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CHAPTER ONE


NOW

Out of your whole life give but one moment!

All of your life that has gone before,

All to come after it, – so you ignore,

So you make perfect the present, – condense,

In a rapture of rage, for perfection’s endowment,

Thought and feeling and soul and sense –

Merged in a moment which gives me at last

You around me for once, you beneath me, above me –

Me – sure that despite of time future, time past, –

This tick of our life-time’s one moment you love me!

How long such suspension may linger? Ah, Sweet –

The moment eternal – just that and no more –

When ecstasy’s utmost we clutch at the core

While cheeks burn, arms open, eyes shut and lips meet!

- Robert Browning


CHAPTER TWO


“I WANT YOU to kiss him.” David said.

My heart flipped in my chest I tried to smile. He leaned over and placed his hand on my neck below my ear, his lips touched mine, gently kissing my lips, then he opened his mouth and pressed harder, his tongue probing for mine. I kissed him back. An ache groaned in my belly.

He pulled away slowly and his eyes were lubricated with alcohol and thoughts of a fantasy nearly realized. The bar was dark wood paneling and low golden light meant to emulate a pub. It was half full of hotel guests in various states of semi-formal, night-out attire, their murmured conversations swelling and ebbing in a fog of low music punctuated by a laugh or tinkling glassware.

“Just like that.” He said.

I raked my teeth over my lower lip. “That’s a lot of kiss for someone I’ve never met.” I said.

“He’s right there, not ten steps away.” He said. “Just walk over to him and kiss him like he’s been away for months and all you want is him inside you.” He said.

“Jesus, David.” I looked over at the man at the bar David had selected. Even from ten steps away I could see he was handsome. Broad shoulders, thick dark hair, filling out his sport jacket in a way that suggested he was built.

“He is hot.” I said. I sipped my wine with a wan smile.

David did this sometimes and my heart was hammering in my throat at the prospect of having to walk across the bar under the eyes of everyone there and approach a man I didn’t know, had never met. My gut was begin to churn with nerves. And to kiss him. I wasn’t sure I could even talk to him with David watching, expecting.

“I’m not sure I can do this David.” I said, my voice was thinner and more hesitant than I wanted. I imagined myself walking over to the man, leaning in to kiss him and puking on his jacket.

I twirled my wine glass and absently fiddled with my necklace, feeling trapped. I shifted myself against the leather of the booth bench. I could see in David’s eyes this had passed the musing phase and he actually wanted me to walk over there. I sipped at my wine thinking of a way to get out of this.

“What if he’s married?” I said. “And his wife shows up?” I added for good measure.

“What if he is?” He said. “Innocent mistake.” He paused and looked into my eyes. “You were so taken with him that you were overcome with desire.” He was grasping and he saw the doubt, the rejection of the scheme on my face. “I’ll rescue you. I’m not ten steps away. Five or six steps. And who knows, she might be into it.” A thin grin failed to mask his anger.

I giggled nervously trying to lighten a situation that had gotten too serious far too quickly. “What if…”

“Just walk over there. He’s hot, you’re hot, this is perfect. We’ll just see what happens.” He said.

“David, I can’t.” I said. “I just can’t.” I shook my head.

He looked at me for a long time and finally took a pull from his whisky. David had no problem asking me for what he wanted. Wanting things was never a problem for David. Getting the things he wanted was also rarely a problem for him.

“Fuck it, I’ll go over there. See if he wants to join us.” He started to slide around the booth to get out.

I grabbed his arm. “No you’re not.” I said, a pleading smile failing to remain a smile as he continued to pull away. “David. Wait. Just wait.” What the hell was going on? “What do you think you’re going to say to him?” I said.

He stopped and turned to me. “Hi, I’m Dave. My wife wants to play. You interested?” He said and started moving again.

I stared at him, my fingers buried in the arm of his jacket. I was out of excuses and he was out of patience.

He relaxed for a second and looked earnest. “What do you want Julia? You don’t want this? What do you want?” He said.

I sensed a chance at reprieve. “I want us to go up to our room and fuck each others brains out. I want to suck on you till you come in my mouth.” I said and scooted closer to him pressing my lips to his.

He pulled back. “So do I Julia.” He glanced down at the tent in his trousers. My eyes followed. “Just think of him as another toy.” He said motioning with his head to the man ten steps away. “You love toys.”

I held my breath.

“Not him? Then who? What? What do you want?” He said. “Tell me for once. Do you want anything?”

I did want things. I wanted my marriage to be happy and full. I wanted the people I loved to be happy. And I wanted other things too, things that only crept so very briefly into the periphery of my thoughts that they were like clouds overhead, inevitable, transient and out of reach. But I said nothing.

My hand began to hurt from holding his sleeve and I released him. He looked away and began to scoot out of the booth.

“David, no.” I said and pulled at his jacket sleeve. “Wait.” He stopped and looked at me. I drained my wine, took a breath, exhaled. I scooted slowly out of the booth and stood, straightening my dress. “Just wait. And be good.” I said.

I don’t remember walking the ten steps it took me to get to the bar and sit in the stool next to the man we’d been discussing. I smelled him before I actually looked at him. He smelled like sandalwood and musk, sharp and intimidating and magnetic. I could feel his eyes on me and when I couldn’t help it anymore I glanced at him. His smile was kind and sensual. My nipples began to tingle.

“What can I get you?” The bartender had a slightly puzzled look on his face he and glanced, for a fraction of a second, to where David was sitting.

“Pinot Grigio.” I said. “Thank you.” I continued to look forward as he moved away to pour the wine.

“I’m Luke.” Said the man next to me.

“Julia.” I said. He was much better looking up close than I expected. I could feel a blush crawling up my neck.

“Are you meeting someone?” He said. His smile was now turned up to maximum, his hand came to the back of my stool.

“I’ve never done this.” I said, searching for words. “I’m not exactly sure…”

He looked away then back with that thousand-watt smile.

“I think you already did it.” He said.

I laughed, nerves, and touched his chest with the palm of my hand, he clasped it and his face drew close to mine. He whispered hot breath into my neck.

“You’re stunning. Just tell me want you want and it’s yours.” He kissed the palm of my hand and released it.

I couldn’t look away from his dark blue eyes, his scent hung around my neck and filled my my brain. I knew my nipples were revealing themselves through the fabric of my dress and a warm pool was beginning to swirl low in my belly.

For the second time tonight a man who wanted to fuck me asked what I wanted and I had no answer.

My wine arrived as Luke stood. He leaned into my neck again sliding a hand behind my head and whispered, “Is this you or your husband? Or both?” He pulled back. “You both want this?” He said.

I looked into eyes and nodded dumbly. Of course he’d seen us together and had figured it out. Maybe he’d even done this before.

“We’ll see.” He said. He leaned into me one more time and slowly pressed his lips to mine, he tilted his head and sucked gently at my lower lip then pulled away. Electricity arced through me.

He took my hand and led me back to David. I scooted awkwardly into the booth as they introduced themselves then Luke slid in next to me. David signaled the waitress.

“So lovely date night or are you traveling?” Luke said. Then after a brief pause, “No, it’s date night. Perfect.”

“That’s right.” David smirked. “But you’re traveling.”

“Am I?” Said Luke.

“Locals that look like you don’t go out to bars like this alone. And you’ve done this before.” David said.

“Guilty.” Luke said.

“And that jacket, which is terrific.” David said, “I haven’t seen it around here yet.”

“I can tell you two have never done this before. That interests me.” He said with a wicked grin. “You look game David. But,” He looked at me. “Even though I would love to spend the night getting to know your beautiful wife, she doesn’t look like she’s ready for this.”

David looked at me, I looked at Luke.

“Julia?” David said. “Should we all continue this upstairs?”

Luke took my hand and moved it to his crotch. He placed his hand over mine and wrapped my fingers around his growing erection. I looked into his eyes and swallowed. I squeezed his cock through his jeans. He lips brushed mine again. I could feel my heartbeat in my anus.

“It’s more than you think.” He said, flexing his hips ever so slightly.

He leaned into me again and breathed, his lips brushing the skin of my neck.

“It’s okay, okay? You want this don’t you?” He said.

He squeezed my hand. I nodded slowly.

“But you’re not ready are you?” He said.

He licked my neck and pulled away.

“Are you?” He repeated softly.

I slowly released him. He smiled and scooted out of the booth. He once again took my hand and kissed it.

He extended a hand to David.

“Been a pleasure man.” He said and walked back to the exact same seat at the bar.

“Julia? What did he say?” David said. “Did you have your hand on his crotch? Was he hard? Julia?”

“Let’s go.” I said. “I need you upstairs.” I stammered, blushing furiously.

I began to scoot out of the booth.

“Julia?” He said. “What did he say?”

I stood and held out my hand to him. “Let’s go.” I hissed, looking toward away.

He stared at me. “What did he say?”

I stared back. I knew there were other things I wanted. Things that were hidden from me or that I’d hidden from myself. Things that I didn’t know about. Things and people and feelings that never appeared to me, not even as shadows in my mind because they belonged to someone else that I didn’t know.

“You’re not ready.” I said. I turned and walked away. I looked over to the bar and another woman was climbing onto the stool next to Luke. His eyes met mine and he grinned, then looked away.


CHAPTER THREE


I CROSSED THE lobby, my heels clicking quickly over the marble floor, and entered an open elevator. The door stayed open. I waited, fumbled the card key for our room out of my bag, dropping it to the floor. Still, the door stayed open. Confused, I looked up at the display at the top of the big metal key pad filled with numbered buttons. The big blue ‘L,’ lit up on the display meant what? Lobby, of course. I was at the Lobby level but the door remained open. Out of Service? I dropped the card key again. I reached for it seeing the room number written on the paper envelope, 2112, and I saw my hand trembling as I picked it up.

The door still wasn’t closing. I reached for the ‘close door’ button and realized I hadn’t pushed the ’21’ button. Fuck me. I pushed the button and as the doors were about to close, David stepped in.

He said nothing but came to me. His hands grasped my hips as he pushed me into the corner, his mouth came to mine, smashing together, his tongue searched my mouth. Our faces twisted and buckled against each other, searching, hungry. A fierce little fire lit behind my navel sending hot, urgent pulses into my pelvis. The door closed. We gasped in short, sharp breaths.

My hand blindly searched the front of his pants for his zipper. I tugged wildly. His hands were lifting my dress, clawing at my panties, his cock was out, full and hot and slick. He guided it to the wet spot between my legs. The burning ball in my belly was growing. I needed him inside me now.

I felt the head of his cock slip under me and I tilted my hips, lifting my leg to his waist, his hand slid under my knee and lifted. I felt us align. He began to push. I opened my eyes, tilting my head back to look into his face.

“Give my your hand.” I hissed.

I took it by the wrist with both hands and pressed it against my throat.

“Fuck me.” I said.

He entered, our eyes locked. I pulled with all my strength at his wrist. He drove into me. The fullness. My head fell back against the wall. I looked over David’s shoulder at the big blue display as the numbers changed. Was there a camera in there? Of course there was. Who was watching? Who would see this? Someone. Everyone? The internet? Luke? The bartender? Panic squeezed like a fist around my heart. Luke’s face; his eyes, lips grinning lasciviously, dismissively, swam into view as David drove into me. A wave of heat rippled through me, flooding my pelvis, burning my cheeks. I closed my eyes, squeezing them tight against the thoughts; the swirl of manic desires and hysterical fear.

“Squeeze.” I croaked.

Tentatively, David’s hand began to close around my throat, his hips fucked his prick in and out of me, my head banged against the wall. I struggled with all my strength to breathe. More panic. My hands gripped his arm with all the strength I had. The ball growing in my belly suddenly ruptured, spilling violently into my legs and spine and brain. Tiny, strangled chirps flowed out of my mouth with each thrust. He tensed and held himself deep inside me, his grip tightened briefly around my neck then released, his face fell to my shoulder and his mouth sucked violently at my skin as he pulsed into me.

“Julia.” He hissed.


CHAPTER FOUR


DAVID LAY NEXT to me on the huge king bed of our hotel room, propped on one elbow, exuding a delicious scent of liquor, fresh sweat and sex; mine and his. His fingers twirled lightly through the patch of pubic hair between my legs, his eyes glistening, his voice liquid and ebullient. We had fucked three times between the booth in the bar downstairs and right here where we lay together, glowing on each other.

“You amaze me.” He said, as his lips nibbled my shoulder. “Look at you.” His lips travelled to the hollow of my neck. “You’re fucking magnificent.” His lips continued nibbling and flittering into shiny, shallow valley between my breasts. I drank him in; his love and attention, his focus on me.

He lifted his face to look at me, his fingers still twirling, twisting, teasing the pubic hair on my mons. “I don’t know what to do.” He said. “We get so close and then you run away. But look at you.” His lips on my lips, drawing my eyes to his. “You were built to fuck. You’re a goddess. You’re a fuck goddess.”

“I love fucking you.” I said, with a smile, returning his kisses.

“You know what I mean.” He said, opening his mouth, inviting my tongue. He shifted, pressing his hardening cock against my thigh.

Nights like this we would fuck until he couldn’t any more. Then he would lick me and finger me until I begged for sleep. Then we would fit our naked selves together and drift away in a cloud of exhaustion, belonging to each other completely.

“I know.” I said, kissing him with lips that invited more kissing. But he pulled back.

“Aren’t you going to ask again?” He said, his finger gliding over the swollen hood of my clit and into the efflorescence below; my pussy, swollen and slavering with our emissions.

My eyelids fluttered near closed as his fingers slipped and slid through the come and juice and heat between my legs while slipping and sliding through the come and juice heat of his imaginings. Luke, from downstairs, was inside David’s brain, inside his cock. Luke had just fucked his wife, who now lay here beside him. He would fuck her again; Luke inside David’s brain, using David’s cock.

“What?” I said, barely. Knowing he was trying to steer me, to get me to ask “why?” Why it turned him on so much to think of me with other men. Luke. Why? Why? Why?

“Why this … gets me off so hard?” He slipped a finger inside me, his tongue raking my nipple.

I moaned softly, waiting a long time to respond savoring the sensation of his finger moving inside me.

“Do you know why?” He finally said, removing his finger, swirling it lightly over my clit.

I moaned softly, tilting my hips to his touch. “Do you know why?” I said, turning the question back.

My question sent him inward. I had never asked it before and now he was considering. His lips sealed over my nipple. His teeth and tongue nudging and squeezing; spraying my guts with a shower of electrons. He was walking around in his mind, looking for clues, examining Luke, Luke’s cock, the expression on my face; eyes closed, mouth open, my face frozen a rictus of ecstasy as Luke fucked me to a perfect orgasm.

“I don’t know.” He said, curious, resigned. “It’s always been. Born this way.” He offered to the room, to no one, maybe hoping I knew.

“It doesn’t matter.” I said.

His movements stopped. My eyes opened to see him pulling back, his face stiffening like so many times before.

“I just mean it doesn’t matter if you know why.” I said.

“It matters to me Julia. This happens to me. This is how… This is… I want us to…” He sighed. “I don’t have any more words for this. But I can’t keep doing this if you’re not part of it.”

By ‘this,’ he meant us, and by ‘it,’ he meant the desire he had that I couldn’t get me head around; Luke up here with us now, inside me as David watched. And the simple equation made me feel stupid, sick at the thought of no more ‘this.’ I began paddling away from it.

“All I meant was; why doesn’t matter. Asking why just seems to push you away. But tonight, right here, I think I’ve realized for the first time, why doesn’t matter. It’s who you are. Born this way, like you said.” I said.

“Besides,” I continued, “Knowing why doesn’t get us what we want. I think I need to ask different questions for that. I just need to find my way in to who you are.”

“You just need to trust me.” He said, his lips on my breast again.

“That’s easy to say. Up here, alone together.” I said. “Down there, with them, circling, wanting in, you opening the gate. I’m not sure where safe is. But I need that. I need to know where safe is.”

“Safe is with me.” He said, matter of factly. “The problem is you don’t seem the least bit curious.” He said. “Curious at least to explore, to find out. You might like it. And I’ll be there.”

I sighed, sat up and shifted toward the head of the bed.

“I’m sure I would like it David. Physically.” I said. “That’s not the point. I’m afraid…”

“But I’ll be there the…”

“Let me finish, please.” I said. “I’m afraid of everything. Afraid I’ll like it, afraid I won’t. I’m afraid of losing you, of looking foolish, of being hurt, of falling in love or out if it. I’m afraid of all of the things. But I think I’m most afraid of changing. I don’t know how to not be afraid of that.”

The look on his face was familiar, weary.

“You’re right.” I said. “But I’m not an incurious person. I’m trying. When dad died it was just mother and me. You know. She set us against the world. Nothing came in. Everything was dangerous. She kept us safe.”

“Oh fuck, Julia.” He said, sitting up. “Okay. Okay. Let’s not…your mother.”

“Yes, let’s not.” I said, turning over onto my hands and knees, pushing him onto his back, my eyes dropping to his crotch, a wicked smile turning up the corner of my mouth.

“When I was a kid, nine I think, my ninth birthday I got a bike.” David said, sitting up, his eyes full of an epiphany.

“It was brand new.” He continued, as I sat next to him. “Dad had a good year, his one and only. Anyway, within a year, I had destroyed the bike. I jumped it over anything I could. Me and my brother made ramps out of cinder blocks and two by fours. We took the seat off, took the brakes off, painted it, modded the hell out of it. He also beat the hell out of it. We dragged it behind a minibike, rolled it off the garage roof. I’d let neighbor kids borrow it and they’d bring it back muddy and scraped with bent handlebars and broken spokes. But I always repaired it, added new parts, painted it, I don’t know how many times.” His eyes glittered. “It was my joy, a single, perfect joy until I grew out of it. High school maybe. Then, later in college I pulled it out of the shed one weekend and decided to restore it to new. Took me a year, looking for parts, weekends at home, here and there. Finally, I finished it and gave it to the kid down the block. He was maybe eight. And all that summer, whenever I saw him riding it, it gave me such joy.” David said, looking at me with a big grin like he’d just recited a poem from memory.

I lifted my chin, arched my brows and looked into his eyes with something like incredulity. “I’m not a bike, Dave.” I said.

“No, no you're not.” He said. “You're the minibike, the garage roof, the ramp, the jump.”

I laughed with disbelief. “I’m the minibike?”

“Okay, maybe not a great analogy.” He said. “The thing is, it was never about the bike. The bike was just something to run over the jump. The jump was where the thrill was - making it bigger, longer, higher, and surviving. That's where the thrill was.” His hand came to my cheek. “You're the jump, the thing that could kill me.” He looked into my eyes. “I’m the bike. Kinda.” He said, as the analogy finally fell through his fingers.

“I think I understand.” I said. “Let me find a way to get on the bike with you. I want to.” I said.

I crawled over him, dipped my head and took his half hard cock into my mouth, stroking the length of it with my tongue, sucking him hard.

I looked up into his eyes. “Hi. Will you show my husband how to properly fuck me?” I said.


CHAPTER FIVE


AFTER LUKE, WE would go out and I would see them, really see them, watch them, contemplate them; tall men, thick men, dark men, happy men, men who looked like they could be cruel, some with a sad or desperate light in their eyes, some unreadable, blank and terrifying, well-dressed men that smelled and moved and thought different than David.

And I saw them looking at me. I could see their thoughts - wondering how I would look with their cock in my mouth, how I would suck, how I would fuck. I wondered too, how they would taste, how they would feel, where we would go. So many possible paths, parallel and alternative universes, curious, fascinating, frightening and exhilarating. There were second glances in the grocery store aisle, a door held open and a smile that barely concealed a desire just waiting to be triggered with the right response from me. A gaze returned, the right kind of smile, a “hello,” were always within my reach and a new path, a new experience would be opened to me. But every time I got close to exploring; smiling, saying “hello,” I would freeze, terrified by a cascade of fears.

A couple months after Luke one of David’s colleagues, Drew, made a pass at their office holiday party. Drew was younger than David but married, at the time, to a mutual friend of ours, Diane, who was about our age. Drew was exactly who David fantasized about, young, handsome, bright and fit. He was Luke without the mystery. He’d even asked me about him once. And I had, honestly, found Drew very attractive for years. He carried himself with a confidence that bordered on swagger but seemed to have the heart of saint.

All night Drew had been brushing up against me, smiling, playfully touching me. With the party atmosphere, and the flirting, I was feeling buoyant and attractive in my holiday dress. At the peak of the festivities Drew walked up to me from across the room with a drink.

The woman I was talking to floated away on another conversation and suddenly Drew’s voice was in my ear whispering a suggestion. Almost immediately I blushed all over. I got wet. I pulled back and saw in his face a very serious proposition, not merely a lewd comment or a tease. And when his hand found mine, I followed in a sort of spell as he led me to an empty office. Maybe I was shocked by the suggestion. Maybe I was overcome by the intensity of the possibility. By the time we stopped outside the door I had convinced myself that I was about to sleep with him, that it was inevitable. I was doing this.

But I stopped, my head spinning, and stood at the threshold to his office as he stood in front of me with a need in his eyes and a huge bulge in his trousers. He tugged gently at my hand trying to pull me into his office, knowing that if I stepped over the line into the dark, into his room, I would be his. He saw a growing desire in my eyes as well. He tugged again. He felt me start to give as I tottered at the threshold, my heart pounding, an electric warmth spreading through me. But I released his hand.

He stood still for a second looking into me, his eyes overflowing with desire. And without looking away, he slowly unzipped his fly, reached into his trousers and pulled out his hard cock. A fizz of electricity cascaded from my head down through my body into my knees. My eyes were locked on the sight of his naked cock for what seemed like a very long time.

He took a half step forward. I took an involuntary half step toward him. His hand reached out for mine and I took it, my other tightly held the threshold of the doorframe. He brought my fingers to his mouth and licked the pad of my middle finger then lowered my hand to the engorged member jutting like a monument from his pants. I looked down to see my fingers wrap around the shaft. It was hotter and thicker than I anticipated. My hand looked small as it held him.

My grip on the doorframe weakened. I looked into his eyes then squeezed his shaft and began to stroke it. A groan escaped him and he moved closer. His hand came to my elbow and he pulled me further into the office. I could feel my heart thudding in my throat and ears.

The size of it, noticeably bigger than David, enflamed me. I was sure it would taste different, smell different. Would he come more? I never admitted it to David, but one of my favorite parts of having sex with him was sucking on him and my favorite part of sucking on him was the pre come that leaked from his cock. Sometimes I felt like I craved the tiny beads of fluid I could coax from him. I loved the taste and texture and the idea that I could get him to leak so much with just my mouth and hands.

“You want it in your mouth.” He said. “I can see it in your eyes.”

I looked back down at it. A huge, glistening bead of liquid had formed at the tip. I wanted it on my tongue, I could almost taste it.

“I…” I croaked. Yes. I thought. Please, God, I can’t.

He released my elbow and reached down to wipe away the growing bead of anticipatory fluid with his finger. He raised it to my open mouth and my tongue reflexively extended. He lay his finger on my tongue and I closed my mouth over it tasting the warm, salty essence.

“No one will know.” He whispered, sensing he was about to have me.

He stepped closer and replaced his finger with his lips and tongue as I continued to gently push and pull the length of his burning shaft. The warm, slippery saline taste triggered a hot tightening in my chest.

“I’m almost there.” He said, as he tugged at my elbow, wanting me on my knees.

I looked down. Had it gotten bigger? Harder? A vision of myself kneeling in front of him burst into my mind, licking the pre-come from the tip, taking him into my mouth. Right here, right now. It would be so easy. I could do it right now. I could just let go of the doorframe and kneel in front of him and have this. I could the taste his full cock fill my mouth as I pushed it to the entrance of my throat, rolling my tongue under it, sucking and stroking it as he erupted.

I could do it so easily. Just let go. And, I would taste his seed as it flooded my mouth and feel his hand on the back of my head as I swallowed every pulse, his shaft jerking large and then deflating as he spent himself, his groans losing intensity as I continued to suck, gently, gently sucking with my whole mouth and head and tongue until it was done. I could feel him withdraw spent from my mouth, exhaling satisfaction. I could feel his aftertaste, strong and mixing with confusion and guilt and a small amount of satisfaction as I stood in front of him, as he fumbled to put himself back together. He would grin and I would look demure, his taste still strong on my tongue, I would kiss him. And he would taste what I’d done.

But I released him and stepped back. I swallowed hard and shook my head trying to swim back from the trance, from the possibility that a hot, dark part of me wanted very badly in that moment. Still wanted.

A moment of shocked disappointment grew over his face chased away by a hint of anger, then he smiled, defeated and chuckled. He put himself away and stepped toward me, his hands resting on my hips and leaned in to softly kiss my lips. He muttered as he pulled back looking into my eyes. “He’s a lucky bastard.” He said, a grin curling his cheek as he walked away.

I stood there for awhile catching my breath. Part of me wanted him to come back, to give me another chance, I wasn’t ready. Or maybe we could kiss some more, or maybe…I didn’t know what. I took a deep breath, put on my holiday face and slipped back into to the party, his taste on my lips, his aftertaste in my imagination, and the thoughts of what might have happened sizzling through my mind.

I never told David. A part of me thought it would give him just what he wanted - a perfect fantasy to light his imagination and add fuel to our love making. But I was afraid of what else it would lead to; the next step, an escalation. Or something more likely; unintended consequences; bad blood with his friend or worse, a confrontation. I was afraid of other things too.


CHAPTER SIX


I WAS ALWAYS careful not to dress too young. I was in my forties and a voice in my head continuously reminded me of the fact. The voice sounded a lot like a catty forty-something wondering what the hell I was thinking whenever something was too tight, too short or too sparkly. And although my body wasn’t what it once was, it was pretty good. I was tall to begin with at 5’ 7” and I was also thin, 125 lbs., which of course also meant not much to work with upstairs. But I was fit, had great legs and I’d learned to accept the boob thing a long time ago.

When David and I went out, I dressed a little younger, more daring, ignoring the reproaching inner voice. And one night in late May, the Friday before Memorial Day, we were going out to an over-hyped, over-priced, hipster farm-to-table place. Great people watching.

We were staying the night up the street at a hotel, and I knew it would be a night to gather looks. I knew David would be on high alert, he would see every head turn, looking for another chance to bring someone to the room with us. But no matter what happened, he would bring it all up to the room later and turn it loose in me.

I wore a light floral print orange and fuchsia midi with spaghetti straps and a slice up the front of my thigh that was actually more daring than I realized. I considered a slip to prevent the see through effect but the slit wasn’t having it. I looked in the mirror. It fell perfectly on me. The effect was like the first glass of wine. I felt sexy.

Sitting in the car on the way to the restaurant the dress slowly fell open along the slit, the fabric falling away to reveal my inner thigh to within inches of my panties. Before I could pull the dress together, my natural instinct, David looked over and saw the exposed length of thigh. He didn’t say a word, but his hand traveled slowly from my knee along my inner thigh, his fingers coming to rest against my mound, barely touching the fabric of the dress. I looked over to his grinning face then down to the tent in his trousers. “You look terrific tonight.” He said. I was going to have to be very careful how I sat tonight.

As we walked into the restaurant, I looked past the hostess station, my eyes drawn by the outline, the shadowed profile, of a familiar face. I couldn’t place it right away. Then David released my hand and strode toward to the man. Three paces before he reached him, he said, “Drew! I thought it was you.” And pumped Drew’s hand in a furious man-shake. I drifted up to them, my face a warm and friendly mask hiding a hammering heart, and a cascade of buried feelings and images from a Holiday party not six months past.

“Julia, you’re a vision.” Drew said. “As always. And what a dress.” He reached for my hand and looked up into my eyes with a grin hinting at a secret.

He looked back to David. “Date night?” He said.

“No, Drew. I take her out and show her off every chance I get. Just happens to be Friday.” David said with a stupid chuckle.

“Not sure who’s luckier.” Drew said, smiling again at me as his scanning eyes paused at the slit in my dress.

“He is.” I said, looking directly into Drew’s eyes. “And he knows it.” I inserted my hand back into David’s. “And what about you Drew? Where’s your lucky date?”

“Oh, I just stopped in for a drink. I like the atmosphere. And the views.” He said, his eyes raking over me. “Then I’m off for some carousing downtown, where a man like me can get in proper trouble.” He said, his grin just shy of lascivious.

“Any places we’d know?” Said David. “We might be looking for a little trouble later ourselves.”

“You know all the places I know Dave. You just don’t frequent them like I do.” He said, glancing at me. “Text me when you’re done. It might be fun to run into you two in slightly…shadier surroundings.” Another look.

“We might do that. Either way, we’ll have to catch up sometime. Hear all about the new gig.” David said.

Our hostess was standing by with our menus, we nodded our goodbyes and followed her to our table. Drew’s eyes lingered on me and I could feel them groping me as I walked away. A flush spread from my chest up my neck into my face. A pleasant heat bloomed between my legs.

As we waited for the drinks to arrive David looked over the menu, “Drew seemed taken with you tonight.”

“Did he?” I said. His name fanned the desire between my thighs. I shifted in my seat and realized I was wet. “I think Drew’s head is easily turned.” An image of my hand wrapped around his thick cock at the Christmas party flashed across my mind.

“That may be.” David said. “But look at you. Every man in this place knows you’re here.”

The drinks came and I pushed back from the table. “I have to powder my nose.” I said. David stood and leaned in to whisper in my ear.

“I’ll count the looks as you walk.” He said.

I smiled, pecked his cheek and turned for the ladies.

An elegant young blonde stood in front of the mirror bank in the restroom, freshening her lips with a red lip pen. She glanced at me, from my shoes to my earrings, then back to her lips in the mirror.

In the stall, I lifted my dress to my waist and pushed my tiny sheer panties to my knees and sat. The crotch was wet and covered with my own lubrications. I reached between my legs and slid a finger over the slick, swollen flesh of my labia. I closed my eyes and began circling my clitoris. An orgasm began to swirl deep in my belly.

I brought my fingers together and began to rub the pad of my middle finger over the swollen nub as the image of Drew swam back up to me. The thought of him in the stall with my right now, lifting me, holding me against the wall, sliding up inside me, sent me over the edge and I came. The first wave forced a high moan from my throat. I covered my mouth with my free hand and rode the succeeding waves silently back to reality.

I tried to dry myself off as best I could and pushed my panties to the floor. I picked them up and examined them. The crotch was soaked, covered with the slippery cream that would glide David into me later. I rolled them into a ball and tucked them into my clutch.

I opened the stall door and was shocked to see the blonde still standing there, lipstick in hand. Silently, she watched me in the huge mirror as I washed my hands. As I dried my hands she grinned at me, looking up and down my length. She pursed her lips and I walked out, heart hammering, grinning from ear to ear, suppressing a giggle.

As I walked back to the table it seemed every man I passed looked at me, grinned, smiled or raised an eyebrow. Could they see the post-orgasm satisfaction on my face? Could they tell what I’d just done? Did they know my underwear was in my handbag? I allowed myself the giggle but pushed my grinning lips back to normal with my fingers.

As I sat next to David the waiter was arriving with the menus.

“I have something for you.” I whispered to David.

He cocked a brow and grinned.

After the waiter left, I handed my panties to him under the table. He held them concealed in his hand then brought his closed fist to his face, inhaling, nostrils flaring.

“You’re in trouble tonight.” He said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


AFTER DINNER WE stepped, a bit unsteadily, into the cool spring night. We walked over to the valet stand, filled pleasantly with cocktails and wine and expensive food and the prosperous feeling that clings to you after spending two hours surrounded by pretty people, delicious pretense and elegance.

“Should we text Drew?” David offered, as he lazily pulled his phone from his breast pocket. “See what trouble there is to be had?” Looking down at this phone. “You’re not ready to call it yet are you?” He said and looked up at me.

I hesitated, leaned into him. “Maybe we could go to the hotel bar, do some people watching and make up secrets to tell each other.” I said, as I wrapped my arms around his elbow. He leaned in to kiss me.

“Why not?” He said. “I’d love to hear some new secrets. Do you have some you’re ready to tell me?” He leaned in again, this time opening his mouth over mine, letting our tongues touch.

A shot of adrenaline squeezed my chest. Secrets ready to tell him? What was he talking about? Had Drew said something? Did he know? Unlikely, but I stuttered.

“I guess, I better think of some.” I said, kissing him again.

A young, fresh-faced valet, who looked like he had just arrived from the farm, ushered me into the car and awkwardly closed the door. David got in and barely pulled the door closed before his mouth was on mine, his hand between my legs pressing his fingers roughly against my mound.

“I think tonight.” He said, between rough stabs of his tongue into my mouth, his finger sliding into me.

I moaned and pulled back. “You think tonight what?” I said. I tugged at my dress.

Inches from my face he said, “I think tonight is the night.”

He kissed my neck and cupped a breast, caressing a small, erect nipple between his knuckles.

“Tonight.” He whispered.

I looked out the window to see the valet boys trying to hide their stares.

“David, people are watching. Let’s go.” I said.

He leaned back and put the car in gear. “I think tonight.” He said, as the car rolled forward to the street. He looked both ways and muttered, “we’re going to have some fun.” Then floored the accelerator, hurtling us toward the gleaming blue tower of our hotel.

“David?!” I said.


CHAPTER EIGHT


“WHY DON’T YOU find us a nice table. Something with a good view.” David said.

He leaned in for a quick kiss and gestured, with his eyes, toward the lounge.

“I’ll check us in and be right there. Just a Ketel rocks with lemon for me.” I kissed him again and angled toward the bar.

The “L” lounge was appropriate to the hotel - low and sprawling and intimate, small candles flickered on every table. A din of familiar but unrecognizable music infused the space. There were a few semi private niches of velvet couches curving around tiny glass tables. The whole scene was barely lit in accents of blue, the ceiling sparkled with tiny LEDs dotted with a handful of downlights showing the path for servers. The bar was long and glittering and staffed by half a dozen men in black vests and electric white shirts. It was full of good looking people and smelled pleasantly of alcohol and women wearing too much perfume.

I had no sooner entered when a server guided me to a private couch picking up the ‘Reserved’ card on the table. She smiled and nodded for approval. I nodded, a bit unsure what had just happened.

“Celeste will be right with you.” She said and was gone.

I reached into my clutch for my lipstick and when I looked up it was into Drew’s face, loose and grinning and charming.

“You found me.” He said, laughing. “Do you mind?” He gestured to the couch.

“Please.” I said, my smile hiding a mixture of terror and excitement. “So were you successful?”

Celeste appeared next to me. “Hello, welcome. What can I bring you?” She said.

“Hello. I would love a glass of white and a Ketel rocks with lemon and … something for my friend.” I said.

“I’m fine for now, Celeste.” Drew said with eyes that seemed to flirt naturally. He lifted a glass of whisky to his lips. “But don’t forget me.” Smile.

“I like watching you Drew. You’re a study in roguish charm. I’d forgotten. It’s been awhile…” I hesitated involuntarily. A prim smile came to my lips. “Since I’ve…well…since we’ve seen each other.” I said. The blush hidden by the low light.

“It’s been too long Julia. Really. A couple Christmases isn’t it?” He said, pausing for half a beat. “So much has happened since then. It’s crazy. The job, the move and, I’m sure you heard about Diane.”

“I did.” I said.

I applied the lipstick in my hand and returned it my clutch.

“Divorce, I mean. It’s never… I had lunch with Diane last year around Hanukkah and she mentioned.” I said.

David laughed. “She ‘mentioned,’ huh? I’m sure it was more than a mention.” He said and drained his glass. “Oh, but to be fair, well, I don’t have to tell you. Divorce was probably the right thing. Expensive. But, probably inevitable.”

Celeste returned and placed the drinks on the little round glass table. She reached for Drew’s empty.

“Can I get you another of the same Drew?” She said. He smiled and nodded.

“Drew?” I looked at him as she walked away, my brows raised. He rolled his eyes. “She’s…young, don’t you think? How does that happen?”

He extended his arms in a what-can-I-you tell gesture. I sipped my wine and smiled.

“I guess I can’t blame her.” I said, almost accidentally.

He fixed me with a dark, penetrating look.

“I can’t remember ever wanting anything as bad I wanted you that night.” He said and inched closer on the couch.

I looked levelly at him and said nothing. His eyes drifted to my legs. I followed his gaze. My left leg was fully exposed by the slit. I crossed my legs and adjusted my dress.

I looked up into his face. “Well, there was plenty of…desire…in the air that night.” I said and my wine.

“And what about tonight?” He said.

He picked up David’s drink and sipped. A sheet of electricity shot through me. Tonight? What? What was he saying? What did he mean? I looked dumbly at him, my heart racing. He took another pull from David’s drink. His drink now.

“He hasn’t told you, then.” He said and leaned forward.

“Hasn’t told you what?” I heard David say over my shoulder. I turned to look as he sat next to me on the couch.

“David?” I said.

“David?” Celeste said and handed him a fresh Ketel rocks with lemon.

“Julia…Drew…cheers.” David said and raised his glass as Celeste slipped away.

My face grew instantly hot, my back stiffened, my mouth opened and my tongue touched the back of my upper lip. I inhaled slowly and reached for my wine flanked by these two men who had contrived to get me right here.


CHAPTER NINE


“I DON’T THINK…” I began and stopped. I looked at each of them. “What do you think…” I began again.

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was firing too many signals to my mouth. I adjusted my dress and picked up my wine glass. I looked at David with questions in my eyes.

He set down his drink and leaned in with his fingers under my chin and lightly touched his lips to mine.

“Julia. I want this. Drew wants this and I think you do too.” He said.

His hand slid into his jacket pocket and pulled out my balled up panties, showing them to me. I looked at Drew. Nothing but charm and I couldn’t help but grin at myself being so easily taken with him. I looked back to David.

“We’re all friends here.” David said, with a cocked eyebrow.

He continued. “Let’s not get so serious. We’re out in a beautiful place with a beautiful woman.” Drew raised his glass. “We’re just friends having a good time.” David said and sat back looking at Drew, seemingly out of words.

“Julia, this will only go where you want it to go. You’re in control.” Drew said.

He sipped at his drink. David’s drink, actually, that he picked up so easily, so effortlessly.

“Ask us, I know you have questions. No secrets. Just know we both find you very, very desirable. That’s all this is.” He said, pouring on the charm.

I took a deep breath and ran my fingers over my cheekbones trying to wipe away the growing heat. I put my hands in my lap and looked forward willing my heart to slow, reaching willfully for my wine.

“I don’t like feeling manipulated.” I said.

Strangely, unintentionally, my words sounded like a concession, like I was agreeing to the plan if they had only been honest with me. Was I? Had I finally come around to David’s persistent fantasy, the one I had never before agreed to?

“How long have you been planning this?” I said.

“Monday.” David said, almost instantly, a transient note of irritation covered with a smile.

“Monday?” I said.

“Called Drew on Monday, I explained what I was thinking and he agreed.” He said. “I don’t think it’s ever been secret how we both feel about you.”

“Just like that. On Monday you called your old friend and asked if he’d like to fuck your wife on Friday. This Friday? Seems an odd request but, sure. Friday’s good. Like that?” I said and turned to Drew. “Just like that?”

Drew grinned a just bit sheepishly. My face was fully flushed now.

“Well,” Drew said. “Honestly? Its not the first time the topic has come up.” More irrepressible charm.

I laughed. Of course. How stupid? I gathered myself. “I know the answer but I want to hear it. How far back does this go? All the way?” I said.

“All the way.” David said with a resolved tone. He looked at me, “All the way Julia. Drew knows everything. I’ve wanted this for a long time. You know that. And this is my last shot.” He said. I looked at Drew.

His last shot. What did that mean?

“All the way.” I said.

I sipped at my wine as the silence grew. So now I knew. I had the full picture of the scheme and the angling, the manipulation. Now how did I feel about it? The first instinct, of course, was indignation and outrage and hurt. But none of those feelings stuck, surprisingly. I couldn’t muster them. And so I was left to wonder what was left. How did I feel about this? Really? I wasn’t sure, not just yet.

“Okay.” I said. “Okay.”

I lifted my chin and ran my hands down my sides, over my hips and down my thighs. I ran a finger along the slit of my dress until it fell away from my knee exposing my long legs. I shifted my butt forward and put my hands in my lap.

“How does this work?” I suppressed the urge to be sarcastic. I looked at each of them. “I mean you’re right, I know you’re right. We could probably have a helluva lot of fun up there. I could take turns on each of you, you could take turns with me. Maybe all three of us at the same time. We could be at it all night. I see it. I do. And then what? Take me through it, from here to there and beyond.” I said.

There was a pause as they gauged my words. Then David spoke.

“First we finish our drinks. Then we wait for our boners to go down just a bit.” He drained his glass and exhaled with a stupid grin. I looked at Drew.

“Then we could go upstairs and maybe have a smoke and get mellow. Then, we just find out where this all takes us.” Drew said and finished his drink.

After a thoughtful pause I said,“I think. I think this is a bad idea. But you know what?”

I was searching for a way to say no, to give them an out, to give me an out. And I had nothing. I was sure it would turn the world upside down. But I also realized I was wet and my nipples ached as they tented the fabric of my dress.

I kept picturing Drew’s cock. Through this whole conversation his big, thick, hard cock just kept running through my mind. In my hand, in my mouth, between my legs. Inside me. And even though it was an idea that I was starting to warm to, maybe when David saw Drew naked and hard in front of me, when he watched him kissing me, touching me, when he saw him huge in my hand or in my mouth, something would finally snap into place and this would be over with minimal damage.

“I think we should go up to the room and talk it over a bit more.” I said and finished my wine. “You got a suite didn’t you David?”


CHAPTER TEN


DAVID SET A card key on the table. It was tucked into a plastic case with the number 1970 embossed on it. He stood and looked at us, from one to the other.

“Take your time.” He said. His face was a mask barely concealing a mixture of anticipation and self-doubt. “I’ll be upstairs.” He said and bent to kiss me, his lips touching mine, lingering.

Then he turned and walked away. I couldn’t tell if he believed it would happen or not but he had the air of man who’d, at least, seemed decided.

Celeste came and went like a vapor, setting another wine and another whisky on the table, clearing away the empties. I looked at the wine for what seemed a very long time then picked it up, hesitated and sipped.

“So,” I finally said, turning to Drew. He studied me intently, caution crossed his face like a shadow and the default charm reappeared. “I assume you’ve done this before.” I said.

“Yes.” He said and moved closer.

My chest was hot and tight, my heart was beating like a frantic bird trapped inside my ribcage. I swallowed hard.

“It’s always a little scary the first time. You’ll feel lost at first. Awkward. Hesitant. But you’ll be surprised how quickly you find yourself.” He said.

“And so you’re here to seal the deal? You’re the closer?” I said.

He laughed. “Julia. Like I said before, this isn’t going to go anywhere you don’t want it to go.”

He lifted my hand from my lap and caressed my fingers.

“It’ll be fun. You’ll enjoy it, I promise. And everything will be just fine on the other side.” He said. He raised my hand to his mouth and kissed the tips of my fingers.

The pulsing between my legs was hot and insistent and I had a feeling my resolve was beginning to melt. I could feel myself, my desires and fears and fantasies pooling heavily in my pelvis, my buttocks, my legs. He sensed it.

He leaned in. His lips touched mine and his hand came to my cheek. Our mouths opened, our tongues touched moving slowly against each other. His other hand found my knee and slid to my hip. He pulled me to him. My eyes closed and I felt a swell in my gut that bloomed, growing like a slow-motion explosion rising and expanding through me.

He pulled back. “Let’s go have some fun.” He said.

He stood and held out his hand, adjusting a bulge that couldn’t be hidden with the other hand. I heard him chuckle.

I looked up into his smiling, charming face and I wanted him. I wanted both of them. But I also wanted normal and to walk away from all of these circling desires with my marriage intact. I needed some air. I took his hand and stood.

“I have to go.” I said. “I can’t do this. Not like this. Maybe not at all. I don’t know. I love David and I’m very attracted to you. I think you know that already.” I grinned. “I, I just … this doesn’t feel right.”

He stepped closer. “I understand but I don’t think you’ll get another shot at this. I think David will turn away. Especially after tonight. If you leave, it’ll humiliate him. I don’t think you understand how deep this goes with him.” He said. “You should at least go up to the room and talk this through with him.”

“If I go up there I know what will happen.” I said. “And I don’t think I’m ready for that.”

“You’ll never be ready, Julia. You just have to get close and then jump.” He said. “I’ll catch you.” Smiling broadly.

I smiled in spite of myself. “I have to go. I’ll call him on the way home.” I said.

“You shouldn’t go.” He said.

I leaned in and put my lips on his. His lips parted for mine and a kiss driven by a hidden connection began to pull us together. My hand found his bulge and squeezed gently. A groan escaped his throat.

I stepped back just as his hands were looking for my body.

“I have to go.” I said and turned for the door.

There was a car three minutes away and I ordered it. Just as the car pulled away from the hotel, David’s name appeared on my buzzing phone.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“DREW WAS CHEATING. That’s what everyone believed. Which was fine. Neither of us really cared what people thought by that point. But that’s not why we got divorced.” Diane said.

Her long, elegant fingers set her knife and fork on the table and reached for her drink. Her diamond bracelet brushed her plate with a heavy clinking sound.

She had never really told me the story of what happened. I only saw her a few times a year and I always suspected she didn’t really like me or trust me. Especially after what happened with Drew at the holiday party which I suspected she probably knew about.

“I was cheating.” She said. “That why.”

She looked directly at me and took an aggressive pull from her mimosa draining half of it. Her exposed, lightly freckled chest rose and fell.

“I mean he was fucking other women. But I knew about it.” She paused and her eyes traveled across the room to a man three tables away. He was looking at her and she smiled ever so slightly for him, then returned to me. “I wanted to be invited to the parties and he couldn’t handle that so…I went elsewhere. I went to other parties.”

I pushed scrambled eggs around my plate waiting for an appetite to appear, but the conversation wasn’t conducive.

“The parties?” I said, my imagination sparked.

Her tongue found the corner of her mouth followed by the pad of her pinky finger.

“Well that’s what I called them. What else would you call them? He would get together with other people and have these little orgies. Sex parties. A golf buddy and his wife. A girl from the office and her friend. Others.” She finished her mimosa.

“Oh my God, Diane, I had no idea.” I said.

“You had no idea?” She said, doubting me. She smiled, excusing my naïveté. “Well, you were one of the few.”

I braved it. “Did you say you wanted to be invited? To the sex parties?”

She touched her napkin to her lips then tilted her head as if considering something truly unexpected in her path as she looked at me. She raked her top teeth lazily over her full, red lower lip. She was gauging me.

“You got invited.” She said, almost jealous, accusing, as tiny dimples appeared above a small, wicked grin. She reached for her cup of tea.

My face flushed as I realized I had, in fact, been invited. And that she knew everything. Or, if not the details, she at least knew the whole storyline.

“Didn’t you?” She said.

Confirming the accusation, her grin growing softer, exposing her perfect, dazzling white teeth. Why would Drew wander when married to a woman like this? So openly sexual, so brazen. I considered. So many reasons, it occurred to me, that I had no idea about.

“I guess I did.” I said. “I just didn’t know it at the time. Well, until the last time.” I studied the remnants of brunch on my plate.

“The last time.” She said. “Tell me about that. What happened?” She sipped her tea. “And don’t leave out any details.” Her eyes widened.

I took a deep breath and exhaled heavily. “I’m going to need another mimosa for that.” I said with a smile.

She ordered a bottle of champagne. She poured as I told her everything. Even the details.

By the end she was shifting in her chair. Her cheeks were flushed from the wine and the details of the story. She reached into her bag and slid a small black card across the tablet to me. Printed in bright, white letter-press was a phone number.

“What’s this?” I said, picking up the card.

“A second chance. If you want it.” She said. “Ask for Harry, tell him ‘Dee tasted me and I’m delicious.’”

“Dee tasted me?” I said.

“He’ll want to hear you say it.” She said. “Say it.” She said. “I actually want to hear you say it.”

“Dee tasted me and I’m delicious?” I said.

“It’s not a question, Julia.” She said, her expression asking me to try again.

I giggled. “Dee tasted me and I’m…delicious.” I looked into her eyes. “But you haven’t tasted me.” I said, feeling brave.

“Not yet.” She said, archly.

Rushing into a growing, uncomfortable pause I said, “Who’s Harry?”

“First, I have questions…If you don’t mind.” She said. I nodded.

“Why didn’t you?” She said directly, her head tilted with the question as if she were genuinely interested to know. “Why wouldn’t you?” She said, with a little champagne in her voice. “And just so we can skip past the sheltered, innocent housewife answer, I’ll be explicit. Why didn’t you go into the office with Drew at the holiday party? And why didn’t you go upstairs with the them at the hotel? Because we both know you wanted to.” She paused. “I wanted to. I still do. But they never invited me.” She said, sadness masked with indignation.

She continued. “I mean that’s the question. It’s why we’re here today. Right? David hasn’t touched you in three months. And you think that, maybe, you made a mistake.”

I took another deep breath and considered the truth in what she was saying. I considered what she knew and what she wanted.

“Yes.” I said, irritated. The smile on her lips prodded me to go on.

I continued, “I was…uncomfortable. Part of me wanted it. But I didn’t think I could go through with it.” I said. “This is very uncomfortable. I mean this is your husband…”

“Ex-husband.” She said, grinning pleasantly.

“Right. Well, yes I wanted to.” Feeling momentarily brave, “I almost…I was very close. I just…” I said.

“Couldn’t go through with it.” She said. “I understand. I mean. It’s a leap. You get so close and you either jump or you don’t and someone’s either there to catch you or there isn’t.” She said.

I grinned inwardly thinking of Drew’s words in the bar that night. Promising to catch me if I jumped.

“You can though. You’d surprise yourself. You’re a strong, beautiful woman. Truly. And you and David, you’re a lovely match, from the beginning. But the sun is not rising. The sun is setting.” She said. “Plus, no one catches you. You catch yourself. Or you don’t.”

“What you’re afraid of,” she continued, “what everyone’s afraid of … loss and change. And now you might be just enough afraid to do something. Of course, this particular situation has its nuance, but it’s still about loss and change. Everyone hates that. Maybe more than anything else. You’re afraid you’ll lose David, maybe, because he ends up not trusting you and he starts fucking someone else. Although, you should know, he doesn’t seem interested in that.”

Again, she smiled archly, suggesting she had first-hand knowledge. Had she tried to bed him? Of course, she had. Don’t be so stupid.

She continued, “Or maybe you’re afraid you’ll fall in love and leave him … for a more satisfying … man. Maybe, mostly, you’re also afraid of losing this comfortable view of yourself, or who you thought you were. Afraid of changing that, coming to terms with that. Having to accommodate a world where you can fuck whomever you chose.” She paused to fix me with a questioning look. “Afraid, maybe, of understanding that’s actually the truth and that maybe you are that kind of person…” She considered momentarily, “A person like me.”

“Am I?” I said, “a person like you?”

“No.” She laughed. “No, you’re not like me Julia. They think you’re a prude.”

I wasn’t sure if that was an acknowledgement of a real difference or derision.

“But who knows,” she continued. “With a little time, there may be hope for you.” She smiled kindly with a hint of envy.

She opened her phone and stood. “Can I get you a car? Share a ride?” She said, looking up.

“Oh no,” I said. “I need to get home. I have a bunch of work.”

“Oh, I know. I can’t wait to get home and masturbate furiously and take a nap too.”

I laughed. “Well maybe a little of that.” I said.

Outside, as her car pulled up, she stepped closer, her arm slipped around my hip and she pulled me to her. She paused, her lips inches from my face, they parted slightly and she leaned in, touching them to mine. In the most tender touch I’d ever experienced, our lips moved together and parted, then together again. The tip of her tongued slowly crossed my lips and mine reciprocated. Her breath was sweet and tasted of sex and alcohol. A burst of warm tingles erupted in my pelvis and swelled into the small of my back. She began to pull back then pushed gently against me then withdrew.

“There, now I’ve tasted you.” She said.

I looked at her, my mouth involuntarily agape.

“Don’t look so shocked. You’re delicious. Of course.” She said. “Call me, I’ll catch, you if you like.” She said, got in the car and was gone.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“DO YOU TAKE sugar or milk?” Harry said.

“Milk. Thank you.” I said.

He added a generous pour of milk to my cup from a dainty English creamer then sat back into an over-stuffed leather chair with his cup and saucer on the arm. I sat in a matching chair across from him.

He peered at me over tiny rimless spectacles and said nothing. His expression showed no expectation. He seemed content to study me, his eyes moving to examine a different part of me for seconds at a time; my face, my feet, my breasts, my knees. Then his gaze returned to my face. He emptied his saucer in one gulp and continued to look at me.

“I’m sorry. I’m not sure…” I said. He cut me off.

“You’re sorry. You are not sure.” He said. He leaned forward and placed his cup and saucer on a silver tea tray resting on a stack of small, polished wooden crates that served as a table. He stood.

He towered over me. He was over six feet, thin but fit and maybe in his sixties. His cheeks carried old scars. Acne from his youth. But he was handsome. He was dressed in loose, paint-stained canvas pants, worn work boots and a loose white v-neck tee shirt. He plunged his hands into pockets, lowered his head and looked hard at me, examining my face.

“I don’t have time for this.” He said. His American accent was learned and polished, hiding a lingering hint of something eastern European. “You know the exit.” He said and stooped to gather the tray.

“I meant to say, I’m not sure why I’m here. Diane, Dee, gave me your number and said to call and so...” I said.

“You know why you are here. I know why you are here. If you want to pretend, pretend with someone else.” He said. He moved gracefully, carrying the tray, over old wood plank flooring to a kitchen area, the sound of his boots echoing through the huge open warehouse space.

I stood and followed him. He took my cup and saucer from me and put them with the set on the kitchen counter. I turned to leave, took three steps and stopped. I turned.

“I want my husband back.” I said to him. He did not acknowledge my words but continued working to clean up the tea set.

I turned again to leave then stopped. David hadn’t touched me in months, had barely looked at me, spoken to me. I was terrified of losing him completely. I didn’t know why I was here, what Harry had to do with any of this. I thought when Diane gave me his card, he was some sort of marriage counselor or therapist. This building, though, was clearly an art studio. At least twenty thousand square feet or more, two levels smelling of paint and chemicals and wood with canvases and photo equipment in corners and hallways created by temporary walls. There were odd items like a jet ski on a dolly, fresh lumber on sawhorses and a plastic, life-sized statue of Michelangelo’s David made of plastic, half painted to look like marble.

I turned back to him. “Are you a photographer?” I said.

He stopped what he was doing and stood still for a moment. He dried his hands and turned toward me.

He fixed me with a hard, accusing look and said, “Would you let me come in your mouth?”

The words shocked me. I rocked back slightly from the verbal blow. I fought the urge to become indignant and offended and walk away. I replayed his question in my mind and discovered it was not a proposition but a real question looking for a real answer. I gathered my strength and took a step forward.

“Yes. I think…” I said, stopping a vacillation on the tip of my tongue. “Yes.” I said.

He dropped the towel on the counter and moved toward the wall of the building; huge, old steel frame factory windows separated by walls of blasted brick. The sky outside was gray and copious amounts of wan light flooded the space. He turned his back to the windows, placed his hands on the brick sill and crossed his legs.

“Yes.” He said. “I take pictures.”

“Will you…” I began, hesitated and started over. “I want you to take pictures of me.” I said, not exactly knowing why.

I was grasping at explanations of why Diane had sent me to this man. I considered that it was a practical joke. Or she’d an affair with him and this was a referral, an introduction to a what, a Svengali, a sexual healer? And pictures? What was I going to do with pictures? Especially of him coming in my mouth?

“Do you want to come in mouth?” I said, blurting out the words, as I tried to unravel what this was.

“Yes.” He said, without hesitation.

I flushed and swallowed hard at the weight of the words in the air.

“But that doesn’t matter. What matters is that you would let me. That you want it. That you know you want it.” He said. “Do you understand?”

I didn’t. Not exactly. But I was starting to.

“Yes.” I said.

“Good. We will start now.” He said.

Start what? “I have a question.” I said. “What will this cost?”

“What is value…What is the value to you?” He said.

“I don’t…I couldn’t put a price on it…” I said.

“Good. Then you pay that.” He said.

He strode past me to the kitchen. He fished two little, yellow disposable cameras from a drawer then turned back to me. He tossed one to me.

“Have you used one of these?” He said.

“It’s been years, but yes.” I said.

He wound his camera, pointed it at me and pressed the button. It made a thin plasticky click. He walked around me, winding the camera and clicking. He stopped, standing five feet away, just out of my peripheral vision. I turned to look. Click. He walked the other way and I followed him, turning on one foot. He moved faster in a circle around me. I turned faster. My dress began to lift away from my legs. He pointed the camera at my feet and wound and clicked faster. He motioned with one hand to keep turning. I did. He sat on the floor and took several more pictures.

“What is in your hand?” He said.

I stopped, facing him and looked down and the camera. He tossed his camera toward the kitchen. It rattled across the floor.

“In your hand.” He said.

I wound the wheel on the back with my thumb, placed a finger on the button and pointed it at him sitting on the floor. I squinted through the view-finder and pressed the button. He looked at me, expressionless, still.

I took a step toward the window putting the light at my back and took another picture. He didn’t move. I moved behind him and sat on the floor and took another. He got up and went to the kitchen and took another camera out of the drawer.

He walked toward me snapping pictures of me with one hand as he approached holding the camera out in front of him. He stood over me, his feet on either side of my legs with the camera hovering over me, I looked up and put my camera down. I leaned back, my hands on the floor and he moved directly over me forcing my head back to look up. He snapped, wound and snapped. He squatted with the camera a foot from my face. I was looking at him, he snapped then motioned with his eyes to look at the camera. He snapped.

He remained squatting over my legs, his face two feet from mine and tossed his camera back toward the kitchen. He motioned again with eyes toward the camera on the floor next to me then cocked an eye brow. I reached for the camera, wound it, placed it a foot from his face and clicked. I wound it again and pushed it inches from his mouth and snapped. I wound it again and pointed it his crotch and snapped. I tried to wind in one more time but it was spent. I laid it on the floor next to me and leaned back onto my hands. Squatting over me, he examined me again like before.

He stood and offered his hand, pulling me to my feet.

“Pictures are not what you want. The camera helps you explore what you want. Pictures are proof you made a journey but they are not the journey. They may remind you of a moment of perfection or a time or a feeling, make sad, make you horny, make you mad, take you to God. But they are not the thing you want.” He said.

“Come back tomorrow afternoon and we will make a start on the journey.” He said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


YANNA, A DARK, curvy redhead with rosebud lips and long bangs led me quickly toward the kitchen area. The warehouse had a much different feel than the previous day. The light was different, sounds of hand tools punctuated with bursts of laughter and voices suffused the space.

The jet-ski and the statue of David were gone, and huge, maroon velvet curtains hung from the ceiling reducing the area to a forty-foot square. Large, thick wool rugs covered the floor and the leather chairs from yesterday had been replaced with a modern, lime green couch and love seat. The activity was all beyond the curtains.

“Drink?” Yanna said, as we reached the kitchen. She walked to a steel garment rack on wheels and split the mass of clothing hanging there, plucking out a single item.

“Feel free if you want something to eat or drink. Anything you want.” She gestured with her head to the kitchen then offered me the item, a small, dark green silk robe, she’d pulled from the rack.

I took the robe and she turned to leave. “Walter will come up in a bit.” She said. “Make yourself comfortable.” Then she disappeared behind one of the maroon curtains.

Walter. Whoever that was.

I held the robe out at arms length and considered it, then held it to my body and sized it. Maybe mid-calf in length. I looked around for a changing room or restroom. If found a large unisex bathroom behind the kitchen with an empty garment rack and wooden cubbies, half-filled with the clothes and shoes of others who’d changed in here.

I stuffed my tee shirt and jeans into a cubby and, after considering myself in the full length mirror for a second, my flats went into the cubby also. The robe was slightly longer than I thought, but just barely. I padded tentatively back out to the kitchen.

A tall, thin woman who looked to be in her seventies, dressed in the same robe I wore stood at the kitchen sink stirring something in a cup and looking at postcard-sized black and white photos stuck with tiny magnets to the cupboard doors above.

Without looking she said to me, “This one is my favorite.” Pointing to one of the photos.

I stood next to her and looked. It was a photo Harry had taken yesterday. The image was of me looking over my shoulder as I turned toward him.

The woman glanced at me then back to the photo. “What were you looking for?” She said.

My eyes did seem to be searching, almost desperately, into the distance. I didn’t remember feeling the way I looked in the photo. There were a dozen prints from yesterday on the cupboard door including the one I took of Harry’s mouth.

“I’m Ruth.” The woman said.

“So sorry, of course, I’m Julia.” I said, taking a half step back and offering my hand. Her skin was thin and soft but her grip was surprising fierce.

“These were you and Georg with the disposable cameras?” She said.

“Georg? No this was with Harry. Right here, just yesterday.” I said and motioned to empty floor now covered with rugs.

“That’s Georg.” She said. “Everyone calls him Harry. Not me. He was Georg when I met him in 1975 and he’s Georg now. He can’t hide from me.”

“You met Harry, I’m sorry, Georg in 1975?” I said, intrigued.

“I was his first cover.” She said. “It was my first cover too, come to that.” A wistful smile crossed her lips.

She set her cup down and took a hair band from her wrist and pulled her long black hair back into a ponytail.

“Who’s coming for you?” She said.

“Oh,” I said, “Walter, I think.” I said.

She waived her hand dismissively. “Never mind that.” She said. “Come with me. I’ll show you around.”

She picked up her cup and hesitated, turning to me. “Tea?” She said. “Something stronger?”

“No. Thank you.” I said.

“Follow me.” She said.

She led me behind the velvet curtains.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


THE SPACE BEYOND the curtains was divided by set walls into smaller, semi-permanent spaces and larger temporary ones that could be easily opened and reconfigured. The hallways between where laden with cords and wires, pieces of equipment, bags and boxes containing who knew what and stacks of wooden boxes of varying thicknesses - ‘apple boxes’ they called them. There were lights everywhere - hanging lights, fixed lights, lights on stands, in flash tents, rigged with gels and diffusers.

“Most of the first floor is project space.” Ruth said, as she led me down the makeshift hallways. “The other end of the building is mostly ceramic and paint studios. Upstairs is commercial; product shoots, small sound stages. This end, though, is mostly photo vignettes. Art projects with people like you and me.”

She stopped in front of the entrance to a set and tapped on the wall where the number eighteen had been created with several pieces of blue painter’s tape.

“This is mine.” She said.

She stepped into the room and I followed.

On one wall, artificial light poured through a set of dark, parted drapes framing a floor-to-ceiling, antique-looking window complete with columns on either side and a sill large enough to nap on. The light slicing through created a bright warm rectangle on the floor in front of a sea-foam green antique chaise lounge. A large ceramic bowl of peaches sat like a still-life on a small round table at the head of chaise.

I took it in, not sure what to make of it.

“What is this?” I said. “It’s beautiful.”

“This is my space.” She said. “They just finished it this morning and I was getting ready to explore it when I decided a cup of tea would be nice.” She set the cup down on an equipment crate that also held a laptop and a large monitor. “We’ll begin shooting later but I wanted to explore it a bit first.”

The rest of the room was quite dark and as my eyes adjusted I saw more photo equipment, chairs and a table with more fruit, a copper-colored masquerade mask, cigarettes and an assortment of sprays and lotions and creams.

“I’ll show you a couple of others and then we’ll see if we can find Walter.” She said.

The next room was three bright white walls fitted perfectly together and lit with a bright key light pointed at a simple aluminum stool. A bottle of cheap perfume and a 15-year-old iPod sat on the floor next to it. At the dark end of the space I saw a messenger’s bike and a garment rack draped with leather, rubber, silk and lace items. A dozen or so large, framed paintings of impossibly huge and garishly colored erect penises were leaned against one wall, along the other were a line of paintings in the same style of vaginas.

“These spaces are like puzzles aren’t they? Unless you know what you’re looking at, it’s impossible to make sense of them.” Said Ruth.

“I suppose so.” I said dumbly, still staring at the objects, trying to put them all together in some sort of final tableau.

“Maybe one more set.” Ruth said and walked out. As I followed, the air moving around me felt cool and I realized I was hot with a wetness between my legs.

“Giving unauthorized tours again?” I heard a silky baritone voice saying. It was stern but forgiving. “Ruth, you know how Harry feels about that, especially for first-timers.”

“Julia, this is Walter.” Ruth said and presented me to the man in the hallway as if the words tasted unpleasant.

I was suddenly aware not only of the dampness between my legs but the nipples tenting my robe and the fact that I was more than half-naked in front of a man I’d never met. I pulled at the robe and cinched the belt.

“I’m sorry I kept you waiting.” He said to me. “Ruth, Jeremy is on his way down. He’ll be on your set in just a few minutes to help with changes and adjustments. He may want to start tonight.” He said.

“I guess I’ve been dismissed.” Said Ruth with more than a hint of hauteur. She turned and gave me a thin, irritated smile as she passed. “Good luck dear.” She said as she walked away.

Walter shifted a shoulder bag and turned up the hallway motioning me to follow. “Follow me, I’ll take you to your set.” He said. As I walked through his wake I picked up the pleasant scent of a man who’d been sweating through his deodorant.

“Twenty-three.” He said and tapped on the numbers made of tape. “This is yours.” He slid open a flimsy door hung on tiny barn tracks and went in.

The room was about thirty feet square and empty save for two over-stuffed leather chairs at one end. There were apple boxes stacked between them and the same tea set Harry had used when we’d met yesterday.

The walls were primed but not painted, a collection of lights were standing in the middle of the room and an equipment crate with a closed laptop was pushed into the far corner.

Walter turned toward me and offered his hand. “Sorry about all this, you’ve caught us at a weird time. There’s a big new job starting upstairs and all three vignettes are finishing down here at the same time. That usually doesn’t happen all at once.” He said. “Can I get you anything?”

I walked slowly around the room examining the lights, the smell of primer and sawn wood still fresh. “What is this?” I said. “I don’t mean to be obtuse but I don’t quite understand exactly what all this is.” I said.

He considered for a second. “Sure.” He said and set his shoulder bag on one of the chairs.

“So your friend Diane referred you to Harry. That’s really the only way he takes new subjects anymore.” He said.

“Subjects?” I turned to face him.

“Would you like to have a seat. I’ll explain everything.” He said.

I walked over and we both sat in the chairs, my robe riding up my thighs. His eyes traveled over me quickly from my toes to my face.

“You’re sure I can’t get you something.” He said. He lifted himself and turned the chair to face me. “Better.” He said and smiled.

“Wine, maybe.” I said and returned the smile. “Will you have a glass with me?”

“Sure.” He said. “Let me ping Yanna.” He slid his finger around his phone and tapped it with his thumb. “She’ll bring it up in a couple minutes.”

“Thanks.” I said.

“So, Harry. Well, he goes by Harry these days. For years he worked mostly as Georg Cheryad, a professional photographer, editorial and commercial. He did quite well and bought this space maybe fifteen years ago. Some of it is still used for commercial work - upstairs. And the rest is art space. The far end is either artists in residence that Harry is supporting or studio space for rent. Painter, sculptures, ceramists. This end is devoted to what we call project work. Harry has four artists that work on this end. We’re mostly commercial photographers but we do this for exploration. It breaks up the monotony of shooting cereal boxes and tennis shoes. Make sense so far?”

I nodded. This man, Walter, was going to take pictures of me it seemed. I studied him. Suddenly, I needed to trust him. I needed to know more about him.

Yanna entered with a box of wine and two small tumblers. She set them on an apple box next to Walter who filled them and handed one to me.

“Cheers.” He said. We raised our glasses and sipped.

“So, are you my artist?” I said.

“I am.” He said.

“You’ll take pictures.” I said.

“Probably. I don’t really draw or sculpt, so yeah, photos. I’ll take some and Harry will probably take some too. The photos aren’t really the point…”

I interrupted, “They’re just a record of what we explore, proof of a journey.”

He smiled and leaned back in the chair. “Yeah. That’s right.”

“So what are we going to explore? What is the journey?” I said.

“I was hoping we could take some time tonight and work through some of that. It’s usually never very clear at the beginning, we kind of set a direction and find our way. It takes a few days, sometimes longer.” He said. “Some people, like Ruth, come in with very specific ideas but that’s rare. And even then, Ruth usually discovers something she wasn’t expecting. But most people who come here have never done anything like this before, they’ve never, as adults anyway, taken the time to actually explore themselves or how they fit or move through the world. They couldn’t tell you for a million dollars what they want. At least at the beginning they can’t.” He said.

“So is this some sort of art-guided sexual odyssey where I come out the other side with some sort of self-realization and newfound sexual power?” I said, half sarcastic.

He took a quick deep breath and drained his wine. “Sometimes it’s sexual. Often it’s not.” He said. “Honestly, ninety percent of the time you won’t come back tomorrow. And if you do, ninety percent of the time you won’t come back the day after.” A shadow of frustration passed over his face and he reached for the wine and topped off his tumbler.

“But art is ninety percent false starts anyway.” He said and sipped. “And nine percent pure light.”

“What’s the last one percent?” I said.

He sipped. “A moment in the divine.” He said. “A moment with God.”

The wine began to settle into my pelvis with a warm tingle. A moment with God, I thought. What kind of moment I wondered. A moment of universal understanding? A moment of holy inspiration? A moment of transcendent orgasm? I took another sip. All of them? Walter stretched.

“Have you been working upstairs all day?” I said.

I realized he was quite tall as he legs unfolded from the chair. He pushed his arms above his head and dozens of tiny muscles rippled under warm brown skin with the exertion. His curly black hair was long and pulled back into a tight pony high on the back of his skull. His lips were full and sculpted with highly defined ridges where his lips became his face.

He pulled his body back into the chair. “Sorry about that. Yeah, we spent the first half of the day lighting a box of fruit snacks that turned out to be the wrong packaging.” He turned to face me. “Like I said, ninety percent.” And chuckled.

“Do you enjoy it?” I said.

He pretended to be thoughtful. “Yes, I do, most days. But the projects are where I live. Down here. And when it’s going well, I won’t go home this week.” He looked up at me. “If you come back.” Smile.

“Why am I here?” I said, surprising myself for asking it out loud.

“I don’t know. That’s what we want to find out. But there’s only a handful of possible reasons.” He said without hesitating, as if he’d answered this question hundreds of times before. “But an infinite number of ways to find out. That’s the story.”

I finished my wine, handed him my tumbler, he filled it and he handed it back.

“Okay.” I said. “How about this, why am I wearing this?” I said, motioning to the robe that was coming loose.

I pulled it together and cinched the belt again. He considered it, looked at my legs and into my eyes.

“I don’t know.” He said. “Why are you?”

“Yanna handed it to me when I got here.” I said. He pursed his lips. “Ruth is wearing one too.”

“I still don’t know.” He said. “Did Yanna tell you to wear it?”

“Well, no I guess…” I said.

“Are you uncomfortable?” He said.

“Maybe.” I said.

“Would you like to change?” He said.

“Into what?” I said.

“Something comfortable. What would make you comfortable?” He asked.

I considered. Was I uncomfortable? Not especially. Maybe a little. Then why was I wearing this? Good question.

“My own clothes, I suppose.” I said.

“Would you like Yanna to bring them?” He said. “I’ll ping her.” He pushed his finger over his phone again.

“You’re married?” He said, as he looked at my wedding ring.

I nodded. “You?”

He shook his head. “Never.”

“That’s part of why I’m here.” I said. “I’m not sure how we fit together any more.”

“Go on.” He said.

Yanna entered. “Hi. Just these?” She said and held out my jeans, shirt and flats stacked on her open arms.

“Yes. Thank you.” I said.

“Anything else?” She said and looked at Walter. He looked to me. I looked to Yanna.

“Do you have anything to eat?” I said. “Crackers and cheese. Fruit if you’ve got it.”

Walter nodded to her. “Five minutes.” She said.

“Do you want to change?” Walter said.

“Sure.” I said and stood. I lay the clothes on the chair and put the shoes on the floor. I looked over at him, smiled and cocked my head.

“I have an idea.” He said.

He set his tumbler on the apple box and walked over to the lights at the far end of the set. He positioned them, adjusted height and angle, turned them and continued to adjust for a couple of minutes. He turned to me and motioned.

“Bring your wine also.” He said.

I picked up my things and walked toward him as he continued to adjust the position of a diffuser in front of the main light. My heart was beginning to flutter, unsure what was about to happen.

He took my clothes and shoes from my hand and lay them on the floor, positioning them, then the wine behind them.

“Try this.” He said and sat crosslegged on the floor next to the clothes, his hands on the floor behind him. “Start here.” He said and stood up.

I hesitated, looked back toward the door, then sat where he had sat, leaning forward with my legs extended and crossed at the ankles. He looked at me with his head cocked to one side then squatted abruptly.

“You can’t not be here or this won’t work.” He said. He took a patient breath. “I know what Harry asked you, if you would let him come in your mouth. I know how you answered him.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Would you let Yanna eat your pussy? Would you let her lick you till you came?”

Immediate blushing, heart beating fast from a cold start was squirming in my chest. I stared at the floor trying to catch my breath, slow my heart, extinguish my reflex of indignation.

“Yes.” I said, slowly, irritated and embarrassed. I looked into his eyes.

“I can’t let you hide” He said, a ripple of a grin passed over his lips. “I don’t usually use that approach but Harry swears by it and, I have to admit, it works.”

I glared at him harder than I meant, feelings of having been scolded ebbing away. He bounced on his haunches and looked away.

I leaned back on my hands. Yanna appeared at the door with a tray and set it on the equipment rack. Walter rose, and as he walked toward her she looked at me, sitting under a light, leaning back, in a silk robe that was coming open. I arched my back and felt suddenly ravenous.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


WALTER WALKED BACK over with a large 35mm camera strapped around his neck. He adjusted the large diffuser directly over me and directed a smaller light against the back wall.

“You can change and then we’ll eat something.” He said. “Cool?”

He smiled a new, genuine smile and sat on the floor in front of me then tucked his face behind the viewfinder. A flutter danced under my rib cage. I watched him move, his skin under the light and guessed he was in his late thirties.

He took the camera away from his face and the quirky little smile emerged again. I looked down and suppressed a grin.

“What’s funny?” He said.

“Nothing.” I said. “This. I don’t know what to do.”

“You’ve never changed your clothes before?” He said, still smiling with a new hint of mischief. “Look, I can’t change your clothes and take the pictures. You’re gonna have to help me out here.”

I looked at him and rolled my eyes with a grin.

“We’re here to explore. It’s open space, just us, going slow and watching, exploring.” He said.

I reached for the wine which was just out of reach and one butt cheek came up off the floor. Three ratcheting clicks of the camera fired in rapid succession. I continued to reach. I picked up the tumbler. I sat back down. I took a long sip. I reached to replace it. Three ratcheting clicks punctuated each of my movements.

I looked up at Walter as he emerged again from behind the camera, his eyes questioning. The slightest smirk crossed my lips and his grin returned then he ducked again behind the camera.

I looked down into my lap, my heart hammering in my chest and untied the belt that held the robe together.

“Can you see my heart beating?” I said, still looking down.

“Yes.” He said.

The ratcheting shutter burst of the camera had faded to a background beat of my actions.

I pulled the belt away from my waist and slid my fingers under the fabric that covered my chest. I lifted and pulled it back. I watched as it began to slide immediately over my shoulders. I stopped it and pulled it tight around me then let it fall more, then completely. falling around my waist. I lifted my hands out of the sleeves and reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. The straps fell loose, the bra shifted over my shoulders as if to flee my breasts. My hands held it in place.

I looked up into the camera willing Walter to show his face. Without looking away I rolled my shoulders slowly forward and the straps of my bra began to slide over my shoulders, the cups began to drop away. Again I paused, holding them in place for a split second, then released it and the bra fell into my lap. I continued to look into the camera as my hands slowly cupped and caressed my naked breasts.

I picked the bra out of my lap and set it aside and did the same with the robe letting in pool in a pile of fabric on the floor next to me. I reached over to the other side and picked up the tee shirt I had been wearing when I arrived. I put my arms through the tiny little sleeves and pulled it over my head, I lifted my arms, pulling the hair out of the collar and began to pull the shirt down stopping just before concealing my naked breasts. I looked up to the camera and smiled a wicked little smile from a feeling that was stirring hotly between my legs.

The strange, open space, light pretending at something else, somewhere else, no familiar faces or expectations all contrived to blast away my inhibitions.

I lay back on the floor and stretched to my full length. Walter scrambled into a new position to capture the angle. I arched my back, placed my feet on the floor and lifted my hips. My fingers slid under the waistband of my panties and pushed them slowly down over the rise of my hip bones and past the globes of my ass over the wiry spray of hair covering my pubic mound. My ass came to the floor again and I lifted my knees continuing to slide the tiny garment along the length of my thighs, over my knees. Once they’d passed my knees I released them and they fell past my ankles to the floor. Walter repositioned himself from my side to directly in front of me again.

Instinctively I placed my feet apart, paused and slowly parted my knees, spreading open my legs. My hand slid down my belly, through the light, wiry hair of my mound and covered my sex. The heat radiating from my pussy was irresistible. My fingers began to explore and I discovered I was swollen and wet. I slid a finger through the folds of my vulva, swirling it around, sliding it up and down, reveling in the sensation that was blooming in my belly. I raised my head briefly to see Walter fixed on the view of my exploring finger as it traced the ridges of my sex. Did he want me? To be inside me? To taste me?

I began to slide it further toward my anus, up and down the length of my lips and suddenly, I slipped it inside. The penetration always forced a moan. I arched my back again and began to slide my finger in and out over my swollen, throbbing clitoris. My breath came faster and tiny, involuntarily mewlings escaped me.

I could sense the camera and Walter were very close now, his breath was rapid but even, and I paused, sliding my finger out and swirling the pad of my finger over the slick, wet hood covering my clit. The camera sounds ricocheted through me like the surrogate voice of a lover urging me to come and the orgasm burst open deep in my belly. I began to come.

The sensations rocked my body and I twisted and arched in response to each contraction, each wave of hot electric delight. The camera stopped and I looked up half expecting to see Walter undressing and moving toward me.

He was on his knees, legs tucked under himself, camera in his lap watching as I moved on the floor descending the high. Part of me was relieved he was only watching, part of me was aching for him to strip naked and come to me, to fuck me without asking. To push his unknown body inside me, to fuck me into another place. And part of me was wondering why he hadn’t touched me, suddenly embarrassed. Was he not attracted? Was he gay? Had I done something wrong? These thoughts rained on the embers of my ecstasy and I began to gather myself, control my breath, gather my wits.

“I think we have a path.” He said, his odd little grin erupted across his lips. I smirked.

He reached down and adjusted a growing erection, took a deep breath and brought the camera to his face.

“Will you look at me? I want to see the aftermath.” He said.

I sat up slowly and pushed me legs out to the side so I was sitting on one hip. I extended an arm and placed one hand on the floor and leaned on it. The other hand found my legs and I looked away from the camera. It erupted with ratcheting clicks. I continued to look toward my feet.

“Can you show me something?” I said.

“What’s that?” He said. The camera continued its ratcheting bursts.

“You.” I said. The camera stopped.

I looked up and he snapped a couple more pictures. My heart was hammering so hard I could hear it and feel in my ears.

There was a long pause as we looked at other, wondering if we should trust each other, wondering what the consequences of doing that would be. I looked away again convinced I had stepped over a line.

“Why?” He said. “It can’t just be…” he trailed off. “Why?” He said again.

I looked back to him. His face was mask of pleading curiosity, caution, reticence.

“I feel like something very intimate just happened between us. I feel like you touched me and I want to know, I want to see.” I said.

He looked at me for a very long time then set the camera on the the floor and stood. I could see the bulge now filling the front of his jeans. I sat still as he unbuckled his belt. He took a tentative step closer and unbuttoned his pants. I looked up at him to see apprehension on this face.

He took another step closer, now close enough to touch if I wanted. I moved to get my knees under me, I tugged the zipper on his jeans and pulled slowly down, the sound of the brass teeth of the zipper coming apart seemed to echo through the room. The front of his pants came open and I could see a trail of curly black hair leading down his belly. I glanced up into his face and our eyes met. I tugged on the pant legs pulling them slowly over his hips. He pushed a hand down the front of his pants as they slid to his thighs, paused, then he released himself.

His half-hard cock hung heavy over his jeans. I stared at it for a long time taking in the texture and contour, the length and girth and shape of the head. The tip was slick and a huge bead of pre-come was forming. I reached out and watched as my hand extended through space, my fingers wrapped slowly around his shaft. I lifted it, examining the drop at the tip. I ran my thumb along the base, pulling forward watching the drop expand. Just as it was ready to release from the tip I leaned forward, extending my tongue and licked the bead away. He exhaled heavily and tensed. I rolled the silky substance between my tongue and the roof of my mouth tasting the faint saline flavor.

I leaned back and released him. He stepped back and put himself away. He turned and picked up the camera. He knelt again and we just breathed for a minute.

“Now the rest.” He said, finally. “Clothes off is only half of changing.”

I chuckled and searched for my panties. After few more minutes of slowly putting clothes back on amid camera bursts, I was in jeans and a t-shirt again. We sat in the chairs and ate the feast Yanna had brought - cold, fried chicken, figs, cheese and cherry tomatoes.

I popped a tomato into my mouth and said, “I’m…I’m not sure why I did that…earlier.” I said “I apologize if…”

“Take a guess.” He said. “I mean I believe you’re not sure but I think you might have an idea. I know you do. And I know you’re not sorry. Not really.” He said.

“I told you I don’t know.” I started, instantly furious, my face hot with embarrassment. I stood to leave.

“Wait. Listen, I know you feel stupid right now but that’s not what this is about. This only works if we trust each other, if we push each other. This is me pushing you. Just a little.” He said.

“Pushing me? By telling me I’m not sorry? For calling me a liar? For making me feel stupid? That’s not really the basis for a trusting relationship.” I said.

I was looking for my shoes and as I reached over to pick them up I froze as the camera began ratcheting behind me. Rage expanded in my chest and tears almost instantly overflowed my eyes and began rolling down my face. I turned toward him.

He was sitting in the chair, holding he camera in front of his chest just shooting in my direction.

“You.” I said. “Who…Just who…” The words were skipping like stones over my brain out of my reach. “I don’t know what all this is…” He stopped shooting. I wiped tears from my cheeks.

“Don’t go.” He said. “Just talk to me.”

I put my shoes on. “Where’s the rest of my stuff? My phone and purse?” I searched the surfaces of the set through the blur of tears. I was starting to panic and he saw it rising from my gut into my throat.

“Hold on, just wait,” He said, “Your phone and purse are probably still in the cubby. We’ll go get them.”

I started toward the door.

“Julia. Don’t go.” I walked out into the hall. “It’s working.” I heard him say.

I stormed halfway down the hall and stopped, reaching out to steady me as the tears flooded my eyes. I wiped them away and continued toward the kitchen. The studio was dark and quiet with only a couple distant voices, their muffled tones echoing toward me from somewhere in the vast space, removed, where no one knew about me. It was just a void.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


“JULIA.” HARRY’S VOICE came from a shadowed corner of the kitchen are near the windows. “Done for today?”

He walked toward me, a glass of ice and liquid dangled from his fingertips. He glanced at the chunky watch on his wrist.

“It’s still early.” He said. “It’s not even eight yet.” His tone was flat, perfunctory.

“Hello Harry.” I said. “I don’t think this going to work for me.” I walked past him toward the bathroom next to the kitchen.

“Not surprised.” He said.

I stopped and spun around, clearing the tears from my eyes and face.

“What do you mean?” I said. “Why would you even let me in if you’re not surprised?”

“Are you surprised?” He said.

I turned and walked toward the bathroom. Was I? Surprised? No. I was embarrassed and confused. And scared. And angry for feeling that way. Angry at Walter. At Harry. At Diane for ever sending me to this fucking place, this weird, demented porn studio pretending to be an art studio, pretending to be some temple to self realization. I found my bag and phone where I’d left them. Three calls, seven texts, no voicemail. I put the phone in my purse and slipped it over my shoulder.

“Goodbye Harry.” I said as I strode passed him.

Two steps. Three steps. Four.

“Julia.” Came Harry’s voice clear, calm and piercing.

I took one more step and stopped, I hesitated and turned. I was expecting him to say something shocking or rude like he had when we’d first met.

“One day.” He said. “Walter will work on the studio tomorrow. It will be ready on Monday afternoon. If you come, we can work. If you don’t, we’ll move on. Only one day, Julia.”

I opened my mouth to spew anger at him, to vent my indignation, to cry and beg for explanations. I wanted to accuse him of lying and manipulation and … and for hurting my feelings, for making me feel small and stupid…and dirty. My eyes began to well again. I turned and walked to the door wiping away the tears.

By the time I reached my car a complete sadness had overtaken me. Walking away from Harry’s warehouse and Walter made me nauseous, a gut punch. I felt sick. I looked around but I couldn’t puzzle out how I ended up in the parking lot, night encroaching. But I knew this was on me.

It was sadness, just raw, numbing, breathtaking sadness. Sadness for what was going to go undiscovered, for Walter as he picked over and over through the shit of small little lives looking for the sublime. And for my own cowardice and for a marriage I couldn’t save and for being so fucking stupid to think coming here and behaving this way would somehow fix it.

And there was a cosmic sadness, too, that drained the energy from chest. I crumpled to the ground next to my car and wept hoarse and weary tears for a world that didn’t fit me and for not fitting the world I found.

My phone buzzed in my purse again and again and again. I wiped my eyes and pulled it out, peered at it:

“This is W. You were perfect.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


DAVID WAS READING when I got home. A book. In the living room. Each was part was odd; I rarely saw him read anything unless it was something on his phone, I couldn’t remember the last time I saw him reading a book of any kind and the fact that he was home and just hanging out in the living with no laptop, TV or music made me pause. I panicked for a minute about nothing specific.

I walked into the living room.

“Hello?” I said.

He looked up. “Hello.” He said with a disinterest that had become common where I was concerned.

“Reading?” I said and took a couple steps into the room.

“Mmm hmm.” He replied without looking up.

I stopped and stared at him until he looked up.

“Everything alright?” I said.

He looked at me, slowly blinked in annoyance. “Just reading.” He said and turned back to his book.

My instinct was to let it go and walk away but I was feeling scattered and wounded and I wanted him to pile on, to hurt me, to dismiss me so I could go away truly hurt.

“What are you reading?” I said.

He tilted his head back, closed the book and exhaled deeply.

“Do you want to know where I’ve been?” I said and took two more steps into the room.

His head swiveled slowly toward me. He said nothing.

I stared back at him with a mock smile on my face, waiting for him lash out, to say something snarky or hurtful and walk out.

“What do you want?” He said.

He squinted briefly as he looked at me, as if checking what he was seeing was real. I realized I had left my bra at the warehouse and my nipples created two hard little points under the taut fabric of my t-shirt.

“I told you, I’m not going to chase you anymore.” He said and reopened his book.

“No? Then what David? Just this? Just this, whatever this is, until the end? Is that what you want?” I said.

“Figure it out Julia. Just figure it out and if you still want it, maybe I’ll still be here.” He said. “You know how I feel. I’m not going over it again. It hurts. It makes me mad. It accomplishes nothing.”

“I don’t know what you mean. You need to talk to me.”

“No, I don’t.” He said. “I’m done talking, I’ve done all the talking. You need to listen to what I’ve said, you need to figure it out. I’ve brought you everything I have and it doesn’t work.” He was looking at me now, his voice rising despite his desire to stay calm. He took a breath. “You need to figure out what you want.”

“I want us David. I want us.” I said.

“No, you want you!” Defeat crossed his face as anger colored his neck. “Don’t....” He said and stood, ready to explode. His finger pointedly rigidly at the ceiling then curled into his fist. His knuckles grew white gripping the paperback as if he might throw it. He dropped it in the chair and walked out of the room. Moments later I heard his car leave the driveway.

I pulled the heavy blanket of sadness I’d woven over me and went to bed, mascara streaking my face.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


I WOKE EARLY and shuffled down to the kitchen in the t-shirt I’d been wearing yesterday. There were signs that David had come back, showered, dressed and gone to work. The coffee in the pot was still warm.

I poured a cup, opened my phone and began thumbing through email. At the top of my inbox I noticed a promotion for Michele Salon. I tapped it. The face of a woman in a matcha mask with cucumbers on her eyes and a cheeky grin on her face appeared. ‘Salon Michele. Put on your happy face. Click for an appointment.’ I clicked. Two hours later I was at the salon, ready to put on my happy face.

It was an upscale place and I was going to spend the day seeing how happy I could get my face. Face, hair, nails then a break for lunch.

The cafe was full. I was munching a salad and wondering why I could never get my arugula salad to taste this good at home when a voice pulled my attention away from my phone.

“Excuse me. Do you mind?” A man about my age, maybe a couple years younger, motioned to the chair across the table from me.

“No, of course not.” I said and smiled politely expecting that he wanted the chair. I looked back to my phone. He pulled it out and sat down at the table across from me. I looked up wondering if I knew him, wondering if he knew me or thought he knew me, unable to hide the surprise on my face.

“Not okay then?” He said and scrunched his face together, squinting his eyes at me.

“No. No.” I said and laughed. “Of course. No problem.”

“I don’t want to intrude, it’s just, so full in here. You’d think facials were on clearance today.” He said and rolled his eyes. He extended a hand. “I’m Daniel. You’re sure you don’t mind?”

I took his hand and almost yelped from his grip. His eyes were bright blue and looking straight into me. He was thin, about my height with tightly cropped salt and pepper hair. Impeccably groomed, which, working in a spa like this, sort of made sense.

“I’m Julia and no…” I started.

“Don’t tell you were just finishing. I don’t do well with guilt over lunch.” He said and sort of chuckled.

That was exactly what I was going to say so I had to pivot gracefully. “I was,” I admitted, “But I could use the company if I’m honest.”

“The kindness of strangers…Isn’t there a saying about that?” He said. He settled in to eat.

“Something,” I said. “I can’t remember. Maybe something about relying on the kindness of strangers.”

“That sounds right.” He said, smiling broadly, warmly. “Are you just here for lunch?”

I chuckled. “No, actually. I’ve come in for the works today. I’m just taking a break. A girl’s gotta eat.”

“Oh especially if you’re going to get a massage later. That can really take it out of you. Did you schedule one?” He said.

“I did.” I said. “Right between the wax and the hot stones.”

“Good idea to do it after the wax.” He winked. “Who’re you scheduled with?”

“I’m not sure.” I said. “Let me check,” I consulted my phone, “maybe you can tell if I’m getting a good one. Let’s see, two o’clock with … Daniel.” I said and immediately began to blush.

I looked up to see a him making that scrunchy face again but this time with exaggerated lips. He was nodding. “Oh yeah. Good thing you shared your table.” We both burst into laughter.

“Seriously, you’re going to love it. Have you had one before?” He said.

“A massage? Yes?” I said.

“Good, so you know what to expect. Some clients come in and have no idea. They’re shocked by how intense it came be. I have to watch them and continuously check, you know, that they’re okay.” He said and tucked into his salad.

“Okay, now you’re scaring me.” I said.

“Oh no, you’ll be fine. I’ll take good care of you.” He said. “If we’ve got time I’ll give you the plus finish.”

“The plus finish?” I said, emphasizing the word.

He smiled. “It’s a little something I learned in Thailand.” He said and took an exaggerated bite of salad.

“Okay, scared again.” I said.

We laughed and he reached across with table touching the top of my hand with his fingertips. “You’re in control the whole way, honey.” He said.

“Promise?” I said.

He crossed himself like an alter boy and forked another bit of salad into his mouth. We chatted for a bit and ate, where were we from, how long has he been doing this, marital status.

His chin was resting on the backs of his strong hands, one curled one over the other, elbows on the table. “So, totally none of my business but, you came in for a big day with no girlfriends?”

I took a deep breath and arranged my plastic dishes.

“Oh boy.” He said. “Let’s save that one for two o’clock.” I actually have a client in … seven minutes,” he checked his phone, “and you have a date with deforestation. Are you going full Hollywood?”

“I…” I raised my brows and showed me teeth indicating I had absolutely no idea what full Hollywood was.

“If it’s me,” pressing his fingers to his chest, “keep a little foliage on the hill.” He indicted to his lap. “It’s nice.” He said. He smiled, picked up his empties. “See you in a little, hun.”


CHAPTER NINETEEN


“HOW ARE YOU feeling?” Daniel said, as I climbed onto the table with a big towel wrapped around me. “How’s lil miss?”

“She’s a little tender, but not too bad.” I said.

“Roll to your right just a bit, love.” He said and pulled my towel out. “To the left a bit.” And he pulled the towel out completely. He laid a small warm towel across my shoulder blades and another over my buttocks.

“Are we keeping the bottoms on?” He said. I looked back to him. “Your call.” He said and smiled with raised brows.

I hesitated for a couple of seconds then reached down to push them off. “You stay put, I can manage.”

He moved the towel to the center of my back and hooked a finger over each side of my panties and began to pull them toward my knees. I raised my hips and he continued slowly until they passed my toes then replaced the towel on my butt.

“Okay?” He asked. “Anything in particular we want to work on?” He said and began sliding his palms lightly over the skin of my shoulders.

“Everything.” I muttered through smooshed lips.

“We can do that.” He said and oiled his hands with a potion that smelled like lavender, eucalyptus and mint. Then he went to work.

By the time he’d moved from my neck to my heels I’d told him everything stopping to dab tears three or four times. I told him about the years with David and his fantasies, the attraction to Drew and the close calls. He seemed intrigued by Walter and the studio asking if I was going back in not-too-subtle tones. But mostly, he listened. He made kind and reassuring sounds as his hands and fingers manipulated my skin and muscles into a deep relaxation.

In long strokes he ran the palms of his hands over my calves and thighs in soothing motions as if to wipe away the stress and toxins he’d forced out of my muscles. He moved to the side and began caressing my buttocks. He added more oil to his hands and began to firmly work my glutei. He moved the pads of his thumbs over the cleft of my ass the down between them, squeezing and pulling them apart. He moved down into the gap, squeezing and stretching. My heart rate perked up, a ball of tingles began to gather at my tailbone then burst in little showers up my back and into my thighs.

He continuously murmured to me, “Okay?” Almost mewling, “Still with me?” He cooed.

He took a thigh between his hands, brushing my vulva with his fingers, and pulled, sliding his hands toward my knee. He did the other leg. The tingle began to form a thudding welter behind my belly button.

“Let’s turn over.” He said. “Need some water?”

I drank then lay on my back, my hands at my sides, in a glow of relaxation, exposed, unmasked.

“How are you sweetie?” He cooed.

I nodded from my half-trance.

“Half way there.” He said and began again at my shoulders.

When he reached my toes he offered another drink but I shook my head and moaned from behind closed eyes, “No.”

He placed one hand between my flat breasts, one hand on my side and slid them through a light sheen of oil together around one breast slowly narrowing in on my nipple. He repeated this while making sounds that were tantric and reassuring. My nipple began to harden and tingle, my heart pounded, the thudding ball in my gut began to fizz, sending tendrils of pleasure through my anus and pussy.

He did the other breast exactly the same way then paused to get more oil. My eyes opened. He looked at me and smiled.

“How are you doing?” He said. He laid his hands flat on my stomach and began to move them over my skin to my flanks and back.

“Heaven.” I croaked and smiled weakly through the electricity of my growing desire.

“You’ve got a lot going on here.” He said.

I lifted an eyebrow.

“You should’ve come in months ago.” He’s said, grinning.

He stepped away for a second and returned with two flat stones the size of hamburger buns.

“I’m going to put these right here.” He said. “One for each elbow.” And placed one below each bicep. “Don’t worry if they fall off, k?”

I nodded. The stones were hot but not unpleasantly so. He renewed the oil on his hands, placing one at the top of each thigh, each side of my mound.

“Pubis mons.” He said. “I like what you did. Better to leave some.” He said. “Reminds them you’re a woman.”

He thumbs began to push and pull, working the area above and around my labia. With one hand he pushed a slippery finger between the cheeks of my ass, firmly against my anus. Heat pulsed into my clit and into my swelling labia. I must have been obviously soaking wet. He placed a finger under each knee and lifted. I raised my knees and he continued to slide his fingers between the folds of my vulva, down to my anus, over and over, switching hands, tracing waves of tingles into my thighs and glutei. They travelled up my back and into the base of my skull.

“Lovely.” He cooed. “You okay?”

I nodded slowly, focused.

He continued to stroke and stretch the skin of my swelling pussy, my thighs and my anus, spreading me and pulling me. Then he moved two fingers to my now protruding clitoris. My heart was beating hard in my neck and anus and clit. A pulsing ball of need and lust and release was filling my belly. I opened my eyes to look at his face. His expression was playful but intent, focused on his craft.

I turned my head to look at his crotch. His loose white trousers were filled at the front with an erection that looked like it was approaching his belt line. I looked back into his face. I was breathing through my mouth, my chest rising and falling. He could tell I was close. I was so close. His fingers kept moving.

He read my eyes. “I don’t usually.” He said, smiling with faint regret. “Are you sure?”

Looking into his eyes I nodded as his fingers continued to make long, deep strokes through the slippery ridges of my cunt.

He closed his eyes and rolled his shoulders. His fingers continued slowly, purposefully. He smiled. “You did share your table with me.” He said, looking back to me with a playful smile.

I smiled back and nodded. I looked back at his crotch and touched the tip of my tongue to my lip.

“Oh my.” He said. “The girl knows what she wants.”

He withdrew his fingers. I felt the absence hungrily. My hips flexed in response. He removed the stones from my elbows, setting them on a side-table and turned back. I raised up on one elbow facing him. He brought a hand to each side of my face and I looked up into his. He arched an eyebrow and I nodded in his hands. He released my face and inched closer.

He held the top of his thin white pants between a thumb and forefinger of one hand and slowly pulled the zipper down with the other, protracting the sound, building the suspense. With both hands he slowly pulled the button at the top out of the hole that held it fast and opened the top of his pants revealing his cock. He lifted it with one hand and it hung in space, sticking almost straight out from his body, long and hard and full. The head was scalloped in a perfect helmet shape.

Instinctively, I wanted to touch it, to grasp it and stroke it. I wanted it inside me. I looked up again into his face and his half-lidded eyes were looking across the room, he was somewhere else. One of his hands had moved to touch me again and his oily fingers were gently squeezing and twisting one of my nipples.

“It’s beautiful.” I whispered. He continued to look into the distance.

Tentatively, I extended my hand toward his cock and with a finger I gathered the bead of fluid that had appeared at the head. He inhaled and I thought I detected a slight movement forward, an inching toward me and flex in his hips pushing him closer. I looked up and saw his eyes come back to me.

I flashed back to the office party with Drew, my heart hammered in my chest and in my pussy. I was inches from doing what I wanted, something I wanted more than anything in this moment. Nothing stood between us and I could just lean in and take him. I could lean over and take want I wanted, I could serve my burning desire. There would be no judgement in this perfect moment just desire met with intention and conviction.

I slid my fingers along his length, listening to his corresponding breath. I wrapped my fingers around the base and leaned slowly forward. And suddenly the space between us was gone and I touched my pursed lips to the slick tip of his cock. My lips parted slightly and my tongue swirled slowly back and forth under the base of the head. I was taking him.

Again, I sensed his hips flexing him toward me, ever so slightly, urging himself into my mouth as his breathing quickened. My hand around his shaft began to pull and push, my mouth opened and my tongue extended as I began licking at the underside of the shaft. I looked up into his face again and he was looking, intently toward a point in the distance, to a place where he was with someone else.

I closed my mouth fully over the head of his cock and began a sucking motion with my tongue. He exhaled heavily. I pulled along the length of his shaft, drawing his pre-semen into my mouth. The orgasm in my gut was so near to tipping into beautiful chaos I felt dizzy. I released him.

I slowly lay back down on the table sliding his slippery, saline fluid over the roof of my mouth, tasting it with my tongue. He looked down to me, his eyes opening slowly as he came back. I smiled impishly and he grinned as put himself back into his pants.

“You taste good Daniel.” I said and licked my smiling lips.

“Oh, girl.” He shook his head and smiled broadly. “I’m so glad we can still be friends. Two more seconds and things would have gotten complicated.” He said and we both chuckled. “I do have a brother you should meet.” He said.

He applied more oil to his hands and came to my side sliding his strong fingers over my sex. He began to gently pinch and stroke my clit with the fingers of one hand as he slowly slid two long fingers inside me. I closed my eyes imagining it was his cock sliding into me and I began to come in heaving swells.


CHAPTER TWENTY


AS THE LAST bit of orgasm ebbed from my body I had decided I was going back to Harry’s. I didn’t know why, only that I needed to go if only to close a door I’d left open.

On the way home I stopped at a store that was twenty years too young for me and found an extremely cute, yellow summer mini dress with a tiny floral print and skinny little shoulder straps. I took it into the dressing room and slipped it on. It fell to about mid thigh. I turned this way and that, considering myself in the huge mirror. It was short and loose but fitting where it counted. It was light and swirly and perfect.

I sat down on the bench next to my little pile of clothes and reached into my bag for a hair band. I pulled my hair back into a loose pony then turned my head, considering. I saw myself and stopped. And suddenly, for the first time since I was kid, a teenager maybe, I saw myself as I imagined others saw me.

I adjusted the shoulder straps on the dress and continued to watch myself as if I was some new creature or life-form and I saw I was grinning, then giggling. I wondered for a moment what was in Daniel’s massage oil. I sat up straight and began to pull the hem of the little skirt up my long, tanned thighs until I could see the crotch of my panties in the mirror.

I slowly spread my legs, leaned back and pulled the pony holder out, still watching myself. My nipples were showing and a little shower of tingles was spreading across my inner thighs.

I continued to watch in the mirror. I lifted one leg and put a bare foot on the bench. I moved my hand between my legs and slipped it under the waistband of my panties, finding slick and swollen smooth lips. I glided my finger lightly back and forth through my labia watching in the mirror as my hand moved under the fabric. Then, like a phantom out of the dark, the orgasm rushed at me. I continued to watch myself as my body began to jerk with each contraction, with each crashing wave. I stifled the sounds in my throat as my legs and torso and neck twitched and jerked, my finger steadily and slowly gliding over the swollen entrance to my body.

I watched until it was over then continued to watch as I recomposed myself. I stood and looked at myself for a very long time and I began to feel what I wanted as my heart slowed to normal. I couldn’t yet build words around the feeling enough to explain it even to myself but I felt it. I felt, very clearly, maybe for the first time, what I wanted.

I was going to Harry’s. Tonight. I would go to the set and just be there if no one was around. I wanted to be where people asked questions that weren’t comfortable and searched for answers out in the open. A place where people wanted to make things and feel things and discover. I needed to be some place where trying ended in failure ninety percent of the time. Someplace where you could find yourself and explore yourself and how you fit the world as you found it. A place where I could figure it out like David had said. Where I could find the divine as Walter had called it.

I wore the dress home and matched it with a pair of sandals. I pulled my hair back in a low pony tail, put in some little dangly earrings and a plastic bangle over my wrist that I hadn’t worn in ten years. I wasn’t dressing with a purpose in mind just obeying a feeling. I looked at myself in the full length mirror, half a twist this way, half a twist that way. I changed into the tiniest thong I had and looked again. A shot of perfume on my wrists and neck, heart thudding.

I rushed downstairs into the kitchen to pick up my keys and bag. I turned for the door that led to garage and it opened. David walked through, his body stooped slightly from the weight of the day, his thoughts, somewhere else. His collar was still crisp and his jacket fit him perfectly. He looked up to see me. His shoulders pulled back and his face registered a flash of surprise, at first pleasant then quickly clouded with something like ambivalence.

He looked at me for a couple of seconds registering what I was wearing, he could smell me and see the glow of anticipation I knew surrounded me. His blue eyes locked onto mine. “Are you going somewhere?” He said, then reconsidered, “Never mind.”

He set his bag on a stool next to the sprawling marble countertop that separated us then turned toward the liquor cabinet.

I realized I’d been hoping that we would miss each other tonight, my imagination had already transported me to Harry’s, to Walter, to the set and what lie ahead.

I hesitated, trying not to lie. “I’m meeting a friend.” I said. My instincts wanted to say more, to tell my husband what he deserved to know about where his wife would be and when she would be home but I held back. I had no honest answer.

Without turning away from the preparation of his cocktail he simply said, “Have fun.”

The words formed in my throat and began to gush forward but my mouth clamped shut, my lips pursed. My head fell back and I shouted the words into my brain. Why David? Why is it like this? Why? Why are you so angry? I breathed, and recomposed myself, the muscles relaxed.

He turned, looking slightly surprised to see I was still standing there. He sipped his drink. “When are you meeting your friend?”

I shifted my weight from one hip to the other. The breezy fabric of my dress brushed lightly over my thighs. His eyes slid over me from my face to my hips and back to my eyes. He saw something. Something that drew out a question.

“New dress?” He said.

“Yes.” I said. I automatically lifting the fabric to display the pattern. I twisted my hips just so and felt a wetness between the still puffy lips of my pussy.

He nodded, his eyes taking another drink of my form. Another question formed behind a wrinkle in his brow but he suppressed it and walked into the living room. He sat in a chair near the fireplace filled with neatly stacked wood that would never be lit and began fiddling with his phone.

I took a shallow breath and turned toward him.

“Would you fuck Diane if I asked you to?” I said. His eyes fixed on me as I walked to the fireplace behind a chair identical to the one he was sitting in and I spread my fingers across its arched leather back looking at him.

He was doing the calculus, checking the effect of any answer he would give, trying to pull apart the reason for the question. Finding no answers, he smiled dismissively. I returned the gesture and pressed him with my eyes.

“She’s a beautiful woman. Drew’s not really a factor.” I said, with a bit more cheek than I intended. “I’m sure she’d at least entertain the idea.”

He squirmed a bit in his chair.

“And if she knew it was with my blessing, well…”

I moved around the chair so he could see me, my hand still resting on the back of it.

“Maybe you and Drew…”

“What is this Julia?” A shadow of anger passed behind his eyes.

I walked around his chair and placed my hand on the curved back.

“Maybe I could watch.” I said.

I thought I could make out the nascent bulge of an erection behind the pleats of his trouser. I moved my hand from the back of the chair to his shoulder and slid it slowly down his chest.

“Does the idea have any appeal at all?” I said.

“What are you talking about? What is this?” He said. There was a hint of genuine confusion in his tone.

“Something about it seems to have your attention.” I said.

I slid my hand down to his crotch, over the growing bulge. He inhaled sharply. I wasn’t sure where this would go, how he would react. We hadn’t really touched each other all summer, not since the night with Drew at the hotel bar.

“What are you doing?” He said.

“I’m just asking a question.” I said.

I squeezed him lightly through the fabric of his pants as I moved around to the side of the chair. I leaned down far enough that he could look down the front of my dress as I began to slowly stroke his erection. He said nothing and sat motionless. I placed my face in front of his, our lips inches apart, I could taste the whisky and bitters on his breath. I squeezed and stroked, bringing him fully hard.

“Would you let her suck your cock?” I whispered, squeezing him.

I touched my lips to his, brushing them, I nibbled once at his lower lip and released him. I moved around the chair standing directly in front of him, my hands on my hips. His eyes met mine.

“Would you want me to watch?” I said.

“No.” He said.

“Hmm.” I said and knelt between his knees.

I reached for his hard-on again, stroking it, squeezing it. “Wouldn’t you like to fuck her mouth?”

I began unzipping his pants. He swallowed hard and said nothing as I pulled his cock from pants and slowly stroked it. The tip was already leaking. I licked my lips and looked up into his face.

“I think you would.” I said. “You seem very hard.”

He croaked almost inaudibly.

“Look at me.” I said. His eyes returned to me. “I would have to be there. I’d want to see how she does it. Is it like I do it? Or she is different? I want to see. Does she stroke you like this? Does she look at you? Does she suck like she’s hungry or like she’s being paid?”

I moved forward as I ran my finger along the underside of his cock and watched the bead of fluid overflow the tip. I leaned quickly forward and caught it with my tongue. I licked the head over and over like a lollipop, savoring the flavor and texture of his fluid. My cunt was soaking my thong.

“Julia.” He whispered.

“If she’s going to taste you, I have to be there.” I said.

His shaft was hard as stone and I slowly dragged my tongue up and down along the underside bringing more pre come to the tip. I trapped the bead with pursed lips and swirled it into my mouth with my tongue. He shifted in his seat and groaned quietly.

I lifted my head to look at him.

“I love that.” I said. “Look at me.” I placed a hand over each of his as they rested on the arms of the chair.

“Maybe she does it like this.” I said.

I opened my mouth over the head of his cock and sucked hard, my tongue swirling against his frenulum, more fluid flowed into my mouth. Slowly I pushed my head into his lap forcing his cock into the opening of my throat creating a fierce buzzing in my clit. I pushed farther and could feel the urge to gag. I relaxed my throat and continued until he was completely inside me.

I drew back slowly, sucking as hard as I could. A cry escaped him. I slowly began pumping him in and out of my mouth as I moved my head up and down sucking as hard as I could the whole time. Drew’s cock and Daniel’s cock and Walter’s cock flashed through my mind. Was he thinking of Diane? Maybe. But probably not. More likely, he was thinking of someone else’s cock, a big, thick cock attached to another man about ready to fill my mouth with warm jets of seed.

His hands began to fidget and I held them tight to the arms of the chair. I sucked hard and again was rewarded with more pre come. I could feel his heartbeat in my mouth as I paused to gather the fluid. I swirled it with my tongue against the roof of my mouth and sat back on my heels. I released his hands and wrapped mine gently around him. He was as hard as I’ve ever felt him.

“Or maybe she’s gentler.” I said. “Like this.”

I placed my lips against the underside of his swollen shaft and sucked gently as I moved them up and down his length, licking the head then sliding my lips along his length again, up and down. His fluid leaked onto my cheek as I continued, gently stroking with one hand.

“More like this?” I said. “Is this how she makes you come in her mouth?”

“Uhh.” He moaned. I could tell he was close.

“Look at me.” I said. “I want you to watch him come in my mouth.”

His eyes snapped to mine as I placed the head of his cock on my tongue. I stroked down on his shaft and slid my tongue along the underside as I took him into my mouth. He began to swell. His eyes burned into me as his imagination watched another cock about to release into his wife’s mouth. He shifted in his chair and his hips lifted slightly. My eyes were locked on his. He began to jerk and spasm. I continued to suck gently and licking with my tongue as his seed began to fill my mouth in strong, warm jets. I swallowed and continued to suck and stroke him. His held fell back.

“Oh Fuck.” He said.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


THE SET WAS painted a light, flat grey. Several lights were positioned around a long, pale green, tufted sofa bench. The modern angles of the piece were softened by cylindrical pillows at each end. A camera sat atop a tripod pointed at the bench and the key light was on. A laptop was open but dark on a crate, I was alone in the room. I touched the little round stool next to the crate. Was it still warm? Had it been warmed by Walter? Waiting for me? Or was this all for someone else?

Along the back wall of the set, the large leather chairs and apple boxes had been replaced with a loosely upholstered couch and matching chair. A modern wire and glass end table held a tall geometrical cloth lamp. A matching coffee table held a marble ash tray and a small, hinged wooden box. I dropped my bag on the couch and walked toward the camera.

I stood over the bench looking around. I sat and began taking off my sandals when I heard voices moving through the hall toward the door. I hooked my sandals in my fingers, and looked toward the door.

Harry walked in first with a half-full cocktail glass dangling between his fingers. He looked over to me, paused, made no expression and moved to the couch at the back as if to spectate.

Walter and a pretty young woman walked in next, consumed by a conversation I couldn’t parse. Walter caught Harry’s gaze then broke off, rotating abruptly toward me.

“Julia.” He said.

Was there a question in it?

He walked quickly toward me. I leaned back on my hands, elbows locked. I smiled, whatever was coming.

“You came back.” He said.

So maybe there was a question in his voice, in my name. Harry had probably assured him I was gone. So who was this long-legged angel drifting behind him across the floor? I asked with my gaze. He turned.

“Julia, this is Alissa.”

“Hi.” She said, in a surprising deep voice. “You can call me Alice.”

“Sorry, Alice.” Walter said.

“Alice or Alissa?” I said, looking at her my smile fading.

“Alice, please.” She said. “Alissa sounds tentative don’t you think?” She said.

“Alice, then.” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

I stood and offered my hand which she enveloped with long elegant fingers.

“Alice is a subject. We’ve worked together before. We were going to do a sheet tonight if you …weren’t able to make it.” He said.

“Well I don’t want to interrupt … a sheet?” I said. “Sounds fun.”

Walter shook his head. “A contact sheet. It’s, it’s just a bunch of pictures.” He stammered.

“No,” Alice said, “This’ll work out great. I’ll PA for you Walter.”

“PA?” I said, looking from one to the other.

“Photographer’s Assistant.” Walter said. “Alice has been doing this for quite a few years. It’ll be great.”

I looked at Alice, “Years? You must have started quite young.”

“I started modeling when I was fourteen, so about twenty years or so.” She said. “I’m really starting to transition behind the camera.” A confident smile transformed her lips from naturally pouty to imperious.

“Of course,” I said, “But it looks to me like the front of the camera might miss you. So, dumb question, what does a PA do?”

Walter’s mouth opened and Alice said, “Well, it depends but it might be fun to coach you a little if you get stuck…If Walter doesn’t mind. Otherwise I’ll take readings, check exposure and set lights and …”

“Maybe we can switch off shooting Alice. I think Julia’s got some exploration she wants to do.”

“Oh, right.” Alice said with a hint of embarrassment, a wholly remarkable emotion to find in such a creature. I was fascinated, unwilling to take my eyes of her.

“It’ll be fun.” I said. “As long as you’re sure I’m not blowing up your schedule.”

Walter leaned in, breaking my gaze, taking my hands in his. “I love your dress.” He whispered into my neck, breathed deep, his lips against my skin, then pulled back and extended my arms, unwrapping me to his full gaze. “I’m glad you’re here. What do you think of the set?”

We turned, surveying the set to discover Harry was shuffling toward us in a rumpled linen shirt and baggy linen pants. His cocktail dangled from one hand while he worked a disposable camera with the other. Click. Wind. Click. Wind.

“Are you ready to swallow? Or are you here to pretend?” He said.

Click. Wind. Click.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


YANNA BROUGHT FRUIT and cheese, crackers, wine and water.

As we picked at the tray, Harry opened the little wooden box on the table and assembled a white plastic tube about the size of a small cigar. He held the tip to his lips and sucked for about three seconds until it vibrated. He held his breath for a couple of seconds and exhaled the faintest cloud of vapor. He held it up and looked at each of us, offering it.

Alice looked at Walter briefly then declined popping another grape past her full, wide lips.

“Julia?” Harry croaked. “Just a little smoke.”

“Maybe … later.” I said.

I regretted the refusal before the words left my lips. I wanted something to quell the growing clot of butterflies in my diaphragm. He held my gaze for an extra beat but I waved him off and reached for a chunk of pineapple instead.

“Maybe some wine.” I said and stepped to the trolly Yanna had brought. I poured a healthy dose of white wine into a water glass.

Walter stood and strode toward the camera. “Wanna start where we left off last night? Well, maybe where we started last night.” He said with a wry smile.

“Changing.” I said. “Good idea. What should I change into?”

“It doesn’t really matter.” He said. “It’s the act.”

“I brought a few things we could try.” Alice said, moving toward a garment rack.

“Right.” I said, nodding, trying to focus on what was ahead of me. I started toward the bench, paused, drank off half the glass and set it back on the trolly. The butterflies scattered into my chest on the warmth of the wine.

As I approached the bench, Walter followed. “I have to ask, what happened? I mean what changed since last night?” He said. “I’m ashamed to say it but, I was sure you weren’t coming back.”

I stepped absently around the bench examining it as an answer burbled toward the surface through the thoughts of why I was here, what I wanted and how to explore that. I was suddenly aware of my heartbeat in my anus and the spreading warmth in my pelvis.

“When I left here last night I felt sad.” I said, examining the perfectly tufted upholstery of the bench. “Deeply sad and more lonely, more outside of my own life than I can remember feeling, maybe ever.” I said, noticing a stray loop of thread peeking out from behind one of the upholstery buttons. I grinned inwardly and looked toward him, searching his eyes. He returned my gaze.

“And then your text about it being perfect. It just hit my phone. It was a like.” I paused to find the words for the feeling. “It was like a shiny little coin that had found me. A talisman I could have and hide away in my pocket to … remind me I guess.” I sat on the edge of the bench.

“Some kind of little proof, however fleeting, that I … that I could find my own way.” He sat on the floor in front of me, his expression drawn flat with tentative concern.

“And I went home, and it all fell apart. It just … and I didn’t know, I didn’t, couldn’t find the words. David and I fought and then he left. I was so tired, just so, so tired.” I said.

He sat on the bench next to me and put an arm around me. His scent filled my brain, strength and sweat and faded deodorant. The smell of a man. A circuit connected, permission to quit granted, to release the strength, to let it collapse, to stop trying, to stop facing it, to hand it over. Just fold open like a paper box in the rain, let him in, let my crazy be his problem.

The heat of impending tears filled my eyes and nose. I wanted to turn to him, open my mouth, open my legs, invite him to push into me, take him in, milk him, surrender. He saw it in me and held back.

No. Not like this. I still had that one coin in my pocket. I stood and stepped away.

The key light over the bench cast a dramatic light over the space that ended abruptly before reaching the walls.

“The sort of sadness you get when everywhere you go, there’s no one who knows you.” I said. “Even though you seem know everyone who’s there. That’s how I felt.”

I stared at the light. So mechanical, at attention, awaiting direction to change the mood, to change the focus. The bench would be the same, only the light would change. The story would change.

I looked back to Walter. “I can’t really remember what I dreamt last night but it was about swimming and water, lots of water, water on my face and all over my body, in my body, through my body.” I said.

He stood and looked at me, a quizzical look on his face. I turned back toward the light. “Is this the only light?”

“Uh, no.” He said. “We wanted to get a sense of …” He paused.

I turned toward him, looking into his eyes. His focus on me sent an arc of adrenaline through my chest. I took a sudden breath. I moved my left had to my right shoulder, my index finger slid the strap over the edge.

“And today, I went to a spa, all day, and I met a stranger and he knew me. Funny, but he did.” I said.

My right hand moved to my left shoulder. My right index finger slowly began sliding the dainty little strap. My heart was beating in my ears, my chest was tight with anticipation.

“And I felt like it was okay. For someone to know me, it was okay for me to know myself. Even if I don’t know exactly what that means.” I said.

Our eyes were locked as the strap cleared. The little yellow dress with a tiny floral pattern cascaded down over the points and curves and edges of my body to form a pool of fabric at my feet.

Walters lips parted slightly. His eyes glanced left and I was suddenly aware of the tiny sound of a finger depressing a small mechanical button. I followed his gaze and saw Harry on one knee pointing a camera at me. His eyes moved languidly to Walter, blinked in acknowledgement then back to the scene before him, pressing the button. He had been shooting the whole time.

Walter looked back to me and grinned.

“Looks like you have one tiny little piece left to remove.” He said. “Keep going. You’re amazing.”

My hands moved to my breasts, cupped and squeezed. I rolled my nipples between my thumb and finger, pulled at them, raising them into hard little peaks.

“I could use your help.” I said.

He absently licked his lips and approached me. I licked the pads of my fingers and continued to twist and pull my nipples creating a thin, high voltage circuit directly to my clit.

Again, I could smell him as he stood in front of me, the dry, earthy sweat of his day, his masculinity and now a hint of something else, something on his breath. Urgent and personal, barely masked by the thinnest facade of the artist on his face. I looked up into his face, into his breath.

I took his hands in mine, large and smooth and muscular, dark and long. I circled my thumbs in his palms, feeling our skin sliding together, pressing hard now, feeling the resistance of his tissue.

I raised them to my shoulders, slid my hands to his wrists and pulled his hands to my neck, behind my head. His fingers instinctively threaded into my hair, gently pulling and twisting it through his fingers.

I placed my hands on his hips, caressing his flanks, my fingers grasping at the fabric of his t-shirt, pulling it, tugging it out of his pants. I ran my fingers all along the hem of the shirt, gathering it, pulling it up, shimmying it up his hard, dark torso, up to his arm pits. I tugged. He released my hair and lifted his hand over his heads and the shirt came off. My hands went instinctively to his chest, fingers pushing through a smattering of tight, dark whorls of hair.

One of his hands landed on my hip and began to squeeze and caress, the other behind my head, tilting my face up to his mouth. The scent of desire was now thick on his breath.

“Are you sure this is this where you want to go?” He said.

I hesitated, feeling his skin under my fingers. “I’m not sure where I’m going.” I said, as my fingers found his waistband. “I’ll know when I get there.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


DAVID LOOKED UP at the sound of my heels moving over the thick wood of the kitchen floor. He watched as I walked, clad in jeans, across the floor to where sat in his chair with a book and a bourbon. I stood in front of him looking down, allowing my perfume to wrap around him, allowing him to take me in. He closed his book and reached for his drink. I had his attention.

“Going out?” He said, trying to mask his curiosity with a sip of whisky.

“Yes.” I said, remaining directly in front of him. “I’d like you to come with me. I have something I want to show you.”

“Really.” He said, his interest growing despite his effort to seem dismissive.

I sat on the coffee table directly in front of him fixing him with an open, vulnerable gaze.

“Okay. Where? And what is it you want to show me?” He said.

“That barbecue joint on the way to the airport.” I said.

“Red’s?” He said. “Why on earth would we…”

“I’m meeting someone.” I interrupted. “And it would be more fun if you came with me.”

“Julia, I really don’t… I mean, hanging out with one of your friends at some honky tonk bar doesn’t…”

“Here.” I said, handing him my phone. “There’s more, but I’d like you to come with me.”

He took my phone tentatively, looking at me as if it contained a summons or fissile material. He began to examine the photos I’d pulled up on the screen.

“Who is this? This is you.” He said, glancing up at me, confused. “Who’s hand is this? Is that a woman’s hand? Her finger is … almost inside you.” He glanced up, searching my face for clues.

“That’s Alice.” I said, lifting my chin, suppressing a smirk. “You’d like her.”

He peered back the screen with the focus of a man trying to orient himself to sudden unrealities. The questions tumbled out of him seemingly without expectation of answers. He didn’t look away from the screen only swiped and pinched and pulled at the glass.

“Julia, what is this?” Finally, looking into my face, he turned toward me offering the image on the screen as punctuation if not quite accusation. The image was a profile shot of a man from mid-torso to mid-thigh, a long, dark, tumescent cock hung like a beautiful appendage from his groin. Above it, a female hand, my hand, was reaching toward his belly, long fingers extended in the moment before grasping.

I met his look with a nonchalant confidence, a confidence I actually felt, and realized, it was a feeling I couldn’t remember having in a long time. I examined the shower of signals coruscating from him. Was there anger, betrayal, jealousy? I found curiosity and honest confusion and still, under it all, arousal.

Remember you told me to figure it out?” I said. “This is me trying to figure it out.”

His brows were high and his mouth was open, a look I had never seen on his face in all the years of our marriage. I grinned, extended a finger and lifted his chin to close his mouth.

“But…” He began.

“David,” I interrupted, “I know you have lots of questions, I’ll answer all of them, in detail if you like,” I grinned, “but we should go.”

I held out my hand for my phone. He slowly, almost reluctantly, placed it in my open palm. I took it and stood, I leaned over him, revealing bare breast behind the gauzy fabric, and touched my lips to his, then opened my mouth to kiss him with my tongue. It was a pre-fuck kiss and he responded by reaching for my face. I finished with a tiny bite on his lower lip then pulled away.

“Come on. Let’s go.” I said, pulling him up off the couch with one hand while cupping the bulge in his pants with the other.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


THE CAR I’D ordered had been waiting at the end of our driveway. I immediately felt guilty. As we reached the car, I walked around to the driver’s door, placed my hands on the sill and leaned over to peer at the driver creating a view for him down by blouse.

He was easily in his sixties, lines of disappointment had worn into his face over the years. The moment my head appeared in his window, followed by my sweet, flowery scent, he smiled broadly. His eyes dropped, noticeably widening to take in the view I offered.

“I’m so sorry for making you wait.” I said.

He looked up into my face, I met his eyes with playful approval.

“Oh, it’s really no problem. It was only a minute or two.” He said, almost choking on his words, flustered like an awkward boy. I let my eyes drift from his eyes to his crotch, dwell there for two beats too long, then back to his eyes. His smiling face was red and ready to burst.

“Wonderful.” I said, with an exaggerated flutter of my eyelashes and slid into the back seat.

“Red’s Rib Bone on thirty-four?” The driver asked.

“That’s what the lady ordered.” David said, locking eyes with the driver in the rearview.

“The app says thirty-seven minutes. Can I offer you a bottle of water?”

David ignored him, looking at me, his hand on my thigh, sliding up and down the tight, faded denim of my jeans.

“Show me.” He said in a low voice.

I paused, waiting for him to look into my eyes. I wanted to see him, the temperature and flavor of his curiosity. There was an open pleading hidden just behind a facade of control. He was ready to see whatever I showed him.

“There are over a hundred photos and I’ll show you all of them. Eventually. And I’ll answer all of your questions, at least as best I can.” I said.

“I just think…” He said, beginning to formulate an argument.

“David,” I interrupted, “I spent almost a week being photographed in ways I never imagined. I’m still working it all out. But tonight I just want us to try again.”

I placed a hand on his cheek.

“Okay.” He said. He slowly, tenderly, pressed his lips to mine and began to kiss me.

I glanced, with David’s tongue beginning to probe for mine, into the rearview to see the driver watching. I slid my hand up David’s thigh.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


BEHIND RED’S A was a large open area for live music with a stage at the far end. Deck seating and bars extended along the sides leaving a large open area in the center. I walked from the restroom to the bar just inside the restaurant. From here, I could see David sitting at a high top in one of the deck areas. He was easy to spot in his dark blue sport coat over a crisp white shirt, jeans and loafers. Everyone else was in torn denim or leather, and shod in boots and buckles. He looked lighter than I had seen him in years, almost buoyant, his shoulders back, his eyes smiling and his head bobbing almost imperceptibly as he listened to the band warm up.

The crowd around me looked like they had been making the most of a happy-hour that was about to end. They were mostly middle-aged, paunchy and loud. Tattooed wives poured into jeans were laughing riotously or scolding husbands with chunky silver rings and bandanas tied over balding pates, half of whom were either getting drowsy and longing for their recliner, or getting riled and remembering their youth.

A few more serious, unattached types were circulating, looking for wives or girlfriends who were willing to stray even if it was only as far as the restroom or the parking lot.

A tall one with a thick cowboy mustache and a leather vest over a tight, sleeveless Sturgis tee shirt spotted me alone at the bar and made his way over. He threw a leg over the stool next to me without breaking eye contact.

“You don’t come here.” He said in a gravelly baritone made of dark, thick honey. “Different than you’re used to I imagine.”

He looked over his shoulder then grinned an unexpectedly charming smile from under his mustache.

“First time.” I said, returning the smile.

“I know.” He said and took a pull off his beer bottle. “You’re either waiting for a girlfriend for a night of slumming to redneck music, or you’re looking for something.”

I fixed him with an assertive look and twirled my wine glass against the bartop.

“How’d you come to that, cowboy?” I said.

“Well, because in either scenario, I figure right in.” He said.

“Really?” I said, intrigued.

“Oh yeah. You see, if it’s you and a girlfriend you’ll need a guy like me to … keep you outta trouble. Gets rough in here. And if you’re just looking for something, well, I’m something else.” He said.

I suppressed a laugh. “That was so close.” I said.

“I didn’t quite stick the landing did I?” He said and we both laughed simultaneously.

“I’m Sam.” He said, extending his giant hand. “Can I buy you a drink, at least?”

We shook hands and I said, “Julia. Tell you what Sam, I would love to take you home and just listen to you read the phone book to me, but I am waiting for someone. But if I wasn’t, well, you certainly are something else.” I said, looking him up and down with a raised eyebrow.

Over Sam’s shoulder I saw Drew working his way through the crowd toward me. I stood and waved my hand in the air until Drew saw me.

“Good luck to you tonight Sam. And for what it’s worth, you landed just fine.” I said.

I leaned in and placed my lips on his. His hand immediately found my hip and pulled me in. Our lips ground together briefly and parted. He stood and looked over his shoulder as Drew approached. The men were nearly the same height.

Drew came to me with a smile and kissed my cheek.

“I’m not interrupting, I hope.” Said Drew.

Sam looked at me then back to Drew.

“Of course not. Sam here was just keeping me company until you arrived.” I said.

They nodded to one another.

“So, nice meeting you Sam. And stay out of trouble.” I said with a wink.

“I’ll see what I can do.” He said, smiling ruefully.

He motioned Drew to the stool then walked into the crowd.

“Colorful characters here.” He said, watching Sam walk away. He swiveled back to me. “You look … amazing.” He said.

As if touching me, his eyes traveled carefully over me, igniting a shower of tingles at the base of my neck. A fluttering unfurled through my chest.

“You’re different.” He said.

“Stop it.” I said.

“What’s going on Julia?” He said.

He moved closer. I could feel him wanting to touch me. I could feel my body wanting his touch. A delightful ache flared in my groin as our eyes locked, telegraphing signals of desire. I filled my chest with air and looked away.

“Did you tell David you were coming?” I asked, looking back to him.

“No. You said not to on the phone. And, honestly, David and I haven’t talked in months. Since, not long after we were all together last. I think … well I think he was just too embarrassed.”

“I know.” I said. “Listen, I found you after coming out of the ladies and I invited you to join us. You’re here, I dunno, looking for country girls.”

“I’ve actually been here a few times.” He said, surveying the crowd with that desperately charming smile.

I rolled my eyes. “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” I said. “Play along okay? And I’ll … I don’t know.” I paused, unsure how to explain. Deciding there was nothing to explain I said, “Just play along.”

I pecked him on the cheek, picked up my wine and grabbed his hand to lead him to where David was waiting. He pulled me back and I landed on his knee. His head tilted to my throat, he inhaled my scent then pulled back and looked into my eyes.

I stood, tugging at his hand. “Pace yourself.” I said.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


TWO YOUNG COUNTRY girls in tight jeans, cowboy boots, and cowboy hats were standing at David’s table. Their perfect breasts turned their crop-tops into circus tents that could be ignored for only seconds at a time. One of them was wagging a finger at him with a scolding motion, her other hand was balled in a fist on an out-thrust hip. The other girl was taking phone video of whatever was happening.

Suddenly, the scolding girl was pulling at David’s hands trying to get him up off his stool while suggestively rotating her hips. As we got closer we could see both girls were laughing with David blushing fiercely.

“Here she comes, here she …” David was saying to the girls.

His mouth froze open with no words when he saw I had Drew in tow.

“This is my wife, here she is.” He said, recovering from the shock of seeing me with Drew. A lightbulb exploded in his brain.

The girls turned, their eyes scanning my up and down.

“Damn. Maybe I’ll dance with you instead.” Said the girl pulling on David, as she continued her appraisal.

She looked back to David.

“I still think you look like you could be a lot of fun.” She said.

“Oh, he’s fun.” I said. “He’s just needs a little convincing.” I said, giving her a wink.

Taking my wink as permission, she turned to David, stood on her tip toes and pulled his face to hers inserting her tongue in his mouth. His eyes widened.

“How’s that for convincing?” She said.

Davids’ eyes rolled slowly toward me looking for permission, I arched an eyebrow. He exhaled deeply as his eyes slid back to the girl.

“Uh, that was … pretty convincing.” He said.

He stood and allowed them to lead him by the hands onto the dance floor. He glanced back over his shoulder with a helpless smile as Drew and I waved.

“That’s why I come here.” Drew chuckled.

“You’re bad.” I said.

“I just have to say, what the hell is going on here? Look at you.” He said. “Hair’s up and messy, jewelry, tight-ass jeans and this blouse, my God Julia. And there’s something else … I can’t quite put my finger on just yet.”

He leaned in again, his breath on my chest, his eyes gazing down my blouse. He inhaled deeply then pulled back to fix me with thirsty eyes. “You’re fucking perfect.” He said, as his eyes raked over me sending, tiny sensual pulses through my chest, warming my belly.

I smiled as coquettishly as I could for him.

“I need a drink.” He said, looking for a server.

“Did Diane ever mention Harry to you?’ I said.

His attention snapped to me, eyes locking on.

“Do you have pictures?” He said. “Has David seen them? Of course he has. That’s why you’re out tonight. Ah, this all makes sense.”

I could almost see the pieces of the story assembling inside his head.

“Fuck, I really need a drink now.” He said, chuckling.

He reached for the beer bottle David had been drinking from and took a sip, then tipped it back and took a long pull.

“What’s it called?” He said, swallowing the beer.

“What is what called?” I said.

“Your photos.” He nodded to my purse. “What are you calling them?”

“Oh, right.” I said, stammering. “Present Perfect.” I said, fighting the urge to feel ridiculous.

He nodded, grinning as his eyes travelled freely over me again. “I like it.”

“David hasn’t seen all of them yet, and he has no idea I asked you to meet us here. Not yet anyway.” I said, my pulse quickening.

“I think I know, but I need to say the words out loud. Why did you ask me to meet you here?” He said.

“I’m not sure, exactly. It feels like there’s a loose thread with the three of us. With the two of you.” I said.

“And you and me.” He said. His eyes penetrating me.

My face heated, a blush traveling up my neck as I looked out to the dance floor.

“Yes.” I said as much to myself as to Drew.

He drained the rest of David’s beer, looking out onto the dance floor. The girls were laughing and hooting as they sandwiched David is some sort of country music grinder. His expression was a mixture of irritation and stimulation, unsure if he should give in or walk away.

“We should get a booth.” Drew said. “If you’re planning on showing him pictures, we should get a booth.”

“You’re probably right.” I said, my pulse filled my neck, a spasm of panic squeezed my chest.

“I’ll go find one. You can wait for him, then come find me.” He said.

He slid off his stool and stepped close, pausing in front of me, waiting for my eyes then he dipped his head and brushed his lips over mine drawing a kiss from me.

David looked over now, desperate to escape. I waved and he immediately began extracting himself. I finished my wine as he stumbled and bumped his way to me.

“Let’s go before they follow me.” He said, burying his face in my neck.

“Oh, you smell pretty.” I said, my nose filling with the girls’ heavy, cloying scent.

He rolled his eyes.

“Where’s my beer?” He said. “Fucking Drew. Did he leave?”

I wove my fingers through his, pulling him with me as we walked back to toward the main bar. Suddenly he stopped.

“Why is he here Julia?” He said, his eyes pleading.

I pulled on his hand.

“Let’s have a drink.” I said.

“I can’t do this again.” He said.

I stood in front of him, our fingers still twined, and tugged again.

“I have some picture to show you.” I said.

We found Drew in a back corner booth, drinks on the table.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


I SLID INTO the booth pulling David in behind me. I leaned over to kiss Drew on the cheek, squeezing David’s hand as I did.

“Good to see you Drew.” David said.

“You’re looking good David.” Drew said. “This all seems very familiar somehow. Cozy. I’ve missed you guys.”

David squeezed my hand almost painfully and released it as Drew’s charm washed over us.

“It does seem familiar.” David said, smiling at me. “My beautiful wife assures me that things aren’t quite the same as the last time we were together. I assume that’s why you’re here.”

“I’m here to have a good time David, you know me.” Drew said, dismissively. “That’s usually why I come to Red’s.”

David chuckled. “Well, good to hear some things never change. I’ve never been here. It’s … interesting.”

“Country girls, they make it easy to know what you’re getting.” Drew said.

He raised one of the shot glasses from the table. David reached for the one the glasses and held it to Drew, then threw it back without a word. I breathed deeply, then took a healthy pull from a full glass of white wine on the table.

Drew turned to me in the booth, pulling his knee onto the seat, brushing against my thigh. He moved closer and leaned in.

“So how’ve you two been?” Drew said to both of us, sipping from what looked like a vodka and tonic.

I gave Drew my best innocently cheerful smile, glanced at David, then stared into my wine glass for answers; the next step, twirling the stem of the glass with my fingers.

“David, I asked Drew to meet us here.” I said. “I just felt like last time we were all together … well … I just want us to all be friends again. I want you two to be friends again.”

David’s hand found my leg, his lips lit on mine, opening my mouth. As he did, his hand found the fork of my thighs, lingered, then travelled up to one of my breasts. His fingers quickly found my nipple through the light fabric of my blouse, forcing a moan from my throat.

“Show us.” He said, looking from my eyes to Drew and back.

“Do you two need to be alone?” Drew said, looking from one of us to the other. “Just let me know.” Grinning, he took another swig from his glass, moving his knee back forth along the side of my leg.

“Right.” I murmured.

Drew’s touch sparked a vision from that long ago holiday party, drawing my eyes to his face then to his crotch. Was he getting hard? Was there a bulge growing down the leg of his jeans? I couldn’t tell. Or maybe he wasn’t as big I remembered. Maybe nothing about him was what I remembered. A touch of panic flicked my heart. Maybe he was just here out of morbid fascination, wanting to witness the end of a marriage up close, wanting to pick over my carcass after it all fell apart.

I looked back up into his eyes and my heart flipped. I imagined looking into those same vivid eyes as he kissed me and touched me, as he unbuttoned my blouse, as he pushed the fabric over my shoulders, as his mouth and tongue moved over my skin.

David’s hand moved up and down the length of my denim clad thigh. The heat crawling up my chest into my neck was almost painfully thick, tingling as my heart fluttered against my ribs. My head fell back as I breathed.

“Okay.” I exhaled.

I pulled out my phone, turning to David, asking for another kiss with my eyes. His hand again pushed into to my crotch, his fingers moving deeper as our lips moved together. Was he with me? Would he stay with me?

I drew back, holding David’s gaze, pausing, I opened my phone.

Without breaking his gaze he said, “Tell me.”

I swallowed hard, holding this gaze. “It’s called Present Perfect.” I said. “It’s me.”

Our lips touched, the gaze held a second longer then slid to the phone in my trembling hands.

The image on the screen was the same one we’d let off on at the house, my hand reaching for Walter’s semi-erect penis. It was black and white, lit for maximum contrast, freezing a moment of panic and discovery, the super-critical moment before self realization. I lingered, remembering the sense of falling, out of control, my stomach flipping, my heart racing as my hand reached for Walter. I breathed heavily in and out. I flipped to the next image.

Walter’s cock was fully erect, long and thick and dark, millimeters from my belly, held in my hand like the handle of a tennis racket. I flipped to the next image.

Behind Walter, my belly and pelvis were pressed against his muscular rump and back, my hand wrapped around him, pulling upward on a rock-hard erection drawing an impossibly huge bead of pre-seminal fluid to the tip.

I closed my eyes remembering the second after that shot was taken as I felt the drop roll down the backs of my fingers, warm and viscous, then saline on my tongue.

I reached for my wine and shifted in the booth as my pulse began to thud insistently between my legs. David’s fingers began moving slowly, rhythmically up and down over the fabric of my jeans. He’d found my clit.

“Who is he?” He said softly.

Drew finished his drink and reached for a shot. Good idea. I handed one to David then took one for myself. I raised the tequila and we drank.

“His name is Walter. He’s the photographer.” I said hoarsely through the vapors of the alcohol. “The artist.” I corrected. “He’s … amazing.” I said with a plaintive honesty.

“He’s black.” Drew said.

I looked into David’s eyes and his lips came to mine, his hand wrapped around the back of my neck and our tongues met and began to fuck wildly inside our mouths. The heat in my crotch was now a fire, as I squirmed against his hand. Finally, David withdrew, placing a finger under my chin.

“Will you kiss him like that?” He said.

His eyes shifted to Drew and back to me. My hand moved to David’s crotch finding his erection full and unyielding. I squeezed it as hard as I could. His eyes closed, then opened.

“I want him.” I whispered.

“Do you?” He said.

“Are you ready?” I said.

I placed my fingers on his mouth, holding back his reply. I pinched his lips between my fingers, red painted nails smashing them together, twisting them painfully, then gently tracing the contours of his lower lip with one, long finger.

“I know what I want.” I said.

He hesitated, searching my eyes then finally nodded “Yes.” He breathed. My finger lingered at his lip.

I closed my phone. I would hold the rest of the photos, the moments, inside me, protected from the light and the oxygen of sharing for now, maybe forever. Another shot from the table. I turned to Drew.

He saw the desire in my eyes and moved toward me. Our lips met gently, tentatively at first, exploring, questioning, until he could taste me, what was happening inside me. His tongue entered me, explored then pulled back, his teeth catching my lower lip. He began to bite down widening my eyes. My hand found his jacket lapel and pulled as his hand found my breast, isolated the nipple and twisted, a chirp stuck in my throat and emerged as breath, then his tongue reentered my mouth. David groaned quietly behind me.

Drew released my nipple and his hand glided down over my belly to the top of my jeans. He opened the button and slid under the fabric drawing a surprised inhalation from me, my hand reflexively grabbed at his wrist. He pulled out and traveled forcefully over the fabric to the fork of my thighs, searching for my sex. His huge, powerful fingers collided with David’s hand, displacing him. He pressed forcefully against my pussy, drawing a gasp. My legs opened for him. He bit down painfully on my lip then slid his tongue into my mouth. I tasted blood and his arousal. My hips tilted to his fingers.

“Are you sure?” Drew whispered into my mouth.

“Ahhh.” Was all I could manage.

He withdrew, his finger tracing my lip, his hand between my thighs. He fixed David with playful look.

“Shall we?” He said.


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


RED’S RIB BONE was located in the outer ring of the city off the freeway at a truck stop exit. It was surrounded by motels and fast food chains and gas stations and not much else.

We bought a bottle of tequila from our waitress for a fat tip then walked across the street and I booked a room. David and Drew followed me down the hallway in silence.

I paused at the door staring at the lock. No key to insert, no buttons to push, not even a slot to slide a card through. Just a sensor waiting for an invisible signal be reflected. Everything would open. I breathed slowly in and out, my heart hammering in my throat, in my anus. I touched the card to the lock.

Inside the room, David pulled open the black-out shades and drew the sheers closed. He set the lighting, fiddled with the air conditioner. He slipped his shoes and jacket off as he examined the TV remote, then pulled out the desk chair and sat. Watching.

As David fidgeted nervously around the room, Drew stepped behind me offering to help me off with my jean jacket. His hands came to my shoulders and peeled the jacket slowly down along my arms until it was gathered at my wrists. With my hands trapped in the sleeves, he pulled them behind my back and held them tightly together, his lips moving along the nape of my neck, his hot breath raising goose flesh. As he kissed along my shoulders, his arm wrapped around me, pulling me tight to him, arms trapped behind me. His hand travelled to my breast, squeezing and twisting roughly as he bit down on my flesh, pulling chirps of panic and passion from me.

Gradually, he released my wrists and the jacket fell to the floor. I interlaced my fingers behind my back, maintaining the pose. His hands slid over my hips along my waist, finding the hem of my blouse. Finally, his large warm paws slipped under the light fabric, moving slowly up my flanks to my breasts. He cupped them gently, squeezing, circling the nipples, hardening them into tight, tingling points of flesh under my blouse as his breath and lips continued to send showers of electricity down my spine. Finally, I turned to him. Our mouths locked together, our bodies pressing and struggling against each.

I broke the kiss and slowly turned to look at David as he sat in the desk chair breathing through his open mouth.

Drew knelt down to pick up my jacket.

“Allow me.” He said, looking up into my face.

I extended a sandal-clad foot and he slowly unbuckled the ankle strap. I stepped out of it instantly losing three inches of height. He unbuckled the other, my feet sighed.

“Better?” He said, handing me the jacket.

“Much.” I said. “Thank you.”

His lips touched mine, lingering just long enough for him to taste me again.

“Mmm.” He moaned through an ever-charming grin.

He turned to the credenza and began pouring tequila into three glasses. I looked to David, his cock barely hidden inside his pants. I picked up two of the glasses, taking one to him.

“Friends.” Drew said, as we raised the glasses.

“Close friends.” I said and threw back the liquor.

Drew poured another for himself and sat in chair next to the bed.

“Not bad for a truck stop motel.” He said.

I reached into my purse and pulled out my phone and the vape pen I’d picked up at Harry’s.

Setting my empty glass on the desk, I climbed onto David’s lap. One arm surrounded my waist, the other moved automatically up and down my thigh. Looking up to kiss me, he seemed to be trembling.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yes.’ He said. “Almost perfect, as a matter of fact.” He smiled with a warmth and longing I hadn’t seen in years.

Desire swam in his eyes as he pulled me in for another long passionate kid, his hand slid to the fork of my groin as I parted my legs for him.

“Do you want to try some of this?” I said, holding up the pen.

He took it from my hand examining it, one hand continuing to saw slowly at my groin.

“Arouse?” He said and grinned at me. “Does it work?”

I nodded, took it from him and placed it to my lips. I inhaled until it vibrated then held my breath. I placed it at his lips and he inhaled.

“What are you kids doing over there?” Drew said.

I slipped off David’s lap and walked over to where Drew sat, bent at the waist and exhaled into his face.

“Mmm.” He said, pursing his lips.

I touched the end of the pen to his lips. He inhaled deeply then reached for me, his fingers curled over the waist of my jeans pulling me to him.

“I’ve waited so long for this.” He said, looking up into my eyes.

He slowly opened each button on my jeans, the movement of his fingers as he tugged and pulled and pushed sent tiny showers of heat ricocheting through me. As he reached up to pull the string that held my blouse loosely together, I could feel the vapor begin to crawl through me, over every nerve in my body, warming me, heightening every sensation, bathing me in a flow of well-being and love.

His fingers slid under the fabric of my blouse pushing it slowly, gently over my shoulders until it finally slipped and cascaded over my tiny up-turned breasts to my waist. He leaned back in the chair and fondled me with his eyes. My head fell back, I arched, as my nipples tightened.

“Perfect.” Was all he said.

I lowered my arms letting my blouse flutter to the floor. He leaned forward and touched his lips to my belly, kissing and licking, my ass firmly in the grip of his hands. I wanted his tongue on my pussy, swirling over my clit, inside me, licking and kissing between my legs, my fingers in his hair. I exhaled heavily, my fingers encircling his head, through his thick hair, grasping it, pulling him to me.

Through heavy lids I looked over my shoulder to David. His cock was out, slowly stroked by one hand as the other held his tequila. I could see I was in his head, occupying every space of his attention, his eyes were fixed on Drew and me.

I turned back to Drew, my hands finding his face licking low on my belly, the space created by my open jeans, his tongue sliding along under the waistband of my panties trying to burrow in. I wanted his mouth on me, I wanted to push his face further down onto my sex and come on his tongue as he licked and sucked me. Instead, I pushed slowly, reluctantly trying to lift his face from my skin. It seemed impossibly heavy. I began to giggle lazily as he leaned back in his chair reaching for his glass.

“You need a refill.” I said, dreamily.

The words seemed to take forever to travel from my brain to my lips. He held his glass up to me. I looked at it for a long time. He began to slowly dangle it back and forth. The brain signals finally found my hand and I reached out for it. I looked at the glass in my other hand and discovered I needed a refill too. I giggled again as I grasped it.

I turned toward David who looked languidly up at me as I approached. His cock was hard and full and slick with pre-seminal fluid. I knelt between his legs, fascinated by the slow silky motion of his fingers slowly sliding along the taut skin of the shaft, up and down. I leaned forward, touching my lips to the head, sliding them over the hot, slippery surface as pre-come continue to leak.

I looked up into his eyes to find them smiling back at me. I opened my mouth over him and began to suck in long slow strokes, drawing a moan from deep in his chest. Having him in my mouth, hearing him moan and watching him begin to unravel created a loving sensation that swelled in my chest. This man, my husband was in me again, was with me again. His eyes turned to Drew. I pulled him from my mouth, continuing to stroke him with my hand, to follow his eyes.

Drew was peeling his shirt back over his muscular shoulders, revealing a hairy, barrel chest. He pushed his pants and boxers to the floor, then sat to remove his socks. I continued to lick at the head of David’s cock, swirling my tongue through the silky fluid as Drew sat back finally revealing his cock.

His hand wrapped around it and pulled a few times, then he released it to reach for the vape pen on the night stand. As his cock flopped back onto his belly, a shower of tingles bloomed low in my tummy. It all came back to me, seeing it again now. The curiosity, the trepidation, the unquenchable desire. I continued to lick on David, his hand sliding to the back of my head.

He saw what I saw, this man next to us who embodied confidence and strength and virility. A man who knew he could do what he wanted, have what he wanted. I needed to know if David was ready for what lie ahead. Our eyes met, acknowledging to each other who was in the room with us. I took him into my mouth.

I began to stroke and suck with a rhythm and intensity I knew would get him off quickly. Within thirty seconds he began to tense, his hands grasped the sides of my face.

“Julia…” He groaned.

Hearing my name in his throat at the moment of ecstasy pulled my gaze to his face almost involuntarily. I saw his head fall back as he held his breath. His cock expanded, then began to pulse, flooding my mouth with his semen.

“Ahh…” He hissed.

As his head rolled forward, his eyes connected to mine then closed. Slowly his hands fell away from my face as I swallowed and swallowed. When his eyes reopened they were looking at Drew. As the last few surges of come flowed out of David onto my tongue, I followed his gaze to Drew. I continued to slowly suck at his shrinking penis as Drew watched, his eyes radiating desire as they consumed me.

I crawled onto David’s lap, kissing his neck and ears and lips. In these moments, after an orgasm, I knew he would have judgement untainted by blinding desire.

“I love you.” I whispered.

He began kissing me lightly, tenderly, little signals of affection and connectedness. His hands glided gently over me, touching me, petting and stroking.

“I’ve missed you.” He whispered between pecks and nibbles. “Never leave me.”

“Never.” I said. “What now? What about him?”

David’s hands stopped moving, his lips idled, sucking on my collarbone. I looked down to see him staring at Drew’s cock.

“He’s going to take you.” He said, his eyes returning to mine. “Then I’m going to take you back.”

I kissed his lips, tenderly pecking over and over then slowly slid away.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


I REFILLED THE glasses and walked back over to Drew, straddling one of his knees as I offered the tequila. I took a sip of my drink, set it on the nearby table then slowly began grinding my groin along his thigh. He threw his drink back without taking his eyes off me. I arched and his hands slid up my flanks to engulf my breasts, feeding one of them into his hot, hungry mouth. My fingers curled over his thick shoulders as I pulled him to me.

My eyes fixed on his cock, hard, huge between us, glistening with the fluid I craved so much, leaking from the tip. It was not the penis I remembered from the holiday party all that time ago. This one seemed thicker, longer, somehow more present, menacing.

I could feel an orgasm that was going to burst if I continued grinding on his leg. I wasn’t ready to come yet, not like this. Doubt crept in. Which lines would David actually cross? Which lines I was ready to cross?

I turned to David. He sat completely naked as if he’d snapped his fingers, transforming his clothes into a neatly folded stack on the desk next to him. Again, one hand was wrapped around a glass, the other around his cock, his eyes on us. It seemed the lines had dissolved completely for him.

With extraordinary effort I stood, pulling away from Drew’s lips and hands, my body vibrating with desire now. Slowly, I moved to the bed, extending myself slowly onto the surface, as if diving into a pool. The cool bedspread raking against my keening nipples.

“Ohh.” A moan escaped me.

With the eyes of both men on me I rolled over to my back and squeezed my breasts, pushing the sensations peaking in my nipples just over the threshold to pain. My eyes closed as I arched into the storm, tendrils of electricity fired into my pussy, hot and roiling.

Time seemed to have slowed, every nerve in my body was thick and close and singing with carnal need. The air in the room seemed loose and warm on my skin, thick with the urgent scent of the two men with me. I lifted my head to look at them. I was their sole focus, the center of their space, drawing us together into a moment of pure connection and perfect lust. Their eyes caressed me, touched, made claims on me.

I slid my thumbs into the waistband of my jeans, my hips lifted and I began to slowly peel them down over my ass, down my thighs, over my knees until they lay wadded on the floor.

I looked from one man to the other, now both standing, completely naked, holding their turgid rods, gazing at me, wanting me, needing me. I put my thumb and forefinger together then placed them at my lips. The men looked at each other. Drew, his hard member jutting at a right angle from his body, found the vape pen and brought it to me. My eyes were fixed on the sight of his erection, and though he held out the pen, my hand reached for his cock. My fingers wrapped around the end, my thumb sliding back over the slick tip. My hand burned with the heat of it, the threat of it.

He held the pen to my sucking lips as I continued to slide my thumb through the slippery fluid leaking from him. He withdrew the pen and I licked my thumb as if I were licking away an errant smear of icing, my eyes on his eyes.

“What are you going to do with that?” I said.

Grinning impishly, I glanced down at the fleshy statue of sex in my hand, then back into his eyes. His hips rotated slowly, sliding it back and forth in my fist.

“What would you like me to do with it?” He said, with a grin.

Nerves skittered through me; fear, insecurity, hesitation. He saw each pass over my face in turn, reading them.

“This is just us.” He said. “And that.” Looking at the mass of flesh in my grip.

He took another drag off the pen, inhaled and placed his mouth over mine to exhale. I breathed in his breath, his fingers found my nipple and twisted it between his thumb and forefinger. I moaned into his mouth.

He pulled back, I sucked in air, the world folded its arms around me as my eyes dropped to his groin again, staring for a very long time as I slowly stroked, unable to release him, words formed in my brain and ambled toward my mouth. The sight of his sex within my grasp, the scent of him in my nose held me transfixed until the words in my brain finally dripped from my mouth.

“Will you …” I looked slowly up into his eyes, “fuck me…with this?” I said.

Again I tried, unsuccessfully, to get my fingers around the base. I planted my feet and pushed my knees apart, leaning forward to kiss the tip. I pulled from the base toward the head, opened my mouth over him, numb with anticipation, milking his warm pre-come onto my tongue. I looked up.

“Oh, yes.” He said.

David groaned, watching, as I began to suckle at the huge cock, sliding my tongue along the frenulum, stroking the heft, tasting the naked masculinity strong on my tongue, in my nose. I looked up into Drew’s eyes and saw the flames beginning to rise, the desire to join with me, to own me. I brought my other hand to his shaft and pulled half of him into my mouth, taking him to the entrance of my throat. I briefly made eye contact with David, his mouth open, his breath coming quick and hoarse as he watched me suck on his friend.

Drew’s hand slid around the back of my head, closing around my ponytail. His hips slowly flexed forward as his hand drove my head down, forcing his cock into my throat. I felt a gag beginning but I swallowed, relaxed, opening my throat to him. He sensed my reaction and he slid deeper, my eyes leaking tears.

My hands came to his hips as they flexed his mass into me, pausing at the tight moment he entered my throat; pressure, resistance, then punching through, sliding deeper into me. I began to swallow involuntarily, my heart hammering wildly, thrilling to his penetration. Pulling out, then pushing in again, fucking the huge mass of flesh into me. I breathed, swallowed, reveled in the sensation of taking him over and over. The heat and girth threatened to overwhelm with each stroke. I dropped one hand to my pussy and began to fiddle furiously against my clit as I sensed him drawing closer to a climax. He groaned above me.

“Not like this.” He said, pulling at my ponytail, he withdrew from my mouth. “Not yet.”

I released him, wiped my cheeks and lips and leaned back, studying him for a moment as he regained himself. I looked to David as I wiped Drew’s leakage from my chin. I turned over onto my hands and knees, my ass facing him. I brought my knees together and lay my head down on the bed, reaching back to find the waistband of my panties. I shifted them, one side at a time, inch by inch over the globes of my ass, exposing my thick, glistening cunt to the eyes of both men.

The underwear, soaked through, landed at Drew’s feet as I spread my knees apart and arched, pushing my ass up, displaying myself for them. I looked back, sliding a shaking, nervous finger between the soaked, swollen ridges of my pussy, sending showers of bright tingles into the pulsing ball of desire growing low in my pelvis. Drew tossed my panties to David eliciting another groan from him.

My heart hammered as Drew climbed heavily onto the bed behind me. His hands grasped my calves, sliding up along my knees, up my thighs, onto my ass. I looked back through my legs watching him approach. Now it was my turn to groan.

Suddenly his tongue was swirling over my tailbone, his huge hands pulling me apart. He began to suck the skin just above my anus, his thumbs sliding into me, opening me, pulling me open to his hungry mouth. The intensity of his sucking mouth began to burn, I was about to tip over into orgasm when he abruptly stopped. He slid his tongue slowly over my anus and into my pussy, licking at me over and over, edging me closer and closer as he feasted on me.

He turned me over, sliding his hands up my thighs behind my knees, spreading me open to kiss and lick the insides of my thighs as he moved slowly toward my mound, breathing deeply, inhaling me.

Then his mouth was on me, his tongue inside me, lapping at my labia, sucking on my clit. Again, I arched, my hands grasping his head, pulling him against me, trying to pull him inside me as the orgasm, again, threatened to burst.

Again, he seemed to sense I was about to come and he abruptly pulled back, kissing and licking at the insides of my vibrating thighs.

“No.” I moaned, writhing under him, reaching for his shoulders.

A large finger slid into me pulling another moan from me. He chuckled softly as David moaned.

“What do you want Julia?” Drew said.

I hesitated, looking into his eyes. “Fuck you Drew.” I hissed.

“Fuck me?” He said, chuckling again. “Should I fuck her, David?”

I lifted my head, eyes boring into him, still grasping for his shoulders, his arm, as he slid his finger out then in deeper. I turned to David, our eyes locked as Drew drove his fingers into me.

“Oh …” I moaned again, my head falling back.

I looked over at David again who was now kneeling on the end of the bed two feet from me, his cock in his hand. He nodded ever so slightly. “Yes.” He groaned softly.

I looked back into Drew’s eyes, down at his cock as he inched toward me, our thighs touching, then back to his eyes. My arms fell to my sides, my fingers grasping at the bedspread.

“Tell me.” He said, sotto voce.

“A condom?” I asked weakly, looking from Drew to David and back, knowing the answer.

I crunched forward, reaching for him, trying to pull him onto me. He grinned and continued to finger fuck me. I squirmed, my hips writhing for him. My mind was swirling, focused now only on getting Drew inside me, coming on him as he fucked me.

“I want to hear it.” He whispered.

I inhaled, exhaled. “Fuck me.” I breathed, finally. “Show David how you fuck me.” I said, cooing, my head falling back, wanting only to have him fill me, to bring me into balance with the desire screaming inside me.

He inched closer, one hand around his cock, guiding it. Then I felt it. The broad, hot head sliding over my clit, down through the folds of my vulva, then back up, the length of it sliding over my clit and back.

“Don’t come inside me.” I said, glancing at David.

My eyes were pulled back to Drew’s cock, as if by some invisible string, then to his face, knowing he fully intended to come inside me. They both wanted it. I wanted it. But they needed me to say it. They needed me to draw the line for us to cross. I opened my mouth to say it again, to beg.

“Come in her.” David said, shocking my brain, blowing me apart.

I groaned as the image of Drew flooding me, filling me with his vital essence filled my mind. An ache of desire swelled through me.

Drew brushed his lips against mine as he slid back into position. His hands again lifted my legs, pushing them up to my chest, spreading me wide; so wide, so open and ripe. He leaned forward increasing the pressure against my pussy.

My hands found his hips, wanting to pull him in but I hesitated, holding him back.

“Slow.” I said, breathing heavily, urgently. “So big.” I whispered, glancing at David, his mouth slack, his throat dry with heavy breathing. “It’s so big, David.”

Drew pulled back, then pushed forward again, forcing the broad, hot head forward until suddenly, my hot, slick flesh yielded, enveloping him as he slid into me. Welcoming him. I gasped. Finally, we were joined, connected. My fingers dug into his flanks.

He moved forward, holding himself above me, his hips rocked back, withdrawing. My breath came in ragged, shallow gasps, my heart hammering. His hips again flexed the crown back into me, he lowered his face to mine, our lips found each other in a flurry of tongues and need. His hips flexed powerfully and he filled me.

“Ohhh!’ I barked, inhaling sharply. “Oh fuck.” Sublime union, thick and close and shocking.

The fullness was complete and overwhelming. I pulled at his ass, the weight of his body spreading me fully open as he continued to push further into me. He withdrew, paused, pushing his mouth onto mine, our tongues dancing as he re-entered, beginning a rhythmic fucking; filling me, stretching me, fitting me to his form. Brief spasms of pain resolved into exquisite layers of pleasure as our bodies knit together in searing collisions. My hands grabbed desperately at his flexing thighs and buttocks as I tried to orient myself to the sensations, the reality that Drew was fucking me.

I caught me breath long enough to beg, haltingly, “Don’t … Don’t stop.” His lips covered mine again, our tongues hammering at each other, digging and exploring, urging and guiding each other. His hips, his breath and scent; his cock that filled me, became a wave that seemingly lifted me above the bed, a wave of bliss.

He slowed, repositioning himself above me, his legs spread wider. His eyes returned to me, his hips began to flex deeper and faster until he found the pace, striking the bottom with each thrust, forcing chirps and barks of shock and delight out of me with each strike. Then one huge hand found my neck, his long, thick fingers slowly wrapped around it. My eyes snapped open. His pace intensified.

As he steadily banged against the bottom of my cunt, the hot fizzing ball of desire ruptured, sending sheets of blinding ecstasy through me. My hands flew to the big hand around my neck as he began to squeeze tighter, tighter. My heels dug into the backs of his thighs, my hands gripped his arm and pulled.

My eyes slammed shut and my world went white, then with each explosive contraction, with each thrust, violent bursts of color exploded behind my lids. I could only gasp at gulps of breath as everything tightened and dissolved at the same time. His hips flexed over and over in a strong, steady, unrelenting force. I searched wildly for something to hold on to but found only the sensation of utter release, falling and falling through pure warmth and light and a perfect moment of union.

Then suddenly, his hand released my neck, he slowed, his body becoming rigid, his breath held in his chest, his cock held deep inside me, swelling. Sensing what was about to happen, coming with him, being filled with him, as David watched us orgasm together, lit my mind on fire. My orgasm surged, spilling through me in ragged waves. I clawed at him, pulling him to me, holding him in place.

“Yes.” I hissed. “Oh, yes.”

He exhaled, “Gahhh.”

He began to pulse inside me.

David groaned. My eyes fluttered open, turning to look, expecting him beside me. He groaned again, somewhere behind Drew, watching him fill me. My head fell back and Drew’s lips were on my face and neck and lips, nibbling and sucking as he slowly began to move above me, inside me again, the final spasms pulsing the last of his seed into me.

“I can feel you.” I said. “Coming in me.” The walls of my pussy grasping at him.

He continued to suck and nibble as my hands came to his face. With great effort I lifted his face to look at him. His mouth fell to mine and I could tell he was grinning.

“You came inside.” I said, kissing him back, breathless, a smile growing on my face despite myself.

“He told me to.” He said, lifting his face to look at me.

He nibbled my lips and I kissed him, lightly, then deeper, with my tongue, biting his lip before I released him.

He lifted himself and slowly pulled his length from inside me. The suddenly feeling of emptiness pulled a mewling breath from my lips. He stood and almost immediately I could feel a warm stream flowing out of me into the cleft of my ass. My legs collapsed on the bed.

I lifted my head to see David standing over me, his face a rictus of desire under pressure, his eyes longing, desperate to consume me.

He lifted my knees, placing my feet on the bed, spreading my thighs. I thought for a moment he was going to crawl onto me and fuck me, but his head dropped to my dripping cunt and he began to lick.

A flash of revulsion made me twist away but he held me in place, licking and sucking at the hot, tormented flesh between my legs, licking away the semen, cleaning me, preparing me for his arrival, for his return. Over and over the sounds of his mission, the sensations of his tongue and lips stung me like a thousand delicious little needles pushing bliss, like a drug, into my brain. I began to twist my hips to meet his mouth, tilting my pelvis to match his movements. Then, without warning, as if the floor dropped away, something flipped low in my belly, high voltage touched me and I began to come again.

David moved onto the bed, lifting my knees to my heaving chest and then he was inside me, hot and hard and urgent. I looked into his face, wrapping my arms around his body as tightly as I could. Within seconds after entering me, it began.

“Oh fuck Julia!” He groaned through gritted teeth.

Every muscle in his body tensed as his head dropped forward.

“I can feel you. So perfect in me.” I said. “Give it to me. Give me all of it David. I want all of you.” I cooed, as he poured into me.

He collapsed onto me, his weight covering me completely, his mouth breathing hard in my ear. I stroked his slick, spent body, cradling him between my legs.

We breathed, holding each other; coming back together. Finally his mouth was in my ear.

“Welcome to the bike.” He whispered finally, chuckling softly.

My mind reeled back to his story that night in the hotel, so long ago. I grinned and chuckled. “Thanks for the ride.” I said.
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If you enjoyed “Julia Perfect” you may also enjoy “Homecoming, A Hot Wife Goes Back to College.” Here’s an excerpt from that story:

***

THE LINE for the ladies room extended fifty feet from the bathroom entranced and was filled with women and girls in various states of agitation, holding their water. Lily stamped her foot in frustration.

“Fuck!” She said and giggled. The vape she hit was buzzing pleasantly in at the base of her skull and in her eyes.

She turned to look at her frat boys.

“I have to peeeeee.” She said and laughed again.

They laughed at her laughing.

“That sucks.” Number One said.

Number Two, about the same build as Number One, looked around the line of women to the men’s room.

“Hey, I have an idea.” He said. “C’mon.”

Lily and Number One followed him around the line up to the entrance of the men’s room. He looked at her.

“No line. We can get you in here.” He said. “No one’s gonna care.”

“I can’t do that.” She said. “It’s full of … dicks.” She said, falling into another giggle.

They looked at each other and all laughed.

“Yup.” Said Number One. “For sure. But you don’t want to pee your pants.”

They all laughed again, the funniest thing she’d ever heard, she was sure.

“No.” She said, catching her breath. “That wouldn’t be good. I’m already super wet.” She said. The understanding of what she’d just said dawned over her slowly and she began to blush. “Shit. Never-mind.” She said.

Number One and Number Two exchanged bemused, wide-eyed looks.

“You okay?” Said Number Two.

She exhaled. “I’m fine.” She said. “Just a wee buzzed. And fuuucking horny.” She said, squeezing her knees together. “But right now I have to peeee!” She squealed.

“Look, just walk between us. We’ll sandwich you and no one will see. Then we’ll stand in front of the stall while you go to make sure no one comes in.” Said Number Two.

She rolled her eyes beneath furrowed brows as if thoroughly considering all the implications and said, “Okay.”

She lined up behind Number Two, her hands on his hips and Number One lined up behind her, his big white hands on her shoulders. They literally sandwiched her and they all conga’d slowly into the men’s room. By the time they passed the entrance Lily could feel Number One’s dick pressing into her back. She grinned, her faced buried in the back of Number Two, he smelled pleasantly of beer and deodorant, her hands gripping his hips. “Shit. Shit. Shit.” She muttered. She could feel her heart beating hotly in her anus.

Once inside she turned and looked at Number One. “Watch where you’re putting that thing.” She said and looked down at what was now a full erection. “Jesus.” Her face turned up to him giving him her most indignant look.

His fair skin blushed deeply. “Fuck. Sorry.” He said. “It’s just…”

“I know.” She said. “Let’s find an open stall.”

“Down here.” Number Two called to them.

She looked into the stall. “We can’t all fit in there.” She said looking up at each of them in turn and laughed. Funniest thing ever.

“What?” They each said, looking dumbly at her.

“You first.” She said, grabbing Number One by his erection like a pan handle. “You stay here. Don’t let anyone in, K?” She said to Number Two and reached out her other hand to cup his crotch. She pursed her lips at him and squeezed.

She maneuvered Number One into the stall by his hips, closed the door behind them and squeezed past him.

“Face the door please.” She said, pulling her pants down below her knees as he turned. “And no peeking.” A torrent of urine rushed out of her. She lowered her head at the feeling of relief. She reached for toilet paper and dabbed herself, dropped the toilet paper in the bowl and slid a finger over the slick, swollen flesh of her labia. “Ugh.” She groaned.

She lifted her head, reaching for her pants and saw Number One had turned toward her, his expression had become dark, narrow and purposeful again. He was breathing through his mouth. He had pulled his shorts to mid thigh and was stroking his large pink cock red.

At the sight of it the hard ball of desire flared in her bowels lighting a screen of tingles through her body. Her lips came apart and her eyes widened. The tingling gathered between her legs into a swollen heartbeat, her eyes fixated on the engorged, glistening head of his dick. She wanted it in her.

“Do you know how to use that?” She said, leaning back on the toilet. It flushed automatically, blowing a cool mist against her bare bottom.

His mouth hung open, he nodded and stepped forward, towering over her. At least a foot taller than her five foot, four inch frame.

“Good grief.” She said.

He took his hand away and tilted his hips forward displaying his thick, meaty cock surrounded by blonde pubic hair. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around it mid-shaft, squeezed and pulled her hand toward the bullet-shaped head. A fresh bead of pre-seminal fluid appeared at the tip. She leaned forward on the toilet, pants and thong around her knees and placed her full lips over the drop and took it into her mouth. A low groan came from his chest.

She opened her mouth over it and began to suck, stroking it with both hands, her tongue swirling against the underside of the head. The pungent smell of his sex and sweat entered her brain and resolved as an arousing, woody smell. She sucked harder.

She pulled away. “Don’t come in my mouth.” She said, wanting him desperately to come in her mouth, to swallow his load. She guided the hard dick back over her lips.

Her head bobbed over his cock, working her tongue against the long, thick shaft. She reached down and cupped his balls. She pushed her head down against him, trying to take him into her throat. Too big.

“I need you to fuck me with this thing.” She said, surprised at how completely horny she was. “Can you do that?”

***
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