re naked. You’ve just made love to my lover. You’re already posing. Get a little daring.”


  As if she wasn’t already daring? “But I …”


  “Just another shot, one more. That’s all I need.”


  “For what?”


  He stopped abruptly and thought a minute. “Nothing really. I just love to capture women at their vulnerable moments, don’t I Angelica?” He turned to his girlfriend for confirmation and Angelica just grinned.


  


  

  
The Last Summer


  


  It was the fall of 1941. At the Grand Hotel ladies in sundresses and broad brimmed hats gathered along the grassy lawns looking like teacakes in the morning sun. The autumn breeze swept through the grounds of the old place reminding everyone, for all the heat, that it was still September, the leaves were about to turn, and it was indeed approaching a new season. With the arrival of fall, they would be forced to return to a world more real than the one they reveled in for the three languorous months of summer. As they kissed goodbye beside their daddy’s roadsters, the ladies weeping softly for a time now lost, they were obliged to recall that something rare, something magical and perhaps portentous, something outside the boundaries of their conventional lives had happened while they vacationed in this world beyond the real one.


  More than any other year—for reasons they wouldn’t understand until much later—it had been a season they’d never forget, a summer to remember above all others.


  The season had been a lush erotic one. But then that was expected. Everything that usually happened at the Grand Hotel in summer happened that year, but perhaps with a little more flair than even the last several years …


  Jenny Holcomb lost her virginity after having held on to the myth of a real romantic entanglement for what seemed like centuries. Though it couldn’t have been that long since Jenny was only twenty-five. She lost her battle for “chastity till marriage” at the crotch of Derrick St. James, a near-do-well charmer who was in his third year at Brown and still trying to pass his freshman classes. He was destined to make several woman that summer less than chaste, though Jenny was by far his greatest triumph. The prim princess had been turning down men who wanted inside her pants every summer with such regularity, it was a wonder that any man tried anymore. Her saving grace, of course, was her beauty: tiny classical features, the small mouth and dainty lips, the eyes that sparkled, looking as if she was about to wink at any second, and the delicately carved nose, that made her admirers think she was the model used by all the great artists of the last three centuries—even though that was impossible. Her flowing golden tresses insured her soft allure. And there was no man’s heart that this stunning ideal of the feminine grace did not send aflutter. However, it was more than just her overt beauty that made her desirable. There was how she walked, how she carried herself with such a sensuous, inviting posture that it drove men to pursue her. Her wordless communication always urged them on, while with her voice she denied any intentions of sharing her wealth of sexual heat with anyone.


  But then that was until Derrick St. James. Derrick didn’t listen to her words, he simply did what her body was asking for—and he didn’t stop until the deed was done. It didn’t matter that she cried for him to stop when he raised her skirt and pushed her over the old hollow log by the pond. Despite the way she squirmed and protested he pressed on, knowing that behind her cries were her true intentions. Even as she wailed and moaned, her ripe body was teasing him with little restraint. He figured he’d given her enough preliminaries, enough tender kisses and caresses to her featherweight arms, to which she daintily gasped like a lady might. No. No more kisses for Miss Holcomb. She wanted it right between her thighs, right in the wet spot he found when his rough hands probed her backside.


  She cried even more when he thrust home, tearing away the barrier to his pleasure—and hers. She swore that she would “see him hanged” as he captured her flailing arms and held them against her back as he drove his pelvis hard against her naked ass. But just as he figured, her cries turned to sweet laments and then to delicious screams of delight when she got beyond her mortification and hit her own erotic peak.


  When he was finished, he didn’t bother with sweet nothings whispered in her ear as if he really cared about her. In fact, he didn’t even help her off the old hollow log. Just restored himself to proper order and sauntered away. The only sign that he’d been screwing a lady were the locks of white blonde hair that dangled over his tanned face. She gazed on him as she lay vanquished against the hollow log, too stunned to protest his hasty exit—and much too happy to bother.


  Jenny Holcomb spent the rest of her summer nights getting her sweet cunny humped by other lucky chaps who appeared for weeks or weekends at the Grand Hotel. Had she known what she was missing, she might have lost her virtue years before. So much for one stubborn virgin.


  


  Winning the challenge of Jenny Holcomb’s defilement was quite a triumph for Derrick St. James. It might have been the event of the season except that his conquest was eclipsed by a much more auspicious event than even Jenny’s lost virginity. There must have been something peculiar in the air that night just a few days after Jenny’s blood was spilled. Perhaps the young woman herself had loosened something in the celestial ethers when she gave up her chastity, or perhaps it was the full moon in the sky, then again, perhaps it was just the stifling heat and the torrential rain that followed the thunder storm that made the whole Grand Hotel go wild.


  The revelry had begun in the hours just before dark, when the wind whipped the lakeshore driving boaters back to land. Jenny was among the partygoers, as was Derrick. In addition, there was May Sweet, Kathleen Cook, Elizabeth Aldridge, two other fair maids, and, of course, the boys from the old Harbor Club, led by Jennings Criss. They were a surly, irresponsible lot, those boys. Most had flunked out of the University and were living off the good graces of their rich parents, kissing up to daddy only when it was necessary to get their next allowance check. There were those in their parent’s social strata that thought a summer at the Grand Hotel would be a harmless diversion for such spirited young gents. Obviously, the old Harbor Club scoundrels thought something quite different.


  


  Derrick, fresh from Jenny Holcomb was in the Whistle Stop bar with the rest of his cohorts, telling his tales and getting plenty of notice, when Sage Parker suddenly hit upon a bold idea.


  “It’s no good for sailing tonight, perhaps we’ll give the girls some trouble, what do you say?” the freckle-faced redhead suggested.


  “Trouble? What do mean?” Ian Southworth wondered. He was the most cautious of the group. The lean young man was one of the few who actually took college seriously. He was studying to be a lawyer. He had that sharp, intent kind of look and darting eyes, something one would expect from a future barrister.


  “He means, let’s see what panties will come down tonight,” Jennings Criss answered for his friend.


  “You’re not going to get rough with them?” Ian asked.


  “No rougher than they want us to be,” Jennings answered again. He was sold instantly, his crotch leading him into uncertain territory; but then Jennings didn’t think in uncertainties. He was a cocky youth with a smile that never failed to please young women and a body he honed daily at the Hotel gym.


  


  A half-hour later, the six boys from the Harbor Club were on the porch of the old hotel, politely courting the young ladies in question, even though there was nothing but suggestion in their casual talk.


  “You know the fairer sex are so bloomin’ modest,” Jennings declared, as the gathering of young people sat on the porch watching the sky darken while they listened to the rumble of thunder in the distance.


  “And why shouldn’t we be?” Kathleen replied, quite taken aback by Jennings forwardness. She loved the young man’s bold look, the dark locks of hair that were always perfectly combed and his face—aristocratic almost. Considering his heritage that was possible, but he was hardly a gentleman with a gentleman’s regard for decent ladies.


  “I think it’s because you have no real sexual prowess,” Jennings replied to her.


  “I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” Elizabeth Aldridge declared. “Men don’t own the rights to sexual satisfaction.” The fair-skinned brunette stood eye to eye with Jennings defying him to prove his point.


  “And how would you know?” Sage egged her on.


  Elizabeth was a bold charmer. There had always been the devil in her eyes, and a scheme in mind as nasty as her male counterparts could conjure. She had no desire to be undone by any man, let alone this worthless handful.


  May Sweet, not much for talking, sauntered seductively up to Sage and draped her arms around his neck, her pelvis moving on his like ivy blowing in the breeze.


  “Ooo, you want to start something?” he asked. He was surprised by the move, though he tried to hide his chagrin.


  “Only if you’ll finish it?” she said. The willowy blonde pursed her lips at the haughty young man then backed away keeping the kiss to herself.


  “What does that tell you?” Jennings chided. “Any one of us could have the whole lot of you in a night. But you, the sweet fair sex, would be far too exhausted or mortified, to last even a hour.”


  “My, how you boast?” Elizabeth chortled. “You think you’re so manly, so full of sexual talent. I think you’d better back your words with actions.”


  “And how would that possibly be?” he asked.


  “A contest perhaps?” Elizabeth postulated.


  “Contest?” Jennings repeated. “What did you have in mind?”


  Elizabeth thought for just an instant before she made her daring proposal. “A sexual tournament,” she stated flatly.


  “What!” Kathleen was squeamish from the outset. Her church-going morals were instantly offended.


  “Good god, Kathleen,” Elizabeth shot back, “we all know you’re not a virgin. That farmboy in Canada did you a dozen times last summer and you’ve been a pent-up priss ever since.”


  “Elizabeth!” Kathleen’s eyes shot fire, but that was only met by more from the inspired brunette. “But a sexual tournament?”


  “And why not? This place is an exasperating bore unless we’re getting it in our behinds. And just look at the night.” She cast her eyes towards the heavens in awe. “Look at the moon. Can’t you feel the air? It’s telling us to let loose, go wild, let passion take us for a night!” Elizabeth’s dark eyes gleamed in the light of moon, which had just peeked out beyond the swarming clouds above.


  May Sweet felt it. She leaned into a porch post, her body undulating against it as if it was a phallus that could enter her. Jenny Holcomb considered the wild notion as she looked towards the skybound orb with the same passion as Elizabeth. And even Kathleen could feel something in her loins howl like what she’d felt in the hayloft the summer before. The two silent maids at the end of the porch had stood arm in arm through the banter. At Elizabeth’s idea their bodies swayed in a carnal unison that caught the eye of everyone.


  The young men were completely mesmerized as if the women in their world had actually gone mad. They were stuck dumb for an instant wondering if Elizabeth would suddenly burst out laughing at the wicked joke. But she did not.


  “We’ll let the grounds of the hotel be our playground,” the brash young woman continued. “Not the interior. That would be unfair advantage for those of us staying here. Just the grounds … ..”


  “It might well be raining before long,” Kathleen reminded her.


  “Then the boathouse and the old stone shed,” she countered back. “They should provide enough shelter if we really need it. But it must be in the dark.” Her face lit up with another great inspiration. “And we’ll use the masks we used last year when we put on A Mid Summer Night’s Dream. They’re all stored in the hotel attic. We won’t recognize each other—like putting on a different persona?” Her dark eyes danced. When she swung around to deliver her plan to the crowd her hair danced about her face as if she was a witch casting a spell. “And we’ll use the old robes from the play. That way we’re sure not to recognize each other.”


  The others stood in wonder while their hearts beat fast, and their loins felt that sudden swell of sexual need ignited as Elizabeth spoke.


  “But where’s the contest?” Jennings inquired, still not sure if he believed the sultry vamp.


  Elizabeth stopped short for a second, her mind still working fervently.


  “Exhaustion,” she finally said. “You say you can take us all, well then you have the chance. If you each do us all, then you win. If you don’t ….”


  “We’ll be shamed forever,” Jennings jibed lightly, as if the task was a mere one and rather silly.


  “I think the idea’s grand,” Sage said. “But how to we know you ladies will tell the truth about who’s taken you?”


  “Bring along a pen if you like. Make your initials on our bodies when you finish,” Elizabeth returned simply.


  “And we’re all to succumb to this?” Kathleen wondered.


  “Kathy darling, are you a lady of substance or a sniveling ninny?” Elizabeth droned at her friend. “You haven’t had a man in a year. I would think you’d be thrilled. No strings. Not even the recognition. Just your pleasure.” Elizabeth’s devious smile could turn an angel into a femme fatale.


  “But the marks?” Kathleen whispered.


  “They’ll fade.”


  “But if they can’t recognize us, how will they know they’ve had us all?”


  “We’ll make the masks all different, silly. We’ll pick six male and six female,” Elizabeth continued. “But, of course, all this is a wasted effort if these men don’t want the challenge.” Her eyes danced again in the dying daylight, becoming more devilish with each piece of the plan falling into place.


  “You think I’d back away from a good night of fucking?” Derrick asked.


  “I think we’re all in,” Jennings agreed. He looked to the other five, to Sage, to Derrick, to Ian, as well as Bryan Forbes and Hanley Studevant who’d do most anything Jennings did. Then of course this was a fine plan considering that they’d had their eyes on the two sensuous maids who’d remained quite silent, but quite interested, through the whole discussion.


  “Good, then the plan’s been set,” Elizabeth returned happily. “We’ll meet at the boathouse at ten. It will be dark then. May and I will get the costumes.”


  


  Elizabeth refused to let the ladies carry lanterns. She said the light of the hour was all they’d need. The six boys from the Old Harbor Club carried their costumes to one end of the massive building, while the ladies doffed their dresses, slips and stockings, leaving them in a heap for later. As they were naked, for an instant the moon shone in around them through the high boathouse windows. Six naked ladies looked like fantasy visions: their skin translucent, their hair like clouds about their faces. When the thin robes dropped down over their naked femininity, they six looked like angels dancing in heaven. But then the masks over their faces transformed them completely. They would not be easy to maneuver with. And though they seemed important at the beginning, they would likely be discarded before the contest was over. For a time, however, they made these youthful visions look like devilish pagan sprites.


  The tournament began in the woods, six young women running like wood nymphs, navigating in the black night by feel and sensation, skirting trees, and the men pursuing them until they were caught. Laughter lingered in the air when captured, their cries were raised above the mundane earth. Round bottoms bobbed impaled by pricks that entered these “next to virgin” territories and swam in juice of youth flowing from one to the other.


  After Elizabeth enjoyed her second arrogant prick, she lost her mask and costume altogether. Her dark locks loose, her hair shone in the darkness like a raven’s feathers, and her skin, so translucent, looked like a piece of the white moon.


  May, quite submissive next to Elizabeth, lay back against the green velvet earth and opened her thighs. Her lily-white legs could be seen in the blackness waiting for one man after the other to roll her about the ground legs scissored for a body to body moment of pleasure.


  Kathleen, decidedly more reserved, whispered conditions to her lovers who promptly ignored them, and screwed her regardless of her reservations. She hardly let out a cry of protest.


  Hannah and Jolie, the twin maids, remained paired with each other, taking one man at a time, sometimes two.


  And Jenny Holcomb in her own style leaned back against the cold exterior of the old stone cottage with her pubis bared to taunt her passing customer’s like a street whore from the city. She took her lovers standing up with her back to them or her front. It didn’t really matter. Such was the way she remained in control.


  When the rain began, it poured so that twelve wet revelers moved inside the boathouse bedraggled, but no less willing to partake of each other’s flesh. By then, it was an orgy of bodies clamoring for bodies. The men were nearly too limp to go on, but the ladies performed like the divas of their fair sex, dancing naked before their challengers, just as the rain danced on the windows around them.


  The six made a fairy ring and twirled in a jig while the men played with their used limp erections, waiting for another bout of energy to spur them on. Elizabeth, not content to wait for male assistance for her next moment of satisfaction, drew May into the center of the circle, and let her hands glide over the beauty’s fair skin. She pressed her lips to the pale translucent orbs of her friend’s breasts, and kissed her lips with lips slightly parted, her tongue reaching out for a gentle play. Her body moving against the sumptuous May, loins to loins, looked as if they were one in their dance, as if in the heat of their joining, the two were about to orgasm from just this easy waltz to the tune of the rain.


  And then, with the fiery ladies, waiting no longer for their gentleman’s pricks to finish off their pleasure, they all dropped to the floor—to the cushions and pillows that had been removed from the boats—and began to make love to each other in a clasping, mauling feast of womanly rapture. Entangled together, they moved like sirens from ethereal shores until their happy orgasms swam through them, and they raised their delighted cries to the goddess of their good fortunes.


  With the sounds of pleasure dying away, the six brave lads from the Old Harbor Club cautiously joined the women unsure at this point whether they were welcome in their midst. To their delight, they were received with open arms, their healthy, once again fat pricks, eagerly sought by the inner recesses of women in the midst of wanton debauchery. And the twelve made love on into the night the challenge forgotten. Even though it was clear that the ladies had won, hands down, they would never rub it in, at least not in a sarcastic way.


  Just for good measure, just as dawn was breaking in the sky, someone brought out an ink pen, and as they had vowed to do at the outset, they signed their names on each other’s flanks and bottoms and breasts (on the ladies) as if they were making a pact for the future—uncertain as that was. The winds of change were beckoning them beyond this night to other nights in other places—some with men and women, and some without—and some far less happy than they were here at the Grand Hotel. This night would always be a night for their fantasies and for pondering, if it ever existed at all and was not some crazy dream.


  “To lust and love!” Elizabeth purred to her bevy of suitors.


  “To lust and ladies!” Jennings returned.


  And they laughed again and kissed again until they finally dozed at daybreak, reclining together in one rare heap of naked happiness.


  


  The ladies were shy in the morning, all but Elizabeth. Though, she was smart enough to restrain herself even when she wanted to gloat about her victory. There were smiles, sweet and jolly ones, snickers and muted laughter, and eyes that contained wisdom and feminine self-assurance it might have taken years to know.


  The six men in the morning were simply hungering for more, for a return to the dream night where the earth went wild and its most tame creatures behaved like savage spirits celebrating the gods of sex. And yet, for all their male bravado, they were six enlightened ones, who would take to their graves a new respect for womankind born in that wild night.


  


  After that crazy night, the days at the Grand Hotel meandered on. They drank from the cup of sexual lust on many nights, but never as they had that night in the mid summer’s woods. And when the days finally reached September, it came with a bittersweet parting. Each of the twelve knew that it could never be that way again, though they had no idea why this was so. When they hugged goodbye, and kissed lips, and the boys patted fannys to the sound of their ladies’ giggles, they suspected that there wouldn’t be another reunion on the shores of the lake. They suspected that they were saying goodbye to their youth.


  Oh! It had been a grand summer. One they’d never forget. A rite of passage perhaps. And yet perhaps it was more too …


  How could they know, how could they even guess, that just as the summer rambled on, there were dangerous rumblings around the globe. Little did any of them suspect that months later a war would begin on a foreign shore, and that the ne’er-do-well lady’s men, all six of them, brawny and full of spice, would be plucked from their easy lives and drafted to a different fate than one in the arms of plush scented women. Little did they know, that of the six boys from the Old Harbor Club, that had reveled with the delicate young women at the Grand Hotel, half of them wouldn’t return from the battlefields of Europe, two would return only half the men they’d been, and only Jennings Criss would come home a living robust hero—with a wounded heart.


  As the years would pass, for those that survived, this fact would make the summer of ‘41 especially sweet. And for six thoughtful young ladies, who’d become full blown women by war’s end, they could sit in their safe homes and wonder if maybe their moment of debauchery—that trek into the garden of erotic abandon on that wicked night—was nothing more than a kindly act of God above, blessing them with a summer of satisfaction, while they could still claim their innocence.


  


  

  
In The Palm Of Her Hand


  


  “I never wear underwear and I almost never wear pants. You never know when a good shot of pussy will come in handy.” Her deep melodious voice held him captive as it always did. She sat with her red knit dress hiked high on her firm thighs, no hose, no stockings, no slip, just tanned lean flesh. With her long and elegant legs crossed there was not an inch of her outer leg that didn’t show.


  Jerome Sebastian would have liked to trace his finger along the line of her leg, from her knee to where the fabric of her skirt ended, lifting it up just another inch or two to gaze at the soft brown bush between her thighs. He would never forget the sight of that perfect mound, exquisitely formed, and carefully shaved to create a titillating tan line. She wore little more than a tiny thong when she sunbathed—if she wore anything at all. However, instead of playing out his endless fantasies, Jerome just lusted. He’d been lusting after Juliet Remarque for well over a year.


  He loved the way she cocked her head to the side. He loved the cunning smirk, the devious glimmer in her eye, how in an instant her expression could change to tender instead of tough, innocent instead of shrewd. He knew from the beginning that there was little tender and innocent about Juliet. Her aroma was always musky fragrant, and there was a darkness in her eyes as if some savage animal haunted the interiors of her psyche. He had the distinct feeling it was this darkness, this animal in her that she worked conscientiously to control. It would have been too easy to label her a bitch otherwise. And few men knew exactly how much of a bitch she was until they’d been thoroughly seduced by her.


  Her painted red lips were sensuously full, drawing the listener to watch the way they moved when she spoke. She wore her long brunette hair swept back and tied tightly in a bun with a bow or a scarf or a clasp to hold it. And she always wore simple gold earrings. Juliet was a distinct but simply adorned sexual statement.


  Jerome had hired her nearly eighteen months before. Then, she’d slept with him, and he recalled how the long hair about her shoulders softened the hard edges of her glamorous beauty. They were in a limo on the way to her hotel while she was in town for the interview.


  “You have to be tough for this job, Juliet,” he’d told her. I need an associate who can hit the right buttons of those I assign to them, you need to be coy, careful, intelligent, well thought out. You have to stay detached, not too much heart… ”


  She looked at him with her eyelids lowered. He watched her skirt rise further on her thighs as she turned sideways so he could not avoid glancing down at the feathery hairs between her legs glistening in the dim light. It was so clearly visible it unnerved him.


  She ran her hand down the inside of his thigh and his whole body shivered. He could not prevent his cock from hardening.


  “I can be detached and cool under fire, Jerome. I have little qualms in dealing with men. I have no doubt I can do anything you need me to do.”


  Her hand reached forward to caress the obvious bulge at his crotch. He felt as if she was pouring some sexual potion into his loins by some mysterious unseen process. Her smoky gray eyes were riveted on his and that something animal about her leapt out. There was no way he could resist. No way he’d regain his composure. She’d flamed his sexual fires, transporting him some place far beyond the limo and their mutual business.


  Her fingers deftly pulled at the zipper of his pants and reached in to fondle his now stiff erection. With a gentle tug, she set it free.


  “Oh gawd,” he gasped, his head dropping back, though he could not close his eyes. He could not stop voyeuring the delicious show, as his large member bobbed before them both, just before Juliet’s red lips descended on the thick shaft.


  “Look at me,” she instructed him, as her tongue began to play with the sensitive head. His focus had not altered from her, as though she was weaving some spell that his eyes dare not break. She ran her tongue about every inch of his cock, as she played vigorously with his balls beneath the sensation just this side of painful. Then, with a sudden abruptness, she swallowed him, fully consuming every bit of his eight inches deep in her throat.


  Her head bobbed up and down as she worked the shaft with both lips and fingers. The rush of sensation was so rich he could not hold back the cum that threatened to break loose.


  “Harder,” he gasped, as she willingly responded. “Fuck!” He bucked against her face, and then shot deep down her throat, his milky juice spilling out in one rush after another, and as she withdrew from him, spilling out on her mouth. The picture was divine!


  The most beguiling smile issued from her shadowy facade. Jerome was incapable of comprehending what had just taken place, except that it was the most acutely intense orgasm he’d ever known, so brusque, so fierce, as if she’d pulled it from him with a power from which he had no defense.


  Jerome had planned to drop her at the hotel and meet her later for dinner. Instead, she nearly led him by his silk tie to her tenth floor suite.


  “You’re a man who responds quickly. I like that,” she said as she gently pulled him by his pants, slowly backing her way into the 4th floor suite.


  “You’re amazing me, Juliet,” he replied. “I’d heard stories about, but I never guessed…”


  “Shhh,” she said, placing a silencing finger over her lips. “This is the only way to get acquainted, nothing else matters if we don’t understand each other in bed.”


  As her hips swayed, her breasts stretched against the fabric of her clothes. He could hardly believe that his cock was already growing firm again.


  She fell back on the bed, and he landed over her, his mouth from instinct planting itself on hers, his tongue prying open the mouth that had taken him, exploring deep down her willing throat. It was as if she was opening herself to him, laying herself totally at his mercy.


  His fingers grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up.


  “Oh, yes, your lips,” she whispered, and she pushed him to her naked cunt. He smelled a thick and sweet perfume, tasted the tartness of her inner thighs that were already sticky with juice dampening the folds and furrows. His tongue wandered from her thighs to the deep recesses of her groin, to at last the fragrant purple lips that parted beckoningly.


  “Tongue me. Bite me there. My clit,” she panted.


  He complied with delicate nibbles…


  “Harder!” she exclaimed.


  His teeth bore down on the hard bud before his lips, and bolts of sensation shot from her as he pinched that delicate orb.


  She bucked against him, “Aaaaaaaagh!” Her cry rang from the room, as she jerked back, “Fuck me!” she growled. Pulling him up atop her and flinging her legs over his shoulders, she guided his cock to her pulsing cunt and they slammed each other without stopping until her body tensed so hard about him that he was afraid his cock would be cut off.


  “Haah, haah, haah, keep on…” she gasped, as she rocked against him. “Don’t stop!” she cried. He pumped her as savagely as he’d ever fucked any woman.


  He felt the deep throbbing about him, his own orgasm beginning to mount again.


  “Fuck me …” she screamed, and she thrashed about, her orgasm moving through her like a wild storm The force of it penetrated him almost as if it was his own. But before she tired, they rolled over by her desire, his cock slipping from her cunt. Then her hips rose before him and he entered her pussy from behind.


  “My ass,” she told him.


  He was shocked. But only for a moment. His fingers began a reluctant journey to the puckering hole before him. He’d never had ass, never had it offered, though his desire mounted as his fingers began to find their way inside the binding narrow hole. He lubricated the opening and then one finger after another penetrated beyond her sphincter.


  “More,” she breathed darkly, her hips pounding into his groin with that dark sanctuary seducing him.


  He pulled himself from her cunt, the hard end of his prick pressing itself against her rear door until it released and his shaft moved easily down the long taut passage. Her body swayed in his hands, the throaty mellow sounds of pleasure issuing from her. “Ahh, more,” she directed. Her whole being seemed one with his in this slower, baser, earthier rhythm of copulation. He’d pulled the dress from her body so that her breasts swung free beneath her, and he grasped at them, held them as he moved in and out of her ass end in tempo to another rising cum. This time, he would shoot again. He could sense it coming, not furiously like the first in the limo, but slow and steady like distant thunder mounts before the storm of rain. They moved fast and slow to each other’s pace, their beat a resonant music.


  “Aaaaaaah,” she began to groan and didn’t stop.


  A guttural sound issued from his throat. He pulled her up against him, both on their knees, his hands grabbing at her flesh with mindless spontaneity. Clutching her breasts, he pinched her nipples until little utterances escaped her lips and the pain caused her to jerk against the cock in her ass. He held her hair and she screamed. Every act of her willing body sent the temperature of their fuck a higher degree… until they could stand no more.


  She exploded.


  “Fuck meeeeeee!” she roared, and in the same instant she tightened around his cock so hard that he stabbed at her violently, and beat her backside unrelentingly with his prick until for the second time that afternoon he spewed himself into Juliet Remarque.


  They fell forward, exhausted, with Jerome panting breathlessly as he held her in his arms and heaved a thousand sighs into the base of her neck. She was sweaty there, her hair matted to her glimmering olive skin. Their bodies stuck to each other as if they were glued together for eternity. He would have commingled with her forever on the quilted hotel covers. Even their breathing for a moment was one, as if his cock in her divine asshole contrived this delicious unison.


  


  The respite was brief. Juliet sent him to shower once the air around them had begun to chill their bodies, and she followed him into the bath once he finished. At the shower door, she gave him a long wet kiss and then slipped inside.


  


  A half-hour later, Jerome lounged in the living room of the suite in a terry hotel robe. He roamed through a dozen TV channels waiting for Juliet Remarque to emerge from the bedroom.


  “I think these are yours,” she said. He turned to see her with a towel covering only her cunt and ass. Her breasts were dripping with water, little rivulets making their way down her curves. Though her body looked hot, her once steamy demeanor had turned cold. “I have a date tonight with my fiancé, so I won’t be able to have dinner,” she said. “But I do think we’ve covered all the important information, now that you know every orifice I have to offer, and I know you.” She was smug and collected, and speaking with a haughtiness fit for royalty. “I don’t believe in hiding things between business partners, do you?” The question was only rhetorical. “You can call me about ten tomorrow morning and let me know about my first assignment.” Then she dropped his clothes on the couch and walked back into the bedroom, shutting the door with a decided firmness.


  “Assumptive bitch!” Jerome thought later, but it didn’t matter, he hired her anyway.


  


  In the months since, Jerome hadn’t had so much as a blowjob from her, though there was a casual closeness that would likely have not developed without that astonishing afternoon.


  How he would have loved to have screwed her again. He’d fantasized about taking her on his terms, not hers; but she’d made it clear that that wouldn’t happen, not ever. All he had of her anymore was the sumptuous view of her carefully exposed flesh, a peek at her bush and a glance at a gaping suit that revealed the hard knot of an erect nipple.


  Today, as he remembered that first meeting, her breasts were fully covered by the clinging blue knit of her dress. He could see outlines, recall what was beneath the exteriors she’d put on for him, even visualize them stripping for a hearty fuck. Yet, he knew that wouldn’t happen.


  “You use your talents well, your works reflects it,” Jerome said truly appreciative. She was excellent at what she did, her reputation had preceded her and he’d not been the least bit disappointed. Though, he was occasionally concerned for her safety. There was no way he could, without compromising himself, protect her against some of the foul men that she toyed with, especially if she chose to bed them to get the information he wanted. He did wonder if she was as wild with her assignments as she’d been with him.


  “Thank you,” she replied.


  “You know, Juliet, I’ve said this before, I think you sometimes take too many chances.”


  She looked at him with a devilish gleam. “If I didn’t take changes, I wouldn’t get results, and if I didn’t take chances it wouldn’t be any fun for me.”


  “And that’s what this is to you, fun?”


  “Of course, why do it for any other reason?”


  He was in awe. Women were not suppose to be as bold and direct as Juliet, but for him, she’d become a valuable weapon. He suspected he’d use her as long as she was willing. “So you have something special for me?” she asked.


  He peered at her, the lust rising once again in his loins, it never failed to in her presence. “How about I take you to dinner and we… ”


  “…Have a few drinks and a romp in bed,” she jumped in. “Jerome, I told you, you got it all when I started working for you. There’s nothing else to show you. Besides, it would never be that good again. I’m an open book, what more could you write on these pages?”


  He could think of many things, if she only gave him half the chance. “You’re flattering me needlessly, you little slut,”


  She laughed. “I just want to keep you happy,” she offered.


  “You know what would keep me happy,” he replied.


  “Yes, I do, Jerome, know what keeps you happy, and it’s all in dollars and cents.”


  She was smug. But she was right.


  “Then let’s get back to business,” he said, changing his tone abruptly. “I need information from a Midwest firm, a small outfit out of Chicago. They know everything that’s going on in that city and everything financial east of the Mississippi to New York …. I’ve been toying with some deals for six months, what they know could close the whole package in thirty days.”


  “Why have you waited so long?” she wondered.


  Jerome laughed. “The head of the outfit is as hard as nails, and frankly, I was afraid for you to go after him. He’s that tough.”


  “Who is he?” she asked


  Jerome paused as if he was still unsure. There was more than just a little reluctance on his part, but he was nearly desperate to have his information, even if it meant that he might be sacrificing his favorite spy.


  “You’ve got to be careful, he’s as shrewd as they come,” he warned.


  “Who is he?” she asked again, annoyed.


  He pursed his lips that tightened his otherwise handsome face into a pinched scowl that Juliet hated. Jerome was too damned dramatic sometimes.


  “Michael Caproni,” he finally said.


  “Michael Caproni, hummmm.” There was a pleasant look on her face, not quite a smile.


  “You know him?”


  “Only in passing,” she said. “More like, know of him than anything.”


  “Well, maybe that’s okay. You’ll be forewarned. Still, I hesitate sending you on this one… ” he started.


  “Hesitate, why? He’s just a man.”


  “But a dangerous one. He’s as cold as ice. There are those who wonder if he has a cock at all he’s so chilling.”


  “Well, love, all I can do is try,” she replied coyly.


  He could already sense the devious machinations of her brain, swirling about with all sorts of thoughts that were bound to be hazardous. He wondered if he wasn’t going too far this time. “Just be careful,” he said.


  “I will, my sweet, have I ever given you cause to worry before?” she asked.


  “Yes,” he pounced, his eyes flashing quickly. “All the time.”


  “You have no guts, my dear man, that’s why you need me.”


  “I have no cunt,” he replied sharply. “That’s why I need you.”


  “Just give me his file, asshole, and I’ll get you what you need.”


  Jerome handed her the manila folder, which she didn’t bother to look at. Slipping it into her purse, she left the office giving Jerome his complimentary peck on the cheek.


  Watching her leave, Jerome knew that it would only be a matter of days and he’d have his information.


  


  On the street, Juliet Remarque found the nearest public telephone and dialed the number that she knew by heart.


  “Darling,” she purred quietly to the man that answered her call. “We have him now, right where we want him. I told you Jerome would be in the palm of my hand. Now it’s time to celebrate.” She listened for a moment. “Oh, by the way, Michael,” she said just as she was about to hang up. “He told me you were dangerous.” She smiled as she spoke. “Do you think I have anything to worry about?” She began to laugh.


  On the other end of the line, Michael Caproni just chuckled. If Jerome Sebastian only knew, he thought to himself, as he listened to the sweet voice of his fiancé purring like a jungle cat in his ear.


  


  

  
57 Chevy


  


  She arises out of nowhere on a deserted stretch of road.


  Where the dry land shimmers with heat, where you can see for miles the endless ribbon of hot asphalt stretched out in front of your eyes, he sees his first glimpse of her. He thinks at first it’s a mirage, the turquoise and white Chevy, with a blonde girl sitting on its hood. But he slows from an 85 mile an hour clip to a snail’s pace just to see if she’ll vanish as soon as he approaches. He stops his battered pick-up when he realizes that she is no mere apparition.


  Like a phantom from his wet daydreams there she is, her long smooth legs dangling beyond the thin dress. Pale pink, peach and faded yellow flowers meander about the transparent fabric, while the dress barely covers her slinky limbs and her thin torso. In the light, he sees through the fine material how her large breasts are pushed against the flowers, how her waist curves, and how her hips blossom below. She parts her legs so he can see the outline of her cunt. There’s even a damp spot on the dress where she’s pressed her fingers to her hole and the juice has stained it.


  “Car broke down?” he asks.


  He squints facing the sun, raising his hand over his brow so he can see her better. Tanned arms reveal downy sunbleached hair, matching the windblown straw-colored locks that dangle in his face.


  “I think so,” she says giggling, though she doesn’t make an effort to move. “You know something about cars?” Something sensuous about her lips, he wants to move right in and kiss them.


  “Yeah, sure,” he says. He runs his hands through his hair, pushing it back, and startling blue eyes appear, framed by darker brows. His T-shirt hugs his chest, his nipples poking through as clearly as hers poke through her dress.


  He can’t help staring down at her as she bends her knees up to her chest and parts her legs wide. Where her ass meets the hood of the Chevy he can see her bare pink cunt. Caught off guard he stares beyond his embarrassment, as the sun bounces off gold rings embedded in her labia. Six, he thinks, three on either side, and one wet hole between he sees glisten in the sun.


  “You want me to look under the hood?” he asks. He hesitates, though not his cock that bobs against his denim blues. Hot—so hot he thinks it might explode.


  She giggles again and shakes her head no.


  


  She reaches between her legs, drawing the skirt up just an inch or two, and takes one ring-bedecked finger of her right hand and slips it into the small hole. Then she pulls at the piercings, drawing the labia aside so he can see the purple hue of her inner folds.


  “You can fuck me if you like,” she whispers softly. In her eyes lust drips like water from a lazy old faucet. Slowly, languidly her limbs ooze with sexual intent, drawing him into her closer, a step at a time. She sways just slightly as if she’s keeping time to music only her loins can hear.


  “You mean right here? Right now?” He shakes his head and looks down the road. “There’s a motel…” he starts.


  “Shush.” Her red puckered lips against her index finger quiet him. “I’m ready now.”


  He hesitates, but she has him on the tether of her droopy eyes. At the bumper of the Chevy, he reaches out with his thick well-used hands to part her thighs further. He gazes down between them while she smiles.


  His hands, more impulsive than his reason, reach out and grab her hips to pull them close. Fingers at his zipper open the fly and withdraw his cock. It bobs momentarily in his hand, the last bit of hesitation. With the nod of her head as approval, he throws away logic and presses himself into her opening—that small place expanding with eager welcome around the throbbing organ.


  “Ah, yes,” she murmurs softly as she lies back against the hood of the car while he pulls her groin tight to his and begins to thrust. With her arms reaching out to either side of her like she’s grabbing bed sheets beneath her, she’s laid out for him like some vision of womanhood sent from the gods. He drinks in her sex as if he’s gulping wine. Her writhing torso gyrates her cunt. She moans, whimpers and jerks so hard he thinks she’ll jerk him out. She comes. He knows that by the way her inner muscles squeeze down hard. But she’s much too quick for him. He’s still on the rise about to feel himself splash over that erotic edge. He hopes she’ll let him finish but she opens her eyes.


  “My ass,” she says, now more like a dragon breathing fire than the sumptuous siren rising from the desert. Drawing up her legs so that his prick pulls out, he sees the shiny metal rings that thread through her vaginal lips. He feels them because he’s never felt anything like it before—some mark of sexual power, or obedience—or both. Perhaps they’re one in the same. A tug at the forward rings and she cries softly. “My ass,” she repeats, and she turns her hips so she’s lying face down on the old Chevy’s hood, her ass bare, ready for him.


  “In your ass?” he questions.


  She hisses her reply and parts her legs, her feet on the bumper, so he can see the target easily, that puckering hole already wet with juice that was dripping from her cunt.


  His fingers slide in first as he draws more of her dew from its fountain source below. When they slip easily in and out he moves in closer and presses the hard head of his cock against what seems to be a tiny hole. He watches it expand as he forces the thick stalk beyond the opening door. Her backdoor scent, that odd perfume of earth and darkness and diabolical things, transports him back in time to his darkest sexual hours. He’s no longer in the desert screwing a curious enchantress, but in a place where lecherous men fuck reckless whores.


  “Yes, god yes,” she cries in muted tones barely audible to his ears. Her pulsing rhythms draw him inside her, the sensation profound. More. She clamors for more, thrashing about on the hood of the car, demanding his prick go deep, demanding that he pick up the pace so that his balls slap against her ass, so that he must grab her flesh and hold on tight.


  “My cunt,” she groans.


  Her meaning clear, it’s his fingers that find the lips and hole and the dangling metal. It’s his fingers that tug hard, that jerk the rings and pinch her clit. But it’s his cock that feels the benefit when her body explodes for a second time.


  She gasps for breath, exhausted, but unable to stop the rollicking gyrations. She squeezes hard and his own gut wrenches. With a final thrust, he shoots.


  


  Laid out. Spread eagle. Face down on the Chevy, he sees her breathing an even measured breath. He dabs his cock on the back of her thigh and then puts it back inside his jeans.


  The transparent dress is bunched about her waist, while her wasted bottom remains in its lazy repose, showing signs of a good fuck—where he’d held her flesh tightly and kneaded it until it turned red. The color will fade soon, but for the moment, her bottom is a fine thing to look at. He parts her ass cheeks one last time with his fingers to see where he’d impaled her.


  “Your car didn’t need fixing, did it?” he asks her.


  “Hummm,” is the only sound he hears from her.


  “Shall I go?” he wonders aloud.


  “Ooo, no,” she suddenly finds her real voice. “Just one last thing.” She turns about. “Your lips,” she says pointing down to her pierced lower lips.


  “My lips?” he questions, and she nods yes.


  With a shrug and a smile he accommodates her again, his tongue doing a dance about the rings and flesh and warm wet hole, until she shrieks with her muted voice one more time and then goes limp. Falling back against the hood of the Chevy, she looks as if she’ll melt into the metal.


  


  The sun, once so high above, droops low, as if it’s been hours that have past. He could swear that their fuck took only minutes, but the facts belie that. The shadows on the surrounding mountains have been altered by the time of day. So long, they stretch across the desert like sulking phantoms. He notes the hour hand on his watch, staring at it as if something has gone awry. It’s late, much too late. And yet, the second hand ticks off the seconds as it always has, and he knows that somehow he’s lost reality under the spell of the woman lingering on her 57 Chevy.


  “Can I help you up?” he asks her.


  She’s on her side, her long thighs pressed together so that he can barely see the glistening rings, though they still peek at him. With her blonde head resting on her thin white arm she looks at peace. A coy smirk reminds him how she greeted him, though now she’s naked. Her dress, somehow discarded, lies in the dust beside the car, as if it belonged there.


  “No,” she answers him, “I think I’ll rest awhile.”


  Any other lone woman on a lonely road, he’d never leave like this; but this one knows what she wants and he doesn’t argue. There’s little way to say goodbye. No thought of meeting again. He wouldn’t even know how to ask since she belongs to another world.


  Walking back to the pick-up truck he climbs inside, all the while staring at her smiling face. Pulling into the highway, he drives by slowly for one last look at her silky white shape and the hint of gold between her legs. Lying there, as if she has nothing better to do than shag strangers in a barren desert, she waves him on with a happy grin. And he takes off.


  A little remorse, a little pang of fear grips him in that first instant down the road. He’s left her too quickly. He should have made sure her car would start. A girl, any girl has no business on this deserted stretch of asphalt. He thinks the thoughts, sure he should turn back. But then all that concern disappears. One look in the rear view mirror, he sees the truth.


  She’s gone.


  


  No turquoise and white 57 Chevy.


  No girl, no cunt, no glistening gold, no sensuous limbs.


  She’s gone.


  It hasn’t been minutes since he left her side, it’s only been seconds and she’s gone, disappeared into the ethers of the heat. Where? He’s not about to ask. Shaking his head, he moves on, guns the engine on the truck and heads off toward the purple sky.


  


  ***
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