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Part One






"I can't believe you are just throwing this
in my lap like this," I said into the phone.

The voice coming back to me was soothing but
unapologetic. "Look, Sammy, I'm sick as hell. I've got a fever. I'm
sick. You want to come to my apartment and take my temperature?
What do you want me to do? We're a team. We pick up each other’s
slack. Right now that means that you have to get to the airport
with the limo."

"I just mean, why did you decide to get sick
today? Honestly, Laura, this is ridiculous," I pleaded.

"What? You don't want to meet Adrian Caspari?
You aren't curious to see the great Swiss social theorist in the
flesh?"

"Well, I mean of course I -"

"Exactly, so get your cute little ass down
there and stop pulling this guilt trip on me."

"I mean, why was this cut so close? Don't I
even have time to run home and change? I'm not dressed for
this."

"Sorry, Sammy, this is not bullshit time.
I've been trying to get over there but I just can't. The flight
touches down in less than half an hour and if he doesn't have a
sweet young face there to smile at him when he gets off the plane,
he's going to think we're being inhospitable. Do you know how much
the Winthrop Foundation is paying to have him lecture at the
convention? So again, it's terminal D, gate 12. The limo should be
parked out on Brattle Street waiting for you as we speak." And
Laura hung up without listening to my final pleading murmurs.

I stood up and walked to the mirror on the
door of my office. I looked like hell. Everything was unflattering.
After a two minute intervention with the emergency kit of
foundation and mascara from the bottom drawer of my desk,
tastefully applied I thought, I was no longer quite such a monster.
Nevertheless, I was still dismayingly underdressed in a short skirt
and a white blouse cut entirely too low for this unexpected
assignment. Hours should have gone into choosing just the right
taste and feel for my outfit for this sort of thing, but instead it
was my bad luck that this was all happening deep into my laundry
rotation.

Lately, I seemed to find less and less time
to go out in the evenings. As a result, I went through my most
professional attire first. After a couple weeks I would find myself
in increasingly questionable outfits until I could take it no
longer and made a trip to the laundromat. I had been very close to
the breaking point yesterday evening, but had made the fateful
decision to neglect my personal needs as seemed happening more and
more often these days. The only semi-conservative aspect to my
outfit was a business jacket I had happened to throw on, colored a
deep and very flattering maroon that brought out the natural
highlights of my blond hair. With the jacket buttoned all the way,
I could almost stomach my looming encounter with the Nobel
laureate.

Down on the street I met the driver standing
in front of the car.

"Thought for a moment no one was showing up,"
he muttered as I hopped in the front.

"Oh keep quiet," I shot back. "This isn't
what I expected I'd be doing today."

"Obviously," he agreed, and started the
engine.

I ignored that and stared at the city going
by. A thought struck me. "I don't know what he looks like," I
confessed to the driver.

"Well then write his name on one of those
pieces of cardboard under the seat."

I pulled one out and began to trace the
letters. "This is mortifying," I muttered. "This is the quickest
way I can think of to offend him. How do you spell Caspari?"

"I just drive the car."

I swore a couple times under my breath,
assumed it was spelled the way it sounded, and swallowed hard as
the car angled off the highway and onto the airport approachway.
Once we were inside I exercised the privileges of my marginally
higher pay-grade and made the driver hold up the sloppily lettered
sign. My eyes restlessly swept the crowds in front of us and I
found myself periodically holding my breath in anticipation of the
moment when a face, some face, would come forward and claim the
name on the sign, Caspari. It was a name I had first heard in a
college lecture hall and had first read in a textbook. I hoped my
pronunciation was correct, at the very least. Periodically I found
a possible suspect, but each one turned aside disinterestedly. I
anticipated graying hair, maybe a beard, and a distinguished
mannerism. Perhaps there would be a touch of arrogance, as well. If
I were him, I would probably be arrogant. Was his Nobel in Peace or
Literature? I couldn't even remember now.

"I have a welcoming party," a warm voice,
slightly accented, said to the driver.

I swung my head around and caught sight of
him. His face was much younger than I expected, perhaps in his
mid-thirties, with a kind smile and a well-defined jaw. His eyes
were a radiant blue, intense and immediate and engaged. His hair
was a glossy charcoal and cut to medium length, resting lightly on
his forehead. His build was lean within a well-tailored sports
jacket and thin grey slacks, and he moved over to join us with an
easy grace in his step that was far different than anything I had
anticipated.

"Mr. Caspari," I said without completely
masking my surprise.

"Let's leave it at Adrian," he disagreed in
his vaguely French intonation. "If you waste all your breath on my
name, we will hardly be able to make conversation."

He moved closer to clasp my hand. "It is a
pleasure to meet you -” He broke off inquiringly. His grip was firm
and assured but gentle, and his left hand alighted on my wrist for
the briefest of moments, cool and ghostly. I could not remember
when I had last seen a man so handsome. But that did not mean so
much, for all I knew it had been months since I had met a new man
outside of the office at all. I breathed in deeply of a masculine
scent infused with soap and rich leather, and found myself lost in
his eyes and begging him silently not to end that simple contact.
And then he stepped back.

"Samantha Vichy," I answered.

"Ah," he said and cast a brief surveying
glance over me, taking in at once my tightly buttoned jacket and my
skirt extending only to mid-thigh. The skin tingled under his gaze.
"A French name. I see I have flown across an ocean to little
consequence." His tone was playful. "Perhaps that is not so bad.
But I spoke to a different woman on the phone, I think."

"Yes," I agreed slightly breathlessly. "I'm
afraid Ms. Parcells has come down with a touch of illness this
morning."

The radiant eyes clouded with sympathy. "I
hope it is not too serious."

"No, I don't think so," I said.

"Ah, that is good. Then I will not feel so
guilty to enjoy your company."

My heart leapt but my smile was shy. I was
still set aback by the unexpected warmth and vitality of his
manner, the force of his charisma. "Was everything alright on the
flight - ?" I paused, struggling between my desire to call him by
his preferred address and my terror at speaking to him with what I
still felt was inappropriate familiarity.

"Yes, thank you. It was a very delightful
trip. One of great benefits of being Swiss is that one must always,
pretending necessity, fly over the Alps in order to get anyplace. I
would fly for no other reason than such breathtaking views. But
here I am boasting about my home country. You will learn I am not
truly such a nationalist and so you will forgive me, I think. Is
there a car?"

I led him out of the terminal lobby and
towards the limo, a pace ahead of him. I was very self-conscious of
my posture and stride as we walked. Do not sway too obviously, I
told myself, but my body was responding to his eyes on me, yearning
to catch his interest, to impress him. If I could only hear a
breath of admiration, a low inhalation of surprise. At the limo, I
opened the door for him and leaned imperceptibly towards him,
inhaling again of his aroma and hoping for an incidental contact,
perhaps just a brush of his elbow across my stomach or a thankful
hand on my wrist.

I caught myself. What was I doing? I was
losing my head, is what I was doing. I was being disarmed by his
easy manner, his openness and warmth, but I could not afford to
forget who he was and who I was. I was to be more reserved. Be more
reserved, I told myself. To think of him as a man, a man with a
body no less, was frighteningly inappropriate, chillingly
inappropriate. And yet, in spite of this resolve, I could not help
but cast my eyes over him as he bent forward into the limo. The
grey slacks sat somewhat snugly over admirable buttocks, taut and
sculpted round.

My growing awareness of his body only
heightened my consciousness of my own. As I sat down across from
him I crossed my legs very tightly, painfully aware of how much
skin I was presenting to him. I lowered my eyes, desperately
wondering whether his gaze was exploring me but embarrassed to look
him in the face.

"And what is our first stop?" he asked after
a minute. "I was told that I am expected at the conference at
four."

"We are going to check you into the hotel," I
said. "I can only imagine how exhausted you must be after flying
through the night."

He waved his hand impatiently. "It is
nothing. I do not pay attention to it anymore. Sometimes it feels
as if all I do is fly from here to there, and all anyone expects of
me is to be tired. I am used to it. It has been months since I had
a moment to do real work, and being treated like I must be
exhausted only makes me feel the itch to be productive all the
more. Instead I fly around and talk in front of people, as if I
were the only one with important things to say." He caught himself
and released the sudden frustration, turning to me with. "Perhaps
we might stop somewhere. I have not eaten."

"It wouldn't be a problem at all to stop.
What did you have in mind?"

He shrugged. "Somewhere quiet, I think. What
I want is someplace that is quiet and intimate, someplace that does
not remind me of an airport."

"There is a place I know not too far out of
our way," I said. "It is only crowded in the evenings."

"Good," he approved. "You seem to me like a
woman of good taste that I once knew. Perhaps I am wrong, but you
have a persuasive air about you. We will trust this suggestion of
yours."

Again my chest leapt at his words, and with
eager obedience I lowered the partition and relayed the location to
the driver.

As I did so, Adrian leaned forward and began
removing his sport coat. Beneath it lay a shirt that offered a
better hint at his physique: lithely muscular, compact and
devotedly maintained. He rolled his sleeves up off a pair of
hardened forearms that tapered into elegantly broad wrists. The
sight brought me to study his hands again. They seemed powerful
despite their long-fingered delicacy.

"It is quite warm in this car," he observed.
"It is because all limos are painted black. A stupid idea, to ask
so much of the air-conditioning unnecessarily. Too much money can
make anyone impractical, I think sometimes. Wouldn't you care to
take off your jacket? I would be quite uncomfortable if I were
you."

"No, that's quite alright," I said, sitting
up a little taller.

"Are you sure?" He seemed genuinely
concerned, but his face also betrayed a hint of amusement.

"Yes, I am quite fine," I insisted, conscious
of the sweat collecting under my arms and breasts and running
lightly down my side. Moments passed as we listened to the sounds
of the highway and I absently fanned my face with a hand. When he
saw the motion, the amusement faded away and a genuine sympathy
overtook him.

"You are the assistant they send out to make
their guests feel comfortable, aren't you? Samantha?"

And at the sound of my name I had to look up,
meeting those eyes alight with intelligence and patient intensity.
"Yes," I replied after a moment, flustered. "If there's anything I
can get you -"

"No, that is all right. I only mean, how can
I be comfortable if I see that you are not comfortable? Please, I
can see you perspiring. You should take off your jacket and not
seem so intimidated. If you continue to sit so stiffly, you will do
harm to your spine. This very thing happened to a friend of mine.
He was too stiff. It is alright. I will not bite. I am told that I
am a nice man." His smile was warmly entreating, disarming even,
and I laughed a little in spite of myself.

"I'm sorry. I'm not always so formal. It's
just that I'm not typically the one who handles people like you - I
mean, who, you know, helps the people brought in to speak at the
conventions. You have quite a reputation."

"Ah yes," he agreed. "Although one's fame
might come from what he thinks at the time are good things, even
the best reputations can have undesired consequences. Please, we
are friends now, you and I. I name us friends. I am Adrian and you
are Samantha, and we are two people sitting in a stifling car, are
we not? That is one of the many ways in which we are not so
different."

I smiled gratefully at him, but was still
embarrassed to reveal what was under the jacket. And yet, he had
asked so nicely, so innocently. How could I refuse? I would not
refuse. If he wanted my jacket off, I would take my jacket off for
him. I widened my smile and then looked away with feigned
nonchalance. I began with the bottom button very deliberately, my
flair for the dramatic coming through in that most inappropriate of
moments.

At first he had been looking out the window
but he had glanced distractedly back inside the compartment and now
I could feel him following my movements with an imperfectly
disguised interest. He was not the model of professional affability
after all, it seemed. When I reached the top button, the cloth was
tight against the clasp. My eyes flickered to his face for an
instant as my thumb and forefinger gripped the button and slipped
it through its hole, allowing my jacket to fall open. My breasts,
though they were not so large within my blouse, breathed outwards
towards him under the release of tension.

The air was cool on the skin of my upper
chest. Refusing to look down, my eyes fixed with careful
indifference out the back window. I reconstructed in my mind's eye
the image from my office mirror that morning. I imagined what he
must be seeing as I felt his eyes roving over my body with
increasing license. Half my breasts were out in the open like some
floozy’s at a bar as I sat alone before a Nobel laureate in the
limo. A slow and mortifying blush rose to my cheeks. How on earth
had I been comfortable wearing this to work in the first place?

And yet, there were parts of me, very loud
parts of me, that could not thank my negligence enough. It was
incredibly arousing to feel his eyes wandering across my
over-exposed body, the sexual tension almost palpable in the air
but left totally unvoiced. Warm blood continued to rise to my
cheeks as I felt his gaze wander across me. The skin before his
eyes tingled almost gratefully.

In the silence of the limo I could feel my
pulse in my ears as loudly as if it were swells breaching against
the car windows. With each passing moment of silence, more of that
blood seemed to be flowing into my groin and less into my head. Out
of the corner of my eye I studied him intensely, hungrily, even as
I remained conscious of my own body and sensations. He shifted
position, sliding down in the seat involuntarily and his pants
bunched and tightened against his crotch which I was so desperately
and futilely attempting not to stare at. I discerned his penis
through the cloth, visibly growing, long and thick and pressed
against the side of his left thigh. I could tell that he was
circumcised.

I glanced down in spite of myself and saw my
hard nipples clearly visible through my top. He seemed unable to
look away, and I could see each pulse that swelled his cock. I was
silently begging him to say something - I did not know what.
Perhaps he did not need to say anything at all. No explanation or
pretense was necessary at this point. Maybe he would simply reach
across the compartment and rip off my clothes and allow me to
remove his. It did not feel like they were concealing anything, so
what was the difference? Everything was at least half in view. If
only he would tear the cloth off that cock and thrust it into me,
let me feel those pulses within me rather than watch them from this
maddening distance. My pussy was ready, wet and throbbing. I had
uncrossed my legs at some point. My God, he didn't need to say
anything. Didn't he see that? I might as well be naked,
masturbating in front of him on the leather seat of this limo. I
saw his eyes wander up my inner thigh and I raised my legs up on
tiptoes to oblige his view under my skirt. If only his line of
vision were some physical object, penetrating that overheating
region. Perhaps I should yell for him. What did I care? There was
only one need in the universe. Right then, only one thing
mattered.

It seemed like an eternity, but perhaps it
was only 30 seconds, that we sat across from each other in that
silence, each of our sex organs red and engorged for the other
person's benefit, ignoring the pleas of their respective brains as
well as any attempt of our clothing to obscure them. We were two
trains that had been hijacked, he and I, and our breathing was
halting. But without further escalation, the swells of desire began
to subside.

"That is a lovely blouse," he complimented me
after a minute. "If you were embarrassed by it you shouldn't have
been."

I wiped my face with a sleeve, my temperature
lowering. "And yet I don't feel any cooler for taking off the
jacket."

He laughed lightly. "We must be almost to
this restaurant of yours, yes? We will find ourselves more relaxed
there."

"And afterwards we have to be sure to get you
checked into the hotel before the convention begins," I said,
trying through my slight confusion to turn the topic to the
business of the day.

He only looked at me, amusement playing
across his features. Was I so transparent? Even in my attempts to
sound professional could he tell I wanted to jump on him? It had
been a simple suggestion, necessary business even. It was my
assignment, for Christ's sakes. I wasn't asking him to a hotel. He
had to check in. Why did I feel so naked before this man and why
was the feeling so uniquely thrilling? Was his recognition of my
intent - what intent? I demanded of myself - was that recognition
approval? But no, it couldn't have been. That brief moment, that
uncategorizeable sexual experience of a moment ago, was clearly as
far as he would let things go. It was just a titillating brush of
our respective desires, passing in the night and afforded no
further purchase. But as control and level-headedness returned to
me, the even more troubling question presented itself: had he even
shared it with me? Or had I made a fool of myself?

That was the better question. Never mind
whether he would let things go any further. How had I lost my head
so entirely? I almost resented him for it, but that was absurd,
childish, and I rejected the instinct. I was angry with myself for
whatever had just happened. That was all. I was embarrassed,
certainly. Spreading my legs for him like that, lifting them up in
the back of the limo. Hot shame was replacing my heated desire. If
only I had not taken that step, the one action that surpassed what
could be defended as respectable behavior. I felt like a girl,
suddenly and unexpectedly as unequal to my urges as I had been in
high school.




Part Two






It must have been almost noon when the limo
parked in front of the restaurant. It was a little bistro a few
blocks off the main west town drag on a quiet avenue called NW
Beaumont. I had always liked it, though it was not a place I could
afford very often. The menu was short but without weakness and the
food was always beautifully laid out on their heavy porcelain
flatware. Because it was still April and the noon sun was not
directly overhead, the facade stood dappled in shade from the oak
trees along the opposite sidewalk.

Adrian Caspari exited the limo first and
turned to offer me a hand. I raised myself out of the low-set
compartment and again I felt a tingle spider up my arm as I pressed
lightly down into his gentle grip and my fingers traced across his
wide palm. The jacket I left behind, crumpled on the seat where I
had not had the presence of mind to fold it. He closed his eyes and
breathed deeply. His face was a picture of quiet satisfaction in
the pleasant air and before the inviting smells of the bistro. Such
exquisite features he had.

"Yes," he said. "This is very good, Samantha.
I have been too long in crowds of people. I'm glad that you knew
this place."

What thrills he could send through my chest
with such an off-hand compliment. Surely he was the pinnacle of
taste in all things, I thought. His opinion at that moment carried
more weight for me than all else in the world put together. I only
comprehended his judgment. I only yearned for his praise. "Shall we
go inside?" I asked, even as I silently repeated to myself, be more
reserved, keep your head straight.

When the maitre d' led us to a small table
set away from the front, Adrian looked at it in good-natured
consternation. "Perhaps you have somewhere less underfoot?" He
asked as he offered a bill to the man. "I thought to myself as we
stood outside that in such a calming neighborhood, an enterprising
business would be sure to have a small garden. How happy it would
make us if I have perceived correctly."

To my surprise, the man considered it a
moment and then nodded. He disappeared into the kitchen and soon
emerged with a folded tablecloth over one arm, beckoning that we
follow him. He led us out through a recessed door and into a small
courtyard. The center of the courtyard was cobbled with slate and
all around the stone were broad ferns, interspersed in the sunnier
places by mixes of herb plants. The scents of parsley, rosemary,
and lavender wafted gently through the open air. A bare table sat
in the center, and a busboy emerged behind us carrying two chairs
and menus as the maitre d' spread the white tablecloth and smoothed
it to the corners. Adrian helped me into a chair before taking his
own.

He eyed the wine menu and sighed with joking
theatricality. "The imperialism of Bordeaux is a scourge the world
over," he said. "Let us have mountain grapes, I often wish. But I
think we will be alright." He pointed to one of the lines on the
paper, and the maitre d' nodded and disappeared. "I was once told
an old Basque legend," he explained to me when the man was gone,
"that to say the name of a wine before drinking it is to rob it of
its power as an aphrodisiac. What a charming notion, I thought at
the time. I have not uttered the name of a wine since. Even," he
continued with eyes alight, "when I dined alone with the old
foreign minister of Portugal."

"But wines often have such beautiful names,"
I objected.

"All the better, then, that they be left
unspoken," he said, "a ghost on the lips, an unmet desire in the
ear. All through the meal, the whisper is emanating from the glass,
just as the sound of the ocean trickles quietly from a shell."

"You fancy yourself quite a poet for a man
not speaking his native language," I remarked. "How did you know
that this garden would be here?"

"Ah, that." He slyly laid a finger to the
side of his nose. "A man of the world is always in his element," he
answered cryptically, "and he will never reveal all of his secrets
for risk of spoiling the fun." He frowned as he read the forced
reserve of my expression. "But you are becoming tired of my little
jokes. I do not blame you. I am sometimes too playful." His frown
had become a teasing smile. "What an irritating man I can be. Very
well, businesslike Samantha, let us talk of real things. Let us be
straightforward and serious. We will discuss ourselves, as serious
people."

"I am not so serious," I protested
indignantly, losing grip of my composure for a moment.

"On the contrary," he said. "You are surely
the most serious person I have ever met. So reserved and
professional, offering no hint of who she is after the end of the
work day. Am I made to dine with a robot? Who is the Samantha who
might come here with her friends on a Saturday? That is what I want
to know. On what serendipitous occasion did our Samantha chance
upon this bistro in search of a pleasant meal? Who is this
Samantha, dare I ask, who might come here with a man?"

"Are you always so forward with company
representatives when you are on a lecture tour?"

"Aha," he said, turning to a tall fern beside
him and putting an arm around it in mock camaraderie. "Do you hear
how she says she is not so serious, and then refers to herself in
conversation as a company representative? Even a plant can see the
humor in that, I don't doubt."

I bit my lip and looked at him in
good-natured reproach, and he smiled.

The wine arrived in the hands of a brunette
waitress. It was a full bottle for the two of us but I did not
comment on it. We placed our orders and the woman left. I saw
Adrian's eyes run over her as she walked away and a surge of
illogical jealousy flushed my face.

"Alright," I said almost possessively. "What
do you want to know?"

"Tell me where are you are from, Samantha.
Tell me of a place that I have never been, and as only you know it,
so that when we part I will carry something that the rest of the
world can never possess."

"Well, I'm from a little town not very far
from here, called West Lincoln."

"West Lincoln," he repeated, the name made
intoxicating and unfamiliar by his melodious accent. "And tell me
what is your favorite time of year in West Lincoln."

"Ah, the autumn I guess," I said after
considering it. "I have always loved the moment as September ends
when that first breath of crisp air cuts through the last lingering
dust of the summer. It would run like the clearest water across my
arms and face as I stood in the yard, sharp and ever so faintly
musty. You could smell the leaves beginning to turn, and the
sunlight seemed to have become a shade paler and a shade more
delicate as it glanced off the second floor windows of our house
with the shutters thrown open after storm season."

"Love," he repeated likewise. "That is good.
That is not so professional a word. Now I too love this picture
that you paint for me. And what else?"

"Well a couple weeks later," I went on, "when
it is not only the smell of the leaves that has changed but their
color also, the entire street seems as though it is on fire. The
leaves of each branch possess their own unique color: some of them
burgundy, some of them pale yellow, and some of them the fiercest
oranges I have ever seen anywhere. I used to walk down the path
behind my home with whoever would go with me, every day or even
more often. There was a boy I thought I loved who I used to walk
with. He will always come to my mind when I think of those
branches, though he is not brought to my mind by much else these
days. Sometimes I am jealous of him, that he has somehow claimed
those images in my mind as his own. He does not deserve them."

"This too I understand," he said quietly.

I looked off over the slate stones and
self-consciously shifted in my chair. A thread from my skirt
snagged on its iron decorations, and the sight of the skimpy
garment brought back the hot shame of the limo. A full image of
myself, my crotch and breasts hanging in the breeze, an image of
all that he had seen and perceived of me in the past hour, flooded
back into my mind. The urge to resent him for it returned and I
could not banish it. My eyes lifted from the slate stones to meet
his gaze, my timidity banished for a moment. "You have me talking
too much," I said. "Won't you tell me a little something about
yourself, in exchange for what you get out of me?"

"But I find it so boring to talk about
myself. I am not interested in myself. You are very selfish,
Samantha, to want us to talk about me in this way. Is that all you
will give me? Just an image of you among the leaves, to tantalize
me?"

"For the moment," I replied with mocking
aloofness. "I do not give anything away without some form of
repayment."

"Yes," he said. "This I understand. You are a
reserved woman. That is good, sometimes. Perhaps there are times
when it is not so good, if you do not also know how to be
unreserved." He reached forward and refilled our glasses, the
bottle made to appear very small and delicate within his hands.
"Very well," he said. "You may ask me what you want and I will
answer. And yet, I have a condition. You must ask me by name. I
know you have been avoiding saying it. Even now you are too
serious. You still think it is not your place to say it. Say
'Adrian, I have a question.' 'Adrian, this is what I am curious
about.' If you say this then we are truly here, enjoying each
other’s company, and I will answer without reservation."

"Alright, Adrian," I said, exploring the
sound at little above a whisper. The syllables thrilled me though
for my pride I sought to hide the fact. "You are so interested in
personal lives. Tell me about your own. Are you respectable? Are
you a family man?"

His expression took on a slightly wistful
caste. "I suspect, perhaps, that I could be such a man. It is not
infrequently on my thoughts. But I am not. I do not have a family
of my own."

My face broke, showing my surprise. "What?
You're not married?"

"I was, when I was younger. For a very brief
time, to a very remarkable woman."

"What happened?"

His eyes were sorrowful. "I was ambitious and
I was young. I was so very ambitious, as one can be only when so
very young. You seem to me a very intelligent woman, Samantha. It
is intelligent women who understand ambition, I think. Surely you
understand me when I say that I was hungry for everything that I
did not possess. I was too aware of my own potential, and hungry to
achieve it. The hunger was such that I did not spare a thought for
what I already had. I neglected everything that had been given to
me, never weighing it against the value of the things I thought I
wanted. Such is always the mistake of extreme youth, is it not?
Perhaps you know what I am talking about."

"And she left you?"

"Yes. I thought it a very cruel irony, in the
moment. I was possessed with the study of human society, analyzing
it from a bird's eye view to the minutest detail. I have been
widely lauded for my ability to do so. I have written book after
book devoted to human behavior. I was once even called the most
perceptive man in the world by an over-enthusiastic supporter. But
it is all statistics and probabilities. It is all tendencies and
common instincts. It is built on nothing but sparse case studies. I
continue to find, and found on that occasion to my deepest injury,
that humans are at their least predictable, their most inscrutable,
when taken as individuals. You are blind, my wife said to me when
she left. And blind I was. For three years there was not a day that
went by that I did not curse myself for that blindness. These days
it is not quite so often, but it is often enough."

He spread his hand out to smooth the white
cloth on the table, a ripple of fabric running before his fingers
as though a wave off the prow of a ship. In impulsive sympathy, I
reached out a hand and laid it atop his. He took my hand in his own
with slight surprise, and held it up just off the table and gazed
at it.

"It is perhaps the stupidest thing I have
ever done, Samantha. It is very stupid indeed to forget the love of
the people around you, to lay emotion aside for career and lay
passion aside for intellect. All of those small decisions to
neglect one thing in favor of another far less important came from
the basest stupidity. It is not something I shall ever do again.
When you find yourself alone, you are reminded of the wisdom in a
simple human touch, surpassing what you will find in the most
prestigious meeting rooms. No, I will never again forget that."

He brought his other hand and caressed the
back of mine, his face still touched with a pensive regret. The
gentle musicality of his voice and vibrations from the soft brush
of skin upon skin swirled through me. Perhaps it was the wine. I
was not myself. I was not in myself, nor in the courtyard. I was
adrift, staring into his eyes and listening to his words. My heart
was beating to this rhythm of his, so unlike that of anyone I had
ever met before.

"But Samantha," he said with some surprise,
"you are trembling. Have you gone so quickly gone from hot to
cold?"

"No," I said. "I'm not cold."

"That is good, then. You seem such a fragile
thing, in a moment like this. I could not bear the thought of your
discomfort." He reached out that hand and brushed my cheek lightly.
All other body parts ceased to exist for that all too brief
instant.

"I think it's the wine," I said clumsily.

"Wine can be a powerful thing," he granted,
"but surely you give it too much credit." He considered me, a look
of tenderness upon his face. "And yet, you are very young. Perhaps
it is the wine. We will eat, and it will not be so strong."

I flushed, even as I felt grateful to him. I
was behaving as though I were a teenager. He was gracious to allow
me the excuse of the wine, but I suspect we both knew it was not
entirely true. When the waitress reappeared with our lunch, I
relaxed in the reprieve from his undivided attention even as parts
of me resented it. And yet on this occasion, apart from saying a
brief thank you to her, his eyes did not leave me. I reveled in
that petty triumph more than I should have.

We had both ordered light sandwiches and
although we continued to talk as we ate, the meal did not take long
to finish. I barely noticed what I was tasting and often simply
struggled to swallow bites down my dry throat. Adrian complimented
the food politely but otherwise seemed to focus equally little
attention on it. The waitress returned with the check, and he laid
several bills in her hand.

She began to return two of the bills to him,
but he waved her away. "Perhaps it would be wiser for you to hold
onto them," he said. "One can never know when such things might be
of use."

She impulsively embraced him and then fled
from the courtyard.

After watching her go, he returned his
attention to me, a mischievous twinkle within the vivid blue of his
eyes. "Isn't it strange to think a person can bring such happiness
into the world with such a little gesture?" The thought lingered on
his face for a moment, and then was allowed to slip away and we
stood up from the table. "And what now, Samantha? What is to be
next, my serious Samantha? Are we to rush to the convention,
stopping only long enough to shout my name to the hotel clerk
through an open car window?"

I looked down to examine my watch
regretfully. When I looked up, Adrian had moved around the table to
stand closer to me. Again his scent filled my nostrils and deepened
the intoxicating effect of his presence.

"It is already one-thirty," I breathed
apologetically, fighting to voice the unpleasant fact.

He placed a hand gently on my wrist and
guided it so he could see my watch as well. "So it seems," he
agreed quietly. "Does that make us so short on time?"

"Well, unless there is anything else," I
said, hating myself for saying it. "It would be good to get you to
the conference with a little time to spare, to allow you some
preparation."

"I admire this practicality of yours,
Samantha. It is a good thing so much of the time." He lowered my
wrist and again brushed his fingers across my cheek. He was
standing very close. "But sometimes, do you not find that you do
not want to be practical? Do you not sometimes hate the practical
course of action?"

A gentle breeze seemed to be stirring very,
very far away. My face was only inches from his. "Isn't it just
something we all have to be?" I asked at nothing but a whisper.
"How can we look after ourselves if we are not - practical? How can
we sure that events will proceed in the right direction?"

"Sometimes," he said, his lips now almost
brushing against mine with the words, "I find something happens of
its own accord, something in the right direction, that no one need
control. All we must do is embrace it."

And his lips met mine in full, strong and
sensuous. I inhaled through my nose at the unexpected intensity of
the sensation. His hands moved to cradle my head as his tongue
entered me and caressed me, entwined with mine and curled sinuously
against my teeth. Our bodies were pressed against each other, and I
could feel the lean muscularity of his frame. I stroked his hair,
felt the muscles of his neck, and traced the contours of his back.
I reached down and cupped his buttocks, reveling in the perfect
firmness. How could this man have such an incredible body? I could
feel his cock pressed against my abdomen through our respective
clothing.

I did nothing for a moment, simply reveling
in the sensation of that pressure just below my belly-button. I
felt the head throbbing rhythmically with the same pulse as ran
through his lips where they moved against mine. The wetness in my
pussy was increasing obediently to the pounding instructions of the
penis only inches away from it.

"Not here," I moaned at last, finally tearing
myself away. "The hotel."

He moved his lips along my throat and then
pressed his face into my hair. His breath was hot against my skin.
"Yes," he said. "This is practicality that I like."

I laughed, almost as much from exhilaration
and adrenaline as the lovable jest in his tone. Time still seemed
to be moving at half speed and yet there was still too little time
to process what was happening. Part of me did not understand how I
could suggest that we separate, no matter how short the
interval.

"It's not a long drive," I assured him as
well as myself.

"I know already that it is much, much too
long," he disagreed.

As though moving through water, I pulled
myself out of his grasp. My skirt had begun to hike up from the
friction, and I straightened it and took several deep breaths.
"Come," I said.

I took his hand and led him back through the
restaurant, revealing to him the immediate possessiveness of my
affection. Before the door out to the street, I released his hand
and smoothed the front of my blouse. It was better that the driver
not know anything. I could give him some reason for accompanying
Adrian into the hotel when the time came. For good measure, I
inspected Adrian's appearance as well, but I needn't have. He
looked as immaculate as when I had first seen him, the collar and
cuffs of his shirt still crisp against his lightly tanned skin. His
blazer still sat in the back seat of the limo, folded neatly in
contrast to my own wrinkled jacket.

I bent down to enter the limo in front of
Adrian and he squeezed my buttock playfully. He was an impatient
one. I signaled to the driver to take us to the hotel, and then
resealed the partition.

We sat looking at each other in anticipation
and now undisguised desire as the limo pulled away from the curb.
Adrian spread his knees and patted his thigh, inviting me into his
lap. After a final, nervous glance at the limo partition to be
absolutely sure it was sealed, I slid across the compartment to
alight on his knee at first, and then slid closer until our bodies
were once again pressed against each other and our lips could
rejoin. After a passionate exchange, he leaned forward and kissed
the tops of my breasts. After so much of the past two hours spent
in various states of sexual anticipation, almost any contact was
enough to send electricity through my body. I imagined my heartbeat
must be loud enough for him to hear. Again my nipples became stiff
and visible through the blouse, and he teased them gently through
the fabric with his fingers.

My breathing was becoming halting and ragged.
He placed his arms around me and drew my closer to his body,
repositioning me so that I was sitting with my ass against his
crotch. His hands worked under my blouse and gently caressed my
stomach while he nibbled on the lobe of my left ear. Again I could
feel his cock, rigidly stiff and large and pressing between the
cheeks of my buttocks. I let out a soft whimper, half involuntary
exhalation and half moan. Simply to feel it and know it was there,
eager to enter me, released a new wave of wetness and heat within
my groin.

My skirt had been so short to begin with that
it had already hiked itself up to my hip. His fingers rippled
through the bunched fabric as he transitioned from rubbing over my
abdomen to caressing the trembling skin of my inner thighs. He
walked those delicate fingers from one knee to the other, kissing
my heaving neck and throat all the while. At last, his fingers felt
his way onto my panties. His fingers ran over my mound and tugged
gently at the fringe of the garment. I arched my back slightly in
anticipatory ecstasy, rubbing my ass over the cock thrust upwards
within his pants. I heard and felt his soft moan only an inch from
my ear.

Now he brought his fingers around the edge of
the panties and he touched me. A shiver flowed from my body and
into his. Every part of me was quivering. I had never experienced
such sensation before being penetrated. He rimmed my pussy,
moistening his hand in my juice, and then moved his fingers to my
clit, rubbing and circling it with delicate caresses.

"Please, stick them into me now," I said,
almost in tears from the intensity of my arousal. "I can't -"

"Shhhh," he whispered into my ear. And then
his fingers were inside of me, exploring me and possessing me. They
pushed in further, and then drew back and began to pulse in and
out, at first slowly and gently. His thumb continued to play with
my clit. My back arched further and with my head thrown back I felt
my neck push against his cheek, hot and slightly rough from an
imperfect shave. He began to stroke faster and deeper, pushing his
fingers until I could feel his palm flat against my lips and mound.
I was writhing on top of him, begging him for more of everything
though so much he was already giving me.

The intensity of his movements were pushing
me up and down across him, and I could feel myself sliding over
him, my skirt above my waist so that the thin cloth of his pants
was directly against the skin of my buttock cheek and I could feel
the warmth of the hot blood in his penis. And then I could not
think about that, could not think about anything but his fingers
and where they were inside me and I could suddenly feel myself
contracting around him, my body seizing his fingers and throbbing
in raw ecstasy. I knew that I was coming.

I began to moan, but he laid his free hand
across my mouth and I struggled to stay silent. Liquid burst from
me and fell onto the limo carpet. I dissembled from a human body
into a collection of parts, each quivering independently and
uncontrollably. I could not remain quiet, was incapable of
remaining quiet, but still he held his hand over my mouth, allowing
me to fully inhabit the ecstasy that he was giving me and leave all
concerns to him. Pulse followed pulse of intense pleasure, each
second an eternity, and then they began to subside.

My body sagged back into his and his arms
enfolded me more completely, cradling me as my consciousness of our
surroundings began to return. I moaned one last time, much more
quietly now and in gratitude, anything to express the intense
pleasure that he had given me and allow him to share it with me in
some small way.

I slid out on his leg and turned to face him,
kissing him tenderly and then wrapping my arms around his head and
pressing his face into my chest. "My god, thank you," I breathed
into his disheveled hair, half speaking to him and half to the
universe. We held that embrace for a long moment. "Now it's your
turn," I said.

I removed my right hand from his neck and ran
it down his chest and then stomach, feeling his tense anticipation
in the hardness of his muscles. My hand reached his belt buckle and
passed over it briefly, running down the length of his penis to its
base. I slid from his leg and knelt on the carpet, acknowledging
the evidence of my orgasm wet and cold against my skin. After all
this time seeing it through the cloth, feeling it throb against me,
I would finally uncover his cock, touch its soft skin against mine,
enfold it in my mouth and extract his juices from it. I even felt
myself salivating as I stared at the bulge and began to work his
belt off.

"Wait," he said. He placed a hand on my
shoulder and pointed through the window. "The hotel."

I did not hear him, or perhaps I pretended
not to hear him, as I focused only on what lay in front of my face.
Opening the belt now and touching the button of his fly, two of my
fingers dipped within his waistband and felt the elevated heat of
his skin.

"We have to go inside, Samantha," he pleaded
with difficulty. He removed my hands and began to fasten the belt.
Only then did the information register. I was still enshrouded
within the warm afterglow of the orgasm and not thinking
clearly.

I felt the limo pull to a stop, and Adrian
lifted me into the seat opposite him, tugging my skirt straight and
brushing a stray lock of hair behind my ear.

The driver opened the door and Adrian stepped
out through it, positioning himself carefully so that the bulge in
his pants was minimized to view. "Thank you," Adrian said. "It was
not so long a drive as I had been led to believe."

I stepped out of the car and stood a little
off to his side, absently smiling at the driver and trying to keep
my expression from appearing too stupid.

"Ah yes, we will go inside to get everything
squared away," Adrian explain, "and then just step up to the room
for a few moments. I'm afraid some of my notes became disorganized
in the course of the flight, and I will require Miss Vichy's help
if I am to get them straight again in time for my presentation. I
imagine we will be a few minutes, and when we come back we will be
headed straight to the convention hall. Alright?"

"Very good, sir," the driver agreed.

Adrian took his traveling back from the
trunk, slung it under one arm, and then turned to me, "Come along,
Miss Vichy. Do you not recall when I told you what a disaster the
papers were? We must work efficiently."




Part Three






I remained at least partially within that
blissful fog as he led me with his free hand into the lobby and
through the front desk line. Twice I stumbled in my short heels,
and paid little attention to the check-in process. At one point,
the woman behind the desk turned to me and asked if I represented
the sponsoring organization and I simply nodded.

"This seems like it will be a comfortable
place," Adrian mused as we moved down one of the hallways out of
the atrium. "But then again, most anyplace can be comfortable for
only one night."

The remark did not register in full, but it
was enough to implant a vague anxiety within me, the latent
comprehension that this moment of contentment was not to be
indefinite.

We entered the elevator, and he kissed me
again. It was brief and toying, anticipatory rather than emphatic.
Our lips and bodies met only for a few moments as the compartment
rose up against the pull of gravity.

"What was the number?" I asked as the doors
dinged open.

"812," he said.

The door, when we found it, was the same deep
rosewood as all the others. Its brass numbers were no more or less
perfectly polished than any of the others on that floor. And yet,
the digits leapt out at me and sent a slightly guilty thrill
running through me. I touched the doorknob half expecting an
electric shock.

"I wasn't lying, you know," he said as he
threw his travel bag into one of the armchairs.

I sat on the foot of the bed, my anticipation
of what was to come sobered slightly by the sight of the bedroom.
For some reason, what I was doing with this man had not impressed
itself upon me in full until the sight of the smooth bedspread and
the neatly pressed pillows.

"About what?" I asked.

"My papers are an absolute disaster. I don't
understand what happened." His wry smile was infectious.

"Will it be alright?"

"I could care less," he answered as he sat
down on the bed beside me. His eyes were such a beautiful
azure.

Again our lips met. Again his hand was
caressing my neck, rising gently to my jaw, brushing my cheek.
Again I felt the warm strength of his body and wanted nothing more
than for it to enfold me. But I was not selfish. A girl in the
throes of infatuation is never selfish.

"Where was I?" I asked seductively. My
fingers twirled at his collar and began to loosen his shirt.
Halfway through the buttons I lost patience, and moved a hand to
run over his pants, spreading and bunching the soft cotton under my
fingers. Whenever my fingers brushed against the outline of his
cock I felt his breathing change. Poor thing, I thought. It had
been standing at attention for so long. I had not meant to keep it
waiting. I had not even wanted to wait to come upstairs, but it was
better this way.

Once his belt was undone and his fly
unzipped, I slid his pants down to his knees and stroked the cock
again, now only through his underwear. It leapt at the contact, and
its owner moaned. Adrian's hands came down and cupped my breasts
gently, running his thumbs over their exposed tops. I reached back
and undid the clasp of my bra which lay slightly beyond his reach.
The bra came away as I rolled my top down to my stomach, giving him
access, but not expecting anything in return. This was all my
repayment to him for what he had given me in the limo. Hopefully
there would be time for more, but again, I could not be
selfish.

My small breasts responded to the
air-conditioned room and his light touch, stiffening pleasurably.
The pads of his fingers felt slightly rough against the sensitive
skin, and more so against my areolas.

I returned my attention to his underwear and
the long, thick shape within. I inserted my fingers into his
waistband and ran them around his hips lightly. Again I marveled at
the firmness of his butt cheeks and the lean muscularity of his
thighs. I rolled the underwear back slowly, and then first the head
and then the thick shaft freed itself eagerly, rising away from the
body slightly and pushing the elastic down towards the scrotum of
its own accord. It was a bright, passionate red and the smooth skin
stretched tautly over its several thick veins. The entire appendage
was swollen to its utter limit, and even my delicate breath upon
its sensitive and rarely exposed flesh was enough to bring a bead
of pre-cum to its tip.

I was now lying across his lap and I felt the
tensing of his thigh muscles under my breasts. Gently I kissed the
head, licking the drop of pre-cum after it adhered to my lips and
relishing its almost imperceptible texture. I extended my tongue
and ran it up along the underbelly of the shaft, curling my tongue
to tug gently at the lip of the head. I felt his thigh muscles
tense further and I kneaded them. "Relax," I told him. I reveled at
the absolute responsiveness of his body, twitching and quivering
beneath my every touch. I felt as though I were a conductor leading
the orchestra of his body. His consciousness had ceased to factor
into the equation, for I possessed the controls to his engine.

I brought my lips to the head of his cock
again, and now I opened my lips and ushered him into my mouth. I
allowed him to rest for a moment on my tongue, my saliva running in
a narrow rivulet down towards the base. I could feel his pulse
against the flesh of my mouth as though he had entrusted his very
heart to between my teeth. I began to suck gently, running my
tongue back and forth over the ridge of the head. I moved my lips
up and down the shaft. My mouth was not quite large enough to
swallow him completely. I moved faster and heard the quickening of
his breath, coming in sharp, almost disbelieving gasps. The air I
was breathing through my nose was powerfully infused with his
scent, masculine and ripe with fresh sweat and the exertion of
arousal. I was sucking still harder and faster and it was obvious
he would not last much longer. I was too potent, my ability to
stimulate him too total.

And then he changed, his muscles clenched
again and held. His hips thrust forward involuntarily and I
accepted their movement without reservation, allowing his cock into
my mouth to its full length and feeling the hot tip deeper than I
had thought I could take it. Spurts of his viscous liquid exploded
warm and wet within my throat and after the first powerful spasms
and I drew my mouth back slightly to bring the tip back onto my
tongue, wanting to taste the semen before it had all poured into
me. It was salty and ammonic, a taste awash with past associations
but also unique to him and to this experience. The flow ceased and
I withdrew my lips, closing my mouth and swallowing the last of it.
I looked up at his face to see his eyes half-closed as he let out a
quiet whimper of satisfaction.

I levered myself up along his body, relishing
the feeling of his softening cock sliding down my torso and leaving
a faint trail of intermixed saliva and semen down between my
breasts and across my abdomen. I rolled over, placing my back
against his chest, and his arms enfolded me again. That feeling of
total security and comfort was my reward for pleasure delivered,
man satisfied. Warmth radiated through my body, and I did not know
whether it came from his adjoining body or was simply the physical
sensation of my own inner contentment.

His breath against my neck slowly returned to
a normal rhythm and he held me closer. Now and then he would caress
my side or shoulder, or nuzzle against my cheek, but for the most
part we were content to bask in each other’s presence, all the
cares of the world beyond that room forgotten to us. The time
seemed stretch out, each moment lasting far longer than any other
of my life. At first I had feared that in our intensity, we had
lost track of time. Surely hours had passed, and we must now rush
away from here. Instead, when I finally brought myself to look at
the clock, I saw that scarcely more than fifteen minutes had
elapsed. Time within the room distorted itself in our favor, and
each moment contained a world that would not pass us by until we
had fully savored its gift.

"You are an incredible woman, Samantha," he
said at last. I felt the words as much as heard them. The low sound
rumbled within his throat where it pressed against my temple.
"Truly I have not met one like you before."

"I'm only trying to live up to the company I
am in," I said with eyes closed.

"You do more than that." He placed his face
in my hair and breathed in. "But still, you repeat these words, as
though I am someone whom you must live up to. How I love this
earnestness of yours. It is strange. Even this simple praise from
you makes me feel strong enough to move a mountain."

Again we fell silent. After another moment, I
raised myself reluctantly and went to splash water on my face in
the bathroom. Its sharp chill shocked me and when I opened my eyes,
the vision which had dulled in my pre-occupied state returned to
full-colored vibrancy. The light in the bathroom was very bright,
and the shapes around me were sharp and clear. The air flowed cool
against my slick skin.

Before I rejoined him on the bed, I stood
admiring the view. His exquisite body was bare before my eyes, and
I studied it with new possessiveness and delight. It was as though
I were staring for the first time from an airplane window over a
landscape which I had traversed on foot many times and come to feel
a part of.

"How much time do we have?" I asked him.

He patted the sheets in front of himself. "Do
not think about it. We have time enough."

"A few short minutes is not enough," I
disagreed even as I obeyed his invitation.

"Do not think these things. Already you are
my serious Samantha again. It was only for a few moments when we
could chase away serious Samantha."

"I just mean that you have to be giving your
talk at four."

"And it is only three now," he said lazily,
accepting me back into his arms. "This is enough time that I can be
happy a little longer."

"You must be used to this," I thought aloud.
"I am not used to it. I do not like it."

"There is nothing to like," he agreed. "But
we must pretend the clock is not there. You must tell me about
yourself and we will forget that the clock is there. I know that
you are incredible woman, Samantha. I do not know what kind of
incredible woman you are. I do not know how you became this
incredible woman."

"More questions?" I asked, rolling over to
face him and playfully blowing a column of air into his eyes so
that he squinted reproachfully.

"Is it so strange to want to know you? I am
enthralled."

"Enthralled by me? I am not half interesting
enough to enthrall you."

"You take yourself for granted. You have
always had access to yourself. You do not realize how mystifying
you are to a man like me. You should not be so selfish. I am
captured, hungry for you and to know you and you withhold
yourself." He returned the breath and it was my turn to squint.
Despite the play, the tone of his voice had a surprising touch of
neediness.

"Hasn't this afternoon been a simple thing?
Beautiful but simple? Must we complicate it now, or make our
goodbye that much harder?"

"Simple things are easily come by," he said.
"I do not think it is good that it is simple."

I walked two fingers up his chest,
considering him. "Well what more do you want to know, exactly?"

"Tell me more about where you are from. Tell
me what has happened to you since you left. Why do you do what you
do? What do you want from the world?"

"Well, I left home when I went to college to
study anthropology, at American in DC."

"Anthropology?"

"Yeah," I said. "It seems funny now, but I
thought that would be the sort of education that would let me see
the world. I was - naive, I guess. I wanted to travel and study and
learn about different walks of life. I wanted all the things a
curious person wants when they are eighteen. But here I am, just a
thirty-minute drive from where I grew up, treading water working
for an arts foundation that is doing the same thing. The whole city
is doing it, it feels like. Just trying to keep up and watching the
Atlantic current drift by." My mood was turning sour very
quickly.

"What brought you here?" he asked,
unobservant of the change in me.

"Look," I said, "maybe I should be flattered,
I guess, that you want to know all this about me. But what is the
point?"

"You do not like my questions? I will not ask
those questions. Tell me other things about yourself. Talk about
things that do not make you unhappy."

"I just mean, once I take you to the
conference we'll probably never speak to each other again, right?
You will forget I exist and I'll have wasted my breath. I just
don't understand what your motivation for it could be, unless it is
just some game, an exercise in manipulation. How much will this
person expose herself to me within an afternoon? How can I laugh at
this person that is so much less successful than me? And what, do
you compare results from one city to the next?"

His look became pained but I did not regret
my words. "This is what you think of me, Samantha?"

"Maybe it is," I said. "I was really enjoying
myself, you know. But the way you keep pushing for me to open up
about these things in my past, it's just unnecessary. I'm never
going to see you again. I'm going to have to deal with this
afternoon ending and never seeing you again. Isn't that bad enough?
But before it's even over, you expect me to lay the sad truths of
my life out before Mr. Perfect Career, Mr. Intellectual Elite, Mr.
Achieved Everything Anyone Could Ever Want to Achieve? Forgive me
if it doesn't get me all hot and bothered that you've taken time
between getting paid hundreds of thousands of dollars to talk at a
convention just so you can hear about my sad slide into a dead-end
job. I was really enjoying myself. I'd almost forgotten who we
were, and then -"

He put a finger up to my mouth and I fell
silent. "Please," he said simply.

I looked at him, waiting for him to say
something. For a delusional moment I thought he might even have the
words to make everything I had just said untrue, that he had the
power to banish my insecurities and make everything alright.
Instead, he simply looked at me, very openly and without movement
or reaction, his eyes never straying from mine.

"What?"

"You hurt yourself by saying this. Please let
these thoughts pass by."

"They're not going to go away," I said.

He considered it regretfully. "As empty as
such differences are, perhaps they do not go away. If only I could
communicate to you that you do not need to feel embarrassed. I have
already seen enough of you to impress me utterly. That is why I
must know more, experience more of you, appreciate more of you. If
the world has not rewarded your efforts towards your goals, then I
have heard enough. I am already on your side. It is the world that
was wrong. I know it without you opening your mouth. Would you
believe me, if I told you that?"

"I know I am being rude," I said
unapologetically, "but are my reservations so bizarre to you?"

He sighed, looking very sad and very
vulnerable. "No, they are very far from bizarre to me. The truth of
the matter is that it is these same reservations that I am met with
quite often. Perhaps I am too forceful. That is what I often
conclude, that I am too forceful when I meet people. But with you,
I have behaved differently. I have simply been myself, because I
recognized you for a kindred spirit. That is the phrase, I think.
But I am so often on the road, you understand. I am always on the
road. I am always here and there. I have sacrificed too much and
gained very little from this career of mine. You are insecure
because of my acclaim? This acclaim could not be of less use to me.
Perhaps you are surprised to hear it, but there are few people I am
close to these days. When I need to talk to someone, always these
reservations. No they are not bizarre; they are the most familiar
thing in the world to me." He ran his hand flat along the bedspread
in controlled frustration. "Never do I have someone simply to talk
to."

My suspicion, which had reared its head so
rashly and so unattractively, lessened. "You're being serious with
me, aren't you?"

Again he remained silent. The honesty of his
words was plain on his face. It lay in the pristine oceans of his
eyes. In that moment, he could not have lied to me, and he knew
that I knew that he wouldn't have been able to. Thus, no response
was necessary. I had not backed him into a corner. I had not
berated him into an admission of loneliness. It was a loneliness
that he was prepared to reveal to me, perhaps had been desperate to
reveal to me from early in our conversations, such was the
immediate connection he felt with me that I had at first tried to
bashfully deny. Once he understood my hesitation and understood my
insecurities, he opened up that portion of his life to me
unreservedly and without qualm. The consequences of this sunk into
each of us as we looked at each other. In that moment of silence,
that length of time in which nothing was said, we found ourselves
lying in front of each other far more naked than we had been just a
moment earlier.

"I have been behaving very poorly today," I
said at last.

"I do not want you to think so."

I laid a lingering hand on his bicep. "That's
alright. I know I have. I'm just easily flustered sometimes. I
usually have a pretty boring life, to be honest. I don't catch many
breaks."

"Am I a break that you have caught?"

I sighed a sad little sigh. "Ask me
tomorrow."

"You mean when I am gone?"

"What else?"

He echoed my sigh and his eyes clouded
slightly. "Come back and lie next to me," he entreated.

I obeyed, rolling over and nestling back
against him as I had been. He accepted me back into his embrace and
kissed me gently on the shoulder and neck.

"Tomorrow is sometimes a very bad word," he
agreed. "It is a particularly bad word when it damages today
also."

"Maybe I will stop thinking about it in a
moment."

"Perhaps I can help."

I turned around to face him, unsure exactly
what he meant. He kissed me, then. His lips no longer felt exotic
on mine. The places where our bodies met no longer had the feel of
an international border. I clung to him, as though I could squeeze
out all air between every inch of my body and his. I suddenly
wanted to be so close to him that I would not have to breathe for
myself, but instead allow the movements of his chest to usher air
in and out of my lungs by external pressure. I did not want my
heart to beat. I wanted the pulse in his flesh to massage the blood
through my veins. My eyes were closed and I thought perhaps if I
were close enough to him, I would begin to see through his eyes.
Perhaps the electric signals of his optic nerve would leap across
the distance, if I could make the distance small enough, and I
would never have to open my own eyes again. If only all my organs
could become redundant to his and fall away. I would simply be
attached to him and never move again, never speak again. That would
be enough for me, I thought.

But then he removed an arm from around me,
distanced himself a little, and ran the freed hand down my side.
His thumb ran gently across my stomach and his digits lingered upon
my hip. He stroked gently from my round buttock, down across my
front, and his fingers brushed lightly against my sensitive mound.
It was a tactile survey, as though he were staking a claim for what
was his. The movement produced only a delicate sensation, but in my
absorbance in his presence it was enough to make me glad again that
we possessed two bodies. I was glad that I was who and what I was,
that I could experience who and what he was. I was glad that my
parts and his parts were not transfused but lay against each other,
complimentary, their heat coming from different sources and our
skin producing friction against each other’s. He pulled his mouth
from mine, gently biting my lower lip and pulling it away before
releasing it. "This is what I can do to make you forget," he said.
I rolled onto my back and he moved above me.

He kissed me several times on the neck as he
moved his head downwards. His tongue traced along my collarbone,
and I relished the sight of his broad shoulders, bunching over me,
and ran my fingers over their dense mass. He cupped my breasts in
his hands and sucked gently on my right nipple, circling it with
his tongue as it stiffened in his mouth. He was straddling my right
leg and his knee brushed inadvertently against my crotch. My body
misinterpreted the contact and moistened itself all the more to
accept him. His cock, not yet fully hard, swung between his legs
and touched my knee in passing as he kissed down my stomach.

When his face was on level with my groin, he
breathed in deeply of the scents rising off my heated skin and
pussy. He planted an appreciative kiss on the lips, and then
tongued over them several times. They were just light brushes,
tantalizing and infuriatingly unintrusive. Once again he was
playing with me, refusing to give me anything until I was desperate
for it. He kissed along my inner thighs, everywhere but that spot
where I most desperately wanted him. My knees squeezed around him
as each hot breath against my skin announced the mouth just
millimeters away. He ran a thumb shallowly inside, drawing out my
juices and spreading them. I whimpered as the contact was
withdrawn. He licked the thumb and then planted another kiss on my
skin where it was swollen in anticipation. His mouth stayed there,
sucking gently, and then his tongue entered between my labia. The
wet muscle expanded and stretched, working its way in and probing
towards my clit in the soft flesh. My anticipation had become
acute, almost intolerable.

When his first incidental contact came it
sent a shiver of pleasure through me. I moaned in gratitude, and he
focused in on the small button, tonguing over it several more times
as he brought his lips to surround it. He sucked gently, and I felt
that small, ultrasensitive part of me ascend into his mouth where
his wet, soft lips held it. I no longer possessed arms or legs or
head or toes. I had become nothing but that small button now held
lovingly in his mouth and being caressed by his tongue. Up and down
he ran over it. Each contact was more intense than the last, and
they came more and more quickly.

My gasping was desperate, but I could not get
my breath. The sensation was all encompassing. It was building upon
itself towards some inconceivable endpoint, as though a growing
noise were filling my ears. I could not help but call out. And then
it reached that endpoint. My thighs clamped around him beyond my
control as the spasms of climax poured through me. My hands
clenched into fists around the fabric of the bedspread. For the
second time in as many hours, I came, but was so distracted by own
ecstasy that I could barely notice. Pleasure replaced blood in my
veins, flowing hot and red.

At last the waves subsided and I was left
slowly catching my breath as I looked down at his upturned face.
His lips had released my clit but left his tongue pressed lightly
against the region, aware of the sudden sensitivity of the flesh
and not moving it. I opened my thighs with an apologetic
expression, but his answering smile was not reproachful.

His chin was gleaming with my juice as he
crawled back up the bed to lay even with me. His lips came to mine
and some of the wetness transferred to the smooth skin of my face.
I could taste it at the corners of my mouth.

After a long moment, he pulled back. "Are you
ready?" he asked.

There was no question that I was and that I
had been for a very long time. But the question, once said aloud,
had a power all of its own. A thrill went through me. Everything
had been a prelude and what we had each been hungry for since first
meeting, since first admiring each other, since first beginning to
dance around each other, still lay ahead of us. The experiences of
this afternoon were still on an uphill climb, building towards a
point that was now just moments away. Now, that pinnacle was
separated from us by nothing but our own willpower as we sought to
prolong the anticipation against all biological impulse. I kissed
him again before I answered.

"Yes."

I spoke so quietly that he may not have heard
the sound at all, but he could read it on my lips. I could feel the
heat on my leg where his penis lay against me. I slid my hands down
his wide back and lay watching his every movement hungrily.

He lifted himself slightly off of me and
brought a hand down to hold his cock. I watched him grip it,
anticipating the sensation its girth and skin would soon be
imparting to me. Looking down on it at that angle, it seemed as
thick and strong as one of my own slender wrists. He dipped it
slightly, rubbing its head along the lips of my pussy and parting
the lips with its long axis. I let out a halting gasp as hot skin
touched hot sensitive skin.

Slowly he inserted himself, not to his full
length but deep enough. I could feel the texture moving into me,
filling my opening with its circumference. I had never been so wet,
and had I not been then his girth might have been painful. Instead,
my pussy consumed him without discomfort, my flesh tight against
his. Inch by inch he occupied me, in and out, slowly and each
thrust penetrating me slightly deeper and touching a newer and more
recessed part of me. His muscles stood out on his torso as he
controlled his body and his urge, refusing to go to his full depth
until our mutual desperation had reached an almost intolerable
pitch. I laid my hands on his shoulders and he leaned forward to
suck at my neck and mouth while he continued to thrust. I pressed
back into the pillowed mattress and wrapped my legs around him. My
heels locked against his firm buttocks.

By now he was penetrating me fully and each
movement came more and more forcefully. The sensations of each
thrust and retreat built upon each other as they came closer and
closer together. All delicacy and technique disappeared. All
tantalizing playfulness disappeared. There was only intensity.
Desire surpassed all possible control and the only thing was to
continue, more and more frenzied, more and more violent. I did not
know if I was breathing. The world before my eyes was simply
swinging back and forth to the movement.

It was as though his cock were growing,
becoming so large that it occupied my entire body cavity and I was
nothing but a hole that had never before been truly filled. The
only light reaching my eyes was crimson. I felt as though I was in
the midst of a seizure and yet it did not subside. And then the end
came. Sensation fell away. I felt nothing but the fruits of prior
sensation, the end result of the act and no longer the act itself.
Intensity gave way to all out surrender. I could have been on fire
in that moment and would not have cared. I was only within myself,
racked with tsunamis of pleasure that seemed fully capable of
eroding away the coasts of my mind. It was as if it was something I
would never come back from. But then, at last, I began to
descend.

The sensations of his thrusting returned. The
sight of his dripping torso above me returned. The feeling of his
stomach on mine, his legs between mine, and his cock driving deep
into me all returned, still in the mid-action. I was only just
again conscious when I felt him tensing against me and his
thrusting slowing. Deep within me I felt his cock release, spurting
its liquid into me in long spasms, the first several powerful and
then the subsequent ones weakening. I wrapped my arms around him as
he lowered himself onto me. Our chests heaved against each other.
In complementary rhythm, one chest rising against the other
falling, we regained our breath.

Looking across him, I saw deep purple
scratches on his shoulders and upper arms where I had gripped him
in the throes of ecstasy. I think it is a moment of some remorse
for any woman to see the damage she has caused when beyond control.
As Adrian's breathing calmed, he too looked at the scratches. The
expression on his face passed from surprise to amusement and
satisfaction. He held out his right arm and flexed it, causing the
damaged skin to dance as the muscles rippled underneath. "A worthy
decoration," he said between breaths.

"Here," I said, and rose up beneath him to
plant several kisses along the wounds. "Does it feel better?"

"It is the most pleasurable sting I have ever
felt in my life," he said.

"It'll get worse," I said.

He rolled down beside me without answering
and played idly with my hair.

"Do you know what time it is?" I asked
him.

He sighed. "Probably late."

I found the clock on the nightstand and
pulled it towards me to read. "Damn," I said. "It's really, really
late. Get your clothes on." I got up and started looking around for
my panties. When had I taken them off? I didn't even remember.
"Come on," I insisted. "You have to be on the stage in front of a
thousand people in twenty minutes." Where the hell was my sock?

"This is a very bad way to end the
afternoon," he said. "Why not be a little late?"

"Are you kidding me? If it isn't your ass,
it's at least my ass. Let's go."

"Yes," he agreed. "I prefer that the topic of
conversation remain on your ass. Mine is not as nice."

I tilted my head in silent disagreement, but
then shook it. "Really," I said. "Put your clothes on. And you said
your notes are out of order?"

He waved his hand dismissively. "They are not
necessary, but very well, we will go." He sat up and got his
bearings. "Work, work, work," he muttered as he pulled his shirt
out from under the bed. "Why must they pay me so much money? If
they did not pay me so much, I would refuse them in an instant and
my life would be much better, I think."

I moved in front of the mirror and began
returning myself to a presentable condition. Out of the corner of
my eye I caught my last precious glimpses of his body, and then we
were both returned to our clothing and hidden from each other. "Do
you think you'll have any more lectures scheduled here anytime
soon?" I tried to make the question sound nonchalant.

He appeared behind me in the mirror, his
clothes restored and only slightly mussed. "This is not somewhere
my work brings me to very often," he admitted.

"So then -" My heart was falling, even as the
events played out exactly as I had always known in the pit of my
stomach that they would play out. A lump was in my throat and I had
trouble speaking evenly. "Will this be goodbye?"

"Goodbye, yes. But you do not mean that we
will not see each other again? Simply because my lectures are not
here?"

My heart missed a beat. "What?"

"You mean you do not wish to see me again?"
He looked too confused to be hurt.

"I - I do want to."

"Good. Do not say such surprising things to
me, Samantha. You will stop my heart and then you will be in
trouble with your company."

"So then - what?" Again I looked in his eyes,
searching for an answer to a problem that seemed unsolvable.

His face was thoughtful and he toyed gently
with a strand of my hair. "I must fly away tomorrow. That is
something that must be done. It is very bad, but it must be done.
Perhaps you will come to visit me in Zurich? If I bought you a
plane ticket, would you come?"

"You mean tomorrow?"

"Is that too soon? It is an open offer. I
hope it is not too long before you say yes. Switzerland is nice. I
do not think you should say no indefinitely. I will come back if
you make me, but I do not think you should."

"I won't say no," I said, my feet feeling
light as air on the bathroom tile.

His face brightened. "Good. We will talk
about this."

I turned and kissed him delightedly. It was
not as tender a kiss as the ones that had come earlier because I
could not relax the smile entirely from my face.

In fact, that smile remained uninterrupted on
my features a quarter of an hour later as I stood with the driver
watching Adrian Caspari disappear through the rear stage door of
the convention hall.

"His papers must have been real out of
order," the driver mused innocently as we stood together.

"It was a big hassle," I agreed lightly. And
then I went back to the office to dig out my appointments
calendar.
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