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I woke up back in my own bed, back in my own life — a squeaky double-bed that slides out heavily and noisily on wooden wheels from under a mantel behind heavy wooden double sliding doors that open up the bedroom to the living room, making the whole place as one, with a tiny kitchen the size of a phone booth, and a bathroom I had to duck down in to avoid banging my head.
The Ballmore. The 8-story red brick building was a famous and grand hotel in the 1910s. By now it was a death-trap fire hazard converted into apartments in the 60s, which was the last time it saw any updating. It was only a few short blocks from the clubbing district, crammed in among the pay-day loan joints, the pawn shops, and the bond bailiffs that signalled the once-posh street’s long decline. But those few blocks traversed a world.
It was also a short walk for me to the cab lot, and since most of my trips were in and out of the clubbing district all night, I was able to eat at home and even hang out there if it was a slow hour of the night. My phone would alert me to a dispatch. I could even leave the light on the roof of the cab, and hear my cab door close outside my window, if a flag climbed in, then rush down and jump in and speed them off, inevitably to some more upscale residential neighbourhood.
I was sitting first in line in the cab stand in front of PQ’s at 2 in the morning one night when the back door was flung open. Whoever it was pushed her ass in first, but paused to say her final goodbyes to her two friends.
I glanced over my shoulder. She wore a thin and tight white-and-black striped skirt with a clinging silk grey tank top and high platform pumps — very dressy shoes. I leaned over and looked up through the top of my side window, but instantly I recoiled back into my seat twisting hard around to hide my face out my own side window.
My flag was talking to none other than Brit, my oldest friend, and Holly, one of her best friends who I met when Brit brought me down to Puerto Vallarta with her. I realized that it was Dani who was sticking her cute butt into the back of my car. Dani was the other girl Brit introduced me to at her family’s mansion in the hills north of PV. Both Dani and Holly also had family vacation mansions in those hills not far from Brit’s digs, but I never saw those. Not yet, anyway. 
Brit knew what I did to subsidize my fledging writing career and my utterly stalled painting career. But I was still ashamed of it — driving cab was one of those things girls like Holly and Dani sneer at. Brit never said anything about it, but I could tell. It was too late to speed away and let the next cab get her, but maybe I would get lucky and Dani would stick her face into her phone the whole ride home and not notice who was driving her.
I could only hope.
“Oh my god!” she instantly shrieked. “Darryl?”
I sighed and twisted my hand forward over the top of the steering wheel. “None other,” I said, and I slunk further down in my seat and curled my shoulders in, instinctively making myself smaller.
“Hey, don’t you still owe me that plate of eggs?” she said. She flung her lithe body up against the back of the front seat and threw her arms over it. She scrunched her fist in my ribs. She didn’t remain stunned for long to learn the guy she fought over naked in bed entangled with the limbs of the other two naked girls in that massive, exquisite all-white mansion bedroom, was, in fact, a cabbie.
Back in that estate tucked into the hills north of PV, after a vigorous night and even more exhausting morning with her, Holly, and Brit, all tangled up with me in Brit’s enormous bed, I said I could make them all scrambled eggs — only to find that Brit never bothers to stock the fridge with food of any kind. I was willing to go and find some, but that required the car, so everybody came with me, and naturally, they were too afraid to go anywhere off the main strip to maybe find real food. I gave up.
“Surprised you remember that,” I said.
“Are you kidding?” she said, hanging further over the back of my seat to put her face sideways in front of mine. “I remember a lot,” she cooed closer into my ear. Her scent filled my nostrils and made my body sink in my seat with defeat. Her hand reached further down my body and her fingertips, painted blue and gold, I saw when I glanced down in my lap, slipped under the waist of my jeans. “Where do you live, anyway?” she purred quietly in my ear.
“More importantly, where do you live?” I said and I snorted and smirked. “You being my fare.”
She sank back in the seat deflated and her shoulders sagged. “With my parents. Still!” she said.
“Which is . . . ” I said and I paused watching her in my rearview mirror. “ . . . where?” I tried again.
“Brit said you lived in a really dangerous part of town,” she said. “Show me.”
“I’m sort of at work,” I said.
“I can pay you for your time,” she said.
I laughed. “That makes it sound so much dirtier,” I said.
She flung herself over my seat again, closer this time, her breath on the back of my ear, her scent invading me all over, her hair falling over my shoulder. “Take me home?” she said and she played her fingertip around my ear. “There was nobody at the club I wanted to let take me home. Nobody like you,” she said.
I looked past the red light overhead and jutted my jaw sideways at the looming black sky. “You’re corrupting me,” I said, and I chuckled and cleared my throat. A girl like her in a place like a villa in PV is one thing, it was all a dream. But worlds were colliding, with her still looking like that dream, but now yanked into my daily waking reality.
“Who? Little ol’ me?” she said in a tinier, more innocent voice. She pushed her hand further down inside my jeans than before. Her fingers traced the outline of my cock under my pants and through my shorts. I looked down in my lap and watched my jeans bulge with her hand. She scrunched it and she tittered inside my ear.
“You know what it is, don’t you,” she said, and she gripped me and squeezed me. I swallowed hard, I clenched my eyes, and I grew hard from her grip. The light went green but we stayed still. “What what is?” I said, my breath short, my mouth dry, my mouth falling open. 
She bit my ear and breathed over my neck. She pushed her hand under my shorts. I felt her cool fingers wrap around the bare skin of my strengthening cock. She stroked me out my increasingly full length. “The reason girls like Holly and me and even Brit loose our usual cool around guys like you,” she said.
“Brit and I,” I started again, but I had to stop myself. What it was that was true of most of my life regarding Brit stopped being true that one crazy night in her bed with Holly and Dani and her. I looked right. Bright street lights and painted arrows pointed the way to the strip of broad and smooth freeway that carried a stream of fast-flowing cars away to the clusters of bedrooms nestled in quiet, safe, and curling lanes. I looked left — down the darker, narrower street that dipped down and away from Dani’s world and through the rail underpass to re-emerge back up into my world. It was dark and ominous like it was meant to dissuade the innocent from making the wrong turn.
“Do you live down there?” she said in a voice so small it was like she was in my head.
“I do,” I said.
“I want to fuck you right now so badly,” she whispered in my ear, before she shrieked and flung herself back into the back seat and covered her mouth with her cupped hands. “Again!” she yelled through her hands, and she stamped the floor in her fine shoes and squealed some more. “I can’t believe I just said that!” she said. “That’s on you, by the way!” she cried out loud.
I was honked at. I flipped the bird in the space of my front window knowing the driver would see the silhouette of my hand through both my windows, and I flicked the indicator down and pulled the wheel to turn my car left. He honked again much more angrily. I toot-tooted back to him and smiled to myself. I flicked the light off on my roof. I guess I would be out of service for a bit.
“How is that on me?” I said to Dani, when I found her slumped deeply down in my back seat through my rearview mirror. I had to half stood up in my seat to see down that far. She was in the middle of the back seat. Her dress was hiked up around her hips. Her tight red satin panties glowed in the street lights that sliced through the car. She scrunched and released her hand in her groin and curled her eyebrows up over her forehead looking back at me with glistening eyes through the mirror. Her mouth hung open. Her shoulders pushed up. Her chest pressed out. She was arching in her back.
“I could tease and flirt and lead on all those alpha apes all night long,” she said. “I love it. I have fun with it. I like the banter. I like the way they try to set traps and how I can always escape them. I laugh at them,” she said. “They’re so much fun.” She closed her eyes lightly and lifted her face up to the ceiling of my car. “But guys like you? Betas, I guess they like to call you?” she said.
Our eyes met in the mirror again when her’s fluttered open. “I don’t play with guys like you, I end up fucking guys like you. Do you want to know why?” she said.
I looked hard out my side window. The street grew darker, more boarded up, more tagged. She wasn’t noticing the neighbourhood we penetrated deeper and deeper into. “Why?” I said.
“There’s nothing makes a girl go wet more — and I mean, ready to fuck kind of wet, not the having fun flirting kind of wet, but wet like its time to fuck kind of wet — than a guy just listening, talking with you with no agenda, just being normal, treating you like you’re a normal human being and not just some pussy support system.” She grunted and pulled her hand out of her panties and flung herself over the back of my seat again. She bit my neck and chewed on my ear. “Not always trying to just get into a girls pants is the quickest way there is,” she said. “Funny, that, isn’t it.”
“Quickest way to where?” I said.
She moaned and inhaled sharply against my neck. She reached hard to suff her hand down inside my pants. I remained hard from her previous forays. “To her pussy, dummy,” she groaned. She moaned against my neck under my ear and licked me and folded her thumb over the head of my cock inside my pants. I creamed a little. She tittered and rubbed it into my head with the side of her thumb.
I pulled up against the curb and threw the stick shift up to park. I killed the motor.
“Oh my god,” she groaned, shrinking down and looking around herself over the seats and through the windows. “You live here?”
“Not quite like your parents’ place, I suppose,” I said. I got out and came around to the side door and held it open for her.
“You’re serious!?” she said, cowering  away from the open door, stuffing herself down into the far end of the back seat.
“It’s not that bad, come on. Let’s go up and make scrambled eggs,” I said.
“Promise my body won’t be dumped in an alley?” she said, and she reached tentatively out with her delicate hand to take the fingers of my hand in her grip.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “Silly,” I said. “What do you think those big blue dumpsters are for?” and I pulled her across the back seat.
She slid across and pulled herself up on my arm. Her dress rode up over her hips and she tugged at it as she got out and she scurried in tiny steps in her tall fashion shoes beside me, hugging my arm to her body. It was her shoes that did it. High black shiny platform pumps. I couldn’t look away.
I brought her up the wide, curving and grandiose marble stairs instead of inside the tiny rattling oak box of the ancient and wheezing elevator. It could not inspire confidence in the most oblivious person. It was a trap.
“Oh my god, why do I feel like a starlet from the 50s in here?” she said, gazing around the carved maplewood ceiling and the ornate overwrought cut glass chandeliers hung over every landing and turn up the ornate staircase. More than half the little bulbs were burned out. The whole building gave off the vibes of a once-famous but long-since aged movie star who still smeared thick lipstick and blue eyeshadow on very morning.
“That’s probably because the stars of the day always stayed here,” I said. “Used to be the top hotel in town, like over a century ago,” I said.
She widened her eyes and dropped her chin.
She peeled her shoes off when we came in my door. “Bathroom?” she said. I nodded up the strange narrow hallway and the weird set of four tiny, narrow and curving steps that went up through a hobbit’s door, and I went the other way through the suite to my kitchen.
“It’s the quirkiest place I’ve ever been in,” she said when she re-emerged into my living room. “I absolutely love it!” she said.
The kitchen was not big enough for two people. I brought out the plates of scrambled eggs and toasted baguette.
“Ooo la la!” she said with a smile and I snorted and pushed my pencils and charcoals and loose sheet studies and laptop aside from where they were scattered all over my paint- covered and gouged studio table and set the plates down.
“Your’s?” she said, gazing at the wall of paintings.
I shrugged.
“This is really what you do?” she said.
I gazed around at my piles of messes. “Mostly I write,” I said. “Paint a little I guess.”
She slowly chewed on the food I gave her and she narrowed her eyes at me over the table and poked an escaping crumb in the corner of her lips with the nail of her pinky. “Write what?” she said.
“Short stories,” I said.
“For magazines?” she said.
“No, online,” I said. “Digital.
She nodded like she understood. “What about?”
I dragged my tongue over the front of my teeth behind my closed lips. It was my turn to squint my eyes at her.
“Erotic short stories,” I finally said and I kept my eyes intensively focused on hers.
She erupted with a squelched chuckle that she swallowed back down, and she held her face straight enough to take in another forkful of eggs and a bite of toast.
“Very, very good, by the way,” she said, gesturing her chin at her plate. “You drive taxis, you paint abstract art, and you write erotic short stories,” she stated as though she were helping me fill in tax forms or something. “And that makes you enough to live on?” she said.
I laughed out loud. “Look around!” I said. “It makes enough to live like this, I guess,” I said.
“But this is . . . “ she started, and she slowly gazed all the around her self. “ . . . this is magnificent.”
I snorted and got up to take our plates back to the tiny enamelled iron sink. We talked, both of us over our shoulders, me in the kitchen putting things away and cleaning up, she gazing at my paintings hung on every wall like she’d entered a gallery.
“Bathroom,” I said to her, and I ducked down and went through the short hall and up the tiny steps. I walloped my head on the low door way like I always do.
“Oh, I’m so sorry!” I heard her voice call back distantly to me.
When I came back down, she wasn’t answering me. Her tall shoes were still toppled over at my door, so I knew she didn’t leave. I leaned through the slightly parted sliding double doors into the bedroom side of the suite. I had closed it because my room was a tornado’s mess. I didn’t make my bed, clean laundry was dumped on it, I had books in piles all over the floor, and location sketches taped haphazardly to the walls with cellophane, some so old they were brittle and yellowed. Even I knew it looked like you were entering the mind of a lunatic who doesn’t get out much.
I almost didn’t see her in my bed. But I saw, mixed in with my clothes over a chair, her back-and-white striped dress. And on top of that, her red satin bra, and her red panties, too. I looked back to the bed. She tugged the sheets up around her eyes and squealed with laughter from under the sheet.
“Come on,” she said in a soft, beckoning voice. “It can be Puerto Vallarta all over again,” she said.
I collapsed in the chair and sank deep into it with my hand stretched from my cheek to my forehead and I looked at her from under my fingers and smirked. “You sure you really want that all over again?” I said. “That was a crazy week down there. That was a unique moment in time,” I said.
She flicked the sheets back from her body and rolled herself out of my bed. She was completely naked, head to toe. I’d forgotten how exquisitely perfect her body was. She looked like she stepped out of a painting. Her form, her tone, her proportionality, it was mesmerizing. Was it her symmetry that entranced me? Was it her dark, perfectly spaced eyes, her high, straight forehead, her cheekbones, her clavicle, the sweeping line outlining the bottoms of her ribs, the grooved midline down her abdomen, her inguinal crease when she walks, her ankles when she lifts herself on the balls of her toes, one step directly in front of the other? Coming toward me? Her lips pressing together and twisting? Her eyebrows shooting up over her forehead? Her shining, orbital shoulders pulled back from her chest the way she entwined the fingers of both her hands together, tugging her arms down into the small of her slender, tapered back?
I sank into the laundry all over the chair and shivered from the apparition. She wedged her naked body between my knees, forcing them apart, and she dropped down onto her knees on a pillow that she yanked out from behind me. She knelt as straight up as a girl at communion.  Studiously, she fed the tail of my belt through its metal loop, and she tugged on it until the pin popped from its stretched hole in the black leather, and she fed the tail out the other side.
She looked up at me with lazy hazel eyes through their tops and through her hair fallen all over her face, and she grinned up one side of her mouth. “I already told you,” she said in a soft voice. She opened my pants and pressed down flat the sides. She pulled my shorts down my thighs and fished my cock out, standing it up in front of her face, not looking at it, but placing it between our eyes, the way she crouched down behind it. “I love to play with those kinds of boys at the clubs, but I love to fuck men like you,” she said, and she sank her soft, wet, and extraordinarily warm mouth down over the head of my cock, and sucked.
She pushed my t-shirt up my body and flattened her hand against my chest, splaying her fingers out widely apart. She pulled her mouth up and off my cock with a loud popping sound and she grimaced tightly at me and inhaled sharply through her teeth, before she closed her mouth down over the head of my cock again. This time, she pushed her face down until her nose bumped my abdomen. I could hear a tiny, muffled moan emerge from deep in her throat.
I played in her hair and I tilted my head to watch under her face and through her hair how her perfect mouth formed around my cock, how her cheeks went concave, how her tongue moved as rapidly around my shaft as a snake around a stick.
She pulled off me and wrapped her whole hand around my cock and stroked me, raising herself higher on her knees. She tilted her head at me. With big, innocent eyes and a mouth held small and round, she said, “Do you want to cum in my mouth? Or in my pussy?”
I snorted and had to look sideways out my big window and out into the lit-up night, and I jutted my jaw crookedly. “Fuck,” I groaned.
“Or do you want to shoot it on my face and tits?” she said.
“I’m not used to this,” I groaned at her, and I grinned sheepishly down into her stunning, innocent, and serious face, her round eyes, her rounder mouth, her heaving chest.
“I know,” she said. “That’s what makes it even hotter for me.”
“What do you like?” I said, barely able to talk, to breathe.
“All over my face,” she said. “Like you’re marking me, like you’re claiming me,” she said. “It makes me cum.”
I didn’t answer. I dropped my chin down to my chest and I inhaled deeply with a jagged breath. She emitted high-pitched whining cries muffled by my cock sliding through her lips, stretching her mouth wide, making her eyes tear-up. Her hair flowed in waves over my lap, caressing me like the edge of a warm lake of dark chocolate flowing over and back over a smooth beach. Her back writhed and contorted under my gaze. Her ass stuck up and her hips undulated in front of me. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft inside her mouth like a mad snake. She sucked on me like a stuck straw. The sounds she was making, it was hard to say who was the more enthralled.
I gripped the arms of my chair and flung my head back over its top. She pumped me in her soft, cool hand and swirled her tongue around the head of my cock that she pressed her round mouth over. She sank down and pulled up on me before drawing the head of my pulsating cock around her smooth, made-up cheeks, over her dark-toned eyes, and over her forehead and through her hair. She played with my cock, she toyed with it, she tickled it over her neck and chin and lips and nose and she tittered and chuckled and kissed it and pumped her mouth down over it again, and moaned, louder and more desperately yet.
She turned serious and pumped faster with hand and mouth together. I came up out of the chair, planking my body down on my heels into the floor and the back of my head into the chair back behind me. She wasn’t going to stop this time, I could tell. My body vibrated like a high-voltage line. I dug my nails into the old torn and frayed fabric of the arms of my chair. She moaned loudly but muffled. She clenched my sides in both her fists, cutting me with her nails. Her hips thrusted forward and back, fucking the air between us. Her body vibrated worse than mine. I peeked with one squinted eye and saw the smear of glisten all over her inner thighs, and a mess of wetness oozing out of her grasping and pink-hot pussy lips that hung from her, as engorged and ripe as August fruit.
I stomped my heel into the floor and inhaled sharply and could breathe no more. She whined and whimpered and sucked me harder. I felt all my muscles cramp down into my core and go hard as stone. I grimaced at the ceiling and scrunched my eyes tightly. My body shook violently. Everything in me suddenly gathered like a tornado forming from swirling menacing clouds, and the entire universe drew into a tight focus and down to a single point in the base of the centre of my cock.
She clamped her finger and thumb hard as she could around the base and pulled her mouth up and off me, dragging her flat, wet and broad tongue from the base up over the head. She gasped worse than me. With half-lidded eyes and a mouth hung widely open, she positioned her pretty, made-up face over my cock, and steered it in her fist to point it directly at her dark-lined eyes.
My body had already passed the point of no return. But she squeezed me so hard in the base of my cock, she held me levitating above my chair, locked in a stasis and shivering on the precipice where all time and space collapsed down into an infinitesimally tiny point. I peeked out one tightly squinted eye. Her eyes had closed. Her body convulsed. Silently she contorted and writhed between my legs. Her chest thrusted up and her head fell back. She pressed her thumb pad hard into the centre of the base of my cock and she erupted in a powerful orgasm, her whole body falling down a high cliff.
She let go with her hand and my ejaculate sprayed all over her face and eyes and forehead and hair and cheeks and chin and lips. I came and came with each heaving beat of my heart. I drained so hard I crunched down in my abs, certain I was expelling my entire insides out through the head of my cock and all over her face and body. She moaned out loud more than I did.
I felt like I died and that I was fine with that. I couldn’t have lifted my eyelids if I tried. Every muscle in my body sagged. My mind swirled the drain and I exhaled and sank down into a miasma of lost consciousness. My senses flowed in and out of my mind and I tried to say something but only managed to flub my lips.
I don’t know how long I slept. But I was awakened with cool fresh water seeping through my parched, hung-dry lips. I swallowed and peeled open my eyes.
Dani was in front of me dressed in her striped dress and tank top and high platform pumps. “Are you ready to take me home?” she said, when I forced my eyes open.
I pulled up my pants and pushed my feet into my shoes and grabbed the keys. She climbed in the back of the car, I turned the motor over, and we pulled a u-turn and slipped away through the dark street and back through the underpass and out to the freeway.
Her family home was roughly the square footage of my entire building. “Bye!” she said when she climbed out, and she tittered. She left me the biggest tip I’d ever got in my driving career. She turned and gave me a tiny fluttering finger wave and she blew me a kiss, before she turned and went through the 12-foot-high double doors behind the pillars that ranged around the front of her palatial home like the fence of a fort.
I pulled the stick shift down to drive and crept away through the curling lanes and back out to the freeway. There might be more flags coming out of the clubs still, I thought. I could catch one more for the night.
The following night I prowled around the university district. There’d been a game. The bars were crammed. I got a message from dispatch: a request ride. Sometimes clients preferred a particularly driver. I accepted the call and headed out to the nearby pub I was lucky to be in the neighbourhood of already. I had no idea who would request me. I wasn’t anything special.
A large crowd of college people filled the sidewalk outside the doors to the pub. I rolled up and draped my arm over the front seat, scanning the crowd for my ride. Often a call got poached by another driver, but that would be unusual in a request ride situation.
Someone stepped out from the crowd and up to the side door of my cab. I could only see the body through the side window from the neck to the hips. Whoever it was, she was dressed in a tight blue tube dress and white heels. The door opened and the body bent sharply at the waist. At first it was only a mass of blonde hair in loose, lazy waves that pushed through the open door. But then long fingers and cream-white glossy painted nails drew the blonde waves apart like curtains, and the wryly smiling face of Holly pushed up and through the curtain of blonde hair to face me.
“Dani told me,” she said, and she turned, she lowered herself down onto the backseat sideways, and she swung her pressed knees around and inside the car. She was professional and graceful and fit and fresh. I felt sloppy, dirty, rough, and unrefined in her sudden and vivaciously commanding presence. She looked like an anime girl the way she placed her hands on her thighs just so, the way she sat straight up, the way she held her mouth, the way her hair settled around her face.
“Holly,” I said.
“Darryl,” she said.
“Where to?” I said.
“You know where,” she said, and she grinned up one side of her face.
“Do you guys always do exactly what the other does?” I said, settling back around into my seat and finding her in my mirror. I pulled the stick down into drive.
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she licked her lips, she turned her face half sideways out the window at the milling crowed there, and she fought off a grin in the corners of her mouth. She knew I was watching her.
She pulled her loose blonde strands from in front of her eyes and crossed her legs to dangle a foot with her heeled shoe hanging from her toes. “So what did you and Dani do up in your grotto last night, anyway?” she said.
I drove a block silently and found her in my mirror again at a red light. She poked at her front tooth with the end of her long, sharp, and gleaming white nail, and she grinned at me and let her eyes drift down my head to my shoulder and back up to my eyes in the mirror again.
“We just hung out a bit,” I said.
She snorted and turned to watch out her window. We rolled through the intersection. “Figures you’re also one of those guys who doesn’t boast or blab,” she said. “I supposed you also didn’t tell anyone about Puerto Vallarta,” she said. She turned her eyes to mine and glared sharply through the mirror at me.
“Don’t really have anyone I’d tell,” I said. “To be honest.”
“You don’t have a posé of bros to brag to, you mean?” she said and she sneered.
“No,” I said. I stared into the distance, into the vanishing point of the wide, dark street yawning out before us.
“You’re so lucky,” she said.
“How so?”
“You don’t have members of the opposite sex who think they can just tell you what they want you to do, and who think they can just sit back and, voila, it shall be done!” she said, and she snapped her fingers.
“You sure you want to come over to my place?” I said.
“You know what I’d really love?” she said.
Her smouldering eyes caught mine through the mirror.
“What’s that?” I said, unsure I wanted to ask.
“Just for once I’d like to be able to, like, snap my fingers, point at my groin, and say, ‘Right, get to it, ho!’” she said. “Just once, you know?” 
We drove in silence for a few minutes.
“What would you do if I did that right now to you?” she said.
“If you did what?” I said.
“You know what?” she said. “You’re right, don’t take me to your place, take me home,” she said, and she gave me her address. Inevitably, it was one of those where the homes the size of institutions lurked behind high hedges and curving driveways. “If I just ordered you to blow me,” she said. “If I did that.”
The back of her hand rested on the cool glass of her window, and her middle finger nail tapped lightly on it with every bump we hid in the road. She rested her forehead against it. Her eyes stared off, not seeing the passing lights and buildings and cars.
“Something happen tonight?” I said.
She didn’t look at me. He eyes remained fixed in the indeterminate middle distance. “Nothing that doesn’t happen every other night,” she said.
We drove on through more silent minutes. Finally, she peeled her face from her window and watched the back of my head. I didn’t look but I could see her in my mirror, deep in thought.
“I was serious, you know,” she said.
“About?” We began turning and climbing through the smooth, treed streets of her neighbourhood. The houses reared up bigger and further apart. Lawns got longer, before finally disappearing altogether behind trimmed hedges. Her family lived in the exclusive part of the exclusive district.
“Just telling a person, you know? Do it, get down on your knees and give it to me,” she said. “Just like that. Like nothing matters.”
“Is that how he said it to you?” I said.
“It’s how they all say it to you,” she said. “Friends of your ex, friends of your friends, all of them — it’s like they all watch the same instructional videos,” she said, and she chuckled. “What’s it like to be able to just say it like that?” she said.
I looked out my own window. “Pretty sure I don’t know,” I said.
“What if I said it to you, right now, right here?” she said.
We wound around semi-circles and curved around massive old trees. “Said what?” I said, playing ignorant. I leaned over the top of my steering wheel to peer closer at the numbers on the black iron gates. Her number drew into view. She was already set with her fob. She handed it to me over my shoulder so I could put my window down and wipe it over the sensor. The gate shuddered before silently opening gracefully and silently. I rolled the cab up the twisting driveway.
“Said to you to blow me,” she said.
I snorted and rolled my face back from my front window as the enormity of her family home filled my visual range from side to side and top to bottom. It was one of those houses you never get to see from the road. Calling it a “house” was a gross understatement. It looked like a mix between a modern mega-church and a top-tier restaurant. The design was impeccable. It was tasteful. I stopped in front of the massive front doors and put the car in park.
“Lick me,” she said.
It wasn’t a request. I snorted and turned to lean my arm over the top of the seat and I twisted around to face her in the corner of the back seat behind me. “Right here? Right now?” I said. I wasn’t serious. I grinned at her. I thought she was kidding, too.
“Lick me!” she repeated herself more firmly. She was deadly serious in her face.
I twisted forward and leaned down and scanned the front of her house through my front window.
“Nobody’s up, I guarantee it,” she said. “Come back here.”
“I don’t know,” I said, and I jutted my jaw sideways.
She bolted forward and seized my t-shirt around my neck in her hand and pulled me against the back of my seat. “Lick me now, baby,” she said with her teeth clenched and her lips grimacing. She pulled harder on my shirt and pushed her mouth up to my ear. “It’s just a fantasy,” she whispered. “Play it for me?” she said.
I pulled back and we met eyes over the top of my seat. She shrugged and pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows. “Fantasy, is it?” I said.
She flopped back into the corner of the back seat and door and she spread her knees as wide as her tube dress allowed. “Lick me right now, bitch!” she said. “Do it!”
I scanned around the property. It was private enough, if you ignored the fact of the huge house looming over my car.
“Not going to ask again,” she said. Her eyes narrowed. I reached for my door handle. “Don’t open your door,” she said. “You’ll make a noise — the sensors will go off.”
I inhaled and chewed the side of my mouth. She grunted at me and arched in her back. I swallowed and let my eyes slide up her smooth legs to the crease between her thigh and her abdomen. Her inguinal crease. Why do some of those odder body parts get us ever more than the common ones?
I pushed myself up and I rolled over the top of the front seat and came down on my hands and knees on the back seat. She snickered and she pushed herself back to prop her head and shoulders up against the back door. She raised her knees and dug the tips of the heels of her shoes down into the seat outside where my knees sank down.
I lowered myself to my knees and elbows and she tittered and bit the side of her finger. I touched her skin on the underside of her thighs and she made a tiny, high-pitched and surprised-sounding chirp, and she lifted her hips. I pushed her tight tube dress up her body so it wrapped around her waist. She moaned and snorted and gasped. I curled my fingertips under the waist of her fine, white, art nouveau-style panties, and I eased them over her thighs and carefully held her narrow ankle to feed her shoes through the leg holes, one at a time.
She watched as carefully as someone getting their nails done. She pulled the bottom of her deep blue dress further up her body to give herself a better view of her bared lap from her projecting ribs down. The underside of her white matching bra peeked out from under the stretching fabric of her tube dress. She tapped her tooth with the tip of her nail. I crouched down and wrapped my arms under her legs to splay my hands and fingers widely over her flat, bare abdomen.
“It’s not the same,” she groaned. “You have to not want to do it.”
I lifted my face from between her milky smooth thighs. “But I want to,” I said.
“Pretend you don’t,” she said.
“How do I do that?”
“Resist me.”
“How?”
She didn’t answer. But she drove her fingers through my hair, she twisted her hands, and she slowly increased the pressure pulling my hair out of my scalp. And then, still twisting and pulling with her fingers, she pushed her hands down against the back of my head.
I went down on her.
“No,” she gasped. “Try to push back,” she whispered. “Like you don’t want to.”
I glanced up over her bare body to her face. Her head had rolled back into the door. Her eyes were fluttering closed. Her shoulders heaved up and her chest rose. She pushed harder on my head and I strained in my neck back up against her pressure.
“Yes,” she sighed. “Harder,” she said.
I pushed up and she pushed down. My neck bulged and my muscles quaked. I pushed down hard into her hip bones and she pressed up with her lap, trying to push her body up into my face.
“Like that,” she groaned. “Fucking little bitch,” she added almost under her breath.
I strained up against her hands, but she pushed up harder with her hips, and she got her pussy, wet, hot, and full, against my mouth. I moaned like I was gagged. I struggled like I was tied. She pushed her hips up harder and brushed her pussy up and down and side to side over my mouth and she groaned out loud and stretched further back in her body.
“Fuck yes,” she groaned. It was almost a sob. “Lick me bitch!” she said. “Take it all!”
I covered her pussy with my mouth and I penetrated her with my tongue. She gasped and contorted under me, and she tugged my hair hard. I sucked on her bald and hard clitoris and she sucked a deep inhalation of breath through her clenched teeth. “Good girl,” she groaned.
I lapped at her and I sucked on her and I licked her all over. Her hips vibrated under my face and her body twitched and trembled. It went hard everywhere. “Take it all, baby,” she grunted. “Yeah, you love it!” she groaned. “You know it,” she gasped.
I licked her pussy like that until her fists pounded my back. “Take it bitch!” she cried out loud. “Good girl!” she grunted. “All of it!” she winced, and she threw her body back harder against the door and violently bucked her hips up into my face. She stopped breathing and nearly tore a clump of hair out of my head. I tasted her flow like a sprung pipe down my chin and over her legs, and she moaned deep and long all the way down like some prehistoric monster slayed and dying in a deep down cave.
I sat up and leaned against my door, sprawled and drained over the seat. She fitted her panties over her shoes without looking at me and she tugged them up over her hips. She said nothing. Even when she tugged her dress back down over her thighs and squeezed the door handle in her hand and peered over her shoulder and up at her house, as though checking, she didn’t say anything or even look at me.
She flung herself out the door but paused before slamming it on me. “Dumb bitch,” she said. “Swallow next time,” she said, and she shuffled quickly over the pavement and up the steps to her front doors. She slipped inside without looking over her shoulder.
I rolled over the front seat and sat up staring at the shrubbery out my front window a moment, before starting my motor and rolling the rest of the way through the circular driveway, and back out through the silent gates and onto the winding quiet, tree-enshrouded streets.
I went home and sat and stared at a new, plain, and white canvas I had set up on the easel, and saw nothing on it for an hour, before rolling into my unmade bed and falling into a fitful sleep.
The following afternoon, a Sunday, I hung around at home trying to read, trying to paint, trying to write. I was just about to head out and eat something when my phone pinged. It was Brit.
“Can I come up?” she had texted.
“You downstairs?” I wrote.
“Buzz me in,” she said.
I heaved in my chest and laid my forehead into the wall. And then I pressed the door button and unlocked my door and left it cracked open and went to start a couple of coffees.
She came in while I was in the kitchen. I turned and came out and set two steaming cups down on my studio table and pulled my chair out to sit down. I shoved my work aside.
Brit was dressed in a floral sundress, black with blue and white and pink abstract shapes. Straps lead up from the cups over her breasts to her clavicle, and were tied in a lazy, loopy knot at the back of her neck. Her waist was cinched in with a sash-tie, knotted at the back. She was in low sandals. She looked like a wet dream from 1962.
She faced me standing on her widely-spaced feet, and she reached up and behind her head to pull the ends and undo the knot under her hair.
“Brit, I . . . “ I started, but she put her finger to her lips and gently shook her head side to side.
“Shh,” she said.
The front of her dress billowed out and collapsed down around the sash tied around her waist. She was wearing a white satin balconette-style bra, full cup and luxurious.
“I . . . “ I started again. But she flared her eyes at me and said “shh!” again, before reaching behind her back and pulling the tails of the other knot free. Her dress glided down her body like a descending cloud. She used her toes to peel her feet out of her sandals, and she stepped out of her dress where it fell around her ankles. She was in high-sitting white satin classic style panties. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, she bent at her waist and knees, and she pushed them down her legs and stepped out of them, leaving them where they fell on her dress crumpled on the floor. Between us.
She stepped up to me and bent over to undo my pants. She stepped back and tugged on the bottom of them until they came down my legs and off my feet. She followed the same way with my shorts. And then she straddled my lap and sat down on my knees. She wrapped one arm around the back of my neck, her fingers hanging over my shoulder, her nails lightly scratching my skin. Her other hand fell down in my lap between our bodies. She wrapped her cool hand around my cock and stroked it lightly and slowly.
“You’ve been spending time with my friends,” she finally said.
“In a manner of speaking,” I said.
She pushed her toes into the floor to either side of my chair and lifted her hips high above my straining cock, and she aimed the head at her pussy lips, and sank down. Her lips spread and folded around the head of my cock. She was firey hot inside, and wet. She sank down tightly and easily over me until our pelvises mashed together. She began to raise and lower herself on me slowly, steadily, and completely. She draped her other hand around the back of my neck, clasped her hands together, and leaned back from my body.
She curled her hips in and out and wrapped her feet and ankles around my calves to hold on. I held her waist in my hands and tried to regulate my breath. She fucked me slowly, languidly, easily.
“Do you like the girls I bring to you?” she said. She arched in her back and dangled her nipples, one and then the other, across my lips.
“Bring to me?” I said. I sucked on her nipples and licked the underside and up the sides of her breasts.
She strained in her stomach and grunted in the back of her throat. She wrapped her arms around my neck harder and used the leverage of her ankles twisted around my calves to propel her body more forcefully up and down on my lap. Her slick, sopping pussy drove more deeply and intensively up and down over my cock.
“I have other friends, you know,” she more breathed than said to me. “All over our neighbourhood up there, in fact.” She hung her head over my shoulder and cried a tiny, gasping, and helpless cry in my ear. “Oh my god,” she whimpered, “I’m going to cum!”
I sucked breath through my clenching teeth and I dropped my jaw down to my chest. Her pussy seemed to wrap around my cock as hard as her hand, squeezing me and milking me. I tried to hold myself back but she breathed into my ear and her whole body shook on mine. I exploded up into her and my cum ran out of her pussy and over my thigh and down to my chair.
She climbed off me and cupped her hand around her pussy before she dashed on her toes down the hall and up the tiny steps to my bathroom.
I sat huffing and puffing in my chair leaning my elbow on the sill of the window and my chin into the heel of my hand, staring at nothing.
She reappeared in my living room, dressed again, her hand wrapped around the door knob. “You might be getting a few more requested trips,” she said. “Keep your phone on.”
And then she flung my door open, she strode through it, and she dropped her big round sunglasses back down over her eyes, and she left. “Friend!” I heard her add from the hallway she flew away in.
I pinched one corner of my phone in my finger and thumb, let it roll heavier end over and down, before I slid my grip to the next corner, and I picked it up and let it roll over again, all the while staring out across my end of the city, past the rail yard and the more distant ribbon of freeway behind it, and up into the hazy distant and grey-green hills, where all the big and hidden houses were.
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